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PREFACE  TO  THE  NEW  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 


The  New  Sabbath  Hymn  and  Tune  Book  differs  from  the  earlier  edition  only  in  its 
txmes.  In  these,  changes  have  been  made  in  two  respects — alterations  of  tunes  have  in 
several  cases  been  discarded  and  the  more  familiar  forms  restored ;  and  many  tunes  which 
the  present  state  of  the  popular  taste  demands  have  been  substituted  for  such  as  are  con- 
tained in  the  original  edition.  Both  editions  will  henceforth  be  published.  Tliose  who 
desire  the  edition  containing  the  above  changes  should  be  careful  to  order  *'The  New 
Sabbath  Hymn  and  Tune  Book ;"  those  who  wish  for  the  earlier  edition  should  order  "The 
Sabbath  Hynm  and  Tune  Book." 

Attention  is  asked  to  the  Preface  of  the  first  edition. 

Experience  and  observation  have  confirmed  the  confidence  of  the  musical  editor  in  the 
principles  there  set  forth,  and  followed  in  the  selections  of  that  edition,  respecting  the  true 
theory  of  congregational  singing,  and  the  character  of  the  tunes  best  adapted  to  its  culture. 
He  still  confidently  believes  that  the  best  results  can  be  attained  only  where  a  congregation 
are  willing  to  confine  themselves  to  very  simple  forms  of  rhythm  and  melody. 

That  the  Christian  public,  to  a  considerable  extent,  approve  a  book  constructed  on  those 
principles,  is  sufliciently  indicated  by  a  sale  of  the  Sabbath  Hynm  and  Tune  Book  much 
larger  than  that  of  any  other  book  of  the  kind. 

Yet  there  are  many  who  do  not  accept  these  principles,  but  who  desire  a  wider  latitude 
in  the  selection  of  tunes.  They  regard,  as  the  true  test  of  selection,  the  degree  in  which  any 
tune  has  the  favorable  testimony  of  the  popular  taste.  From  this  class  of  worshippers  the 
request  has  frequently  come  that  a  new  edition  of  the  Sabbath  Hymn  and  Tunc  Book 
should  be  prepared. 

As  the  former  edition  will  continue  to  be  published,  unaltered,  the  editors  have  felt 
themselves  at  liberty  to  meet  the  want  above  indicated.  Such  is  the  design  of  the  present 
volume. 

In  the  selection  of  its  tunes  the  attempt  has  been  carefully  made  to  collect  those  which 
have  been  widely  popular  and  attractive,  and  therefore  have  been  used  extensively  in  con- 
gregational smging. 

The  aim  has  been  to  make  this  collection  choice  and  complete.  Persons  in  different 
parts  of  the  country  have  been  consulted.  Thanks  arc  due  to  many  who  have  contributed 
the  results  of  their  experience  to  this  work. 

Ab  the  fruit  of  such  inquiry,  the  present  edition  is  presented,  with  confidence  that  it  will 
meet  the  wishes  of  those  who  desire  tunes  which  are  familiar  in  general  use  in  the  churches, 
and  approved  by  the  popular  taste. 

Several  popular  hymns  have  become  associated  with  peculiar  tunes  which  are  not  adapted 
to  any  other  hymns.  These  will  be  found  in  the  Appendix ;  the  same  hymns  being  also  in 
the  body  of  the  book,  in  connection  with  other  tunes. 
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PREFACE. 


It  is  the  purpose  of  this  work  to  flimlsh  suitable  tunes  for  the  hymns  in  "  The  Sabbath  Hyxn 
Book,"  and  to  bring  the  hymns  and  tunes  together,  so  that  both  may  be  easily  seen  at  the  same  opon- 
iog  of  the  volume.  The  tunes  are  designed  to  meet  the  capacity  and  wants  of  congregations,  though 
it  is  hoped  they  will  be  found  to  possess  interest  and  appropriateness  for  choirs.  Every  hymn  con- 
tained in  The  Sabbath  Hymn  Book  will  be  found  here,  and  in  connection  with  each  hymn^  or  at  the 
mme  opening  of  the  book,  one  or  more  appropriate  tunes.  All  the  tunes  are  also  published  in  a  sep- 
arate volume,  entitled  The  Sabbath  Tune  Book.    The  series  therefore  consists  of  three  volumes  :— 

The  Sabbath  Hymn  Book,  containing  Hymns  alone. 

The  Sabbath  Hymn  and  Tune  Book,  containing  Hynms  and  Tunes. 

The  Sabbath  Tune  Book,  containing  Tunes  alone. 

Two  pnncipal  methods  have  prevailed,  to  a  greater  or  less  degree,  in  the  Service  of  Song  in  Chrf** 
tian  worship ;  that  of  the  whole  Congregaiion^  and  that  of  a  aded  Choir.  The  Congregational  was  the 
primitive  method,  and  the  only  one  known  in  the  earlier  history  of  the  Church.  The  method  of  sing- 
ing by  a  choir  came  into  the  Church  at  a  later  period,  with  wealtli,  power,  and  worldly  greatness,  9bA 
it  has  been  her  attendant  rather  in  temporal  prosperity,  than  in  poverty  and  adversity. 

At  the  time  of  the  Reformation,  Congregational  Singing  had  become  extinct,  and  the  more  artistic 
manner  of  clioirs,  consisting  mostly  of  an  inferior  order  of  the  clergy,  singing  in  a  language  unknown 
to  the  people,  had  taken  its  place.  Luther,  Calvin,  Knox,  and  others,  took  early  measures  to  rescue 
the  Ringing  service  in  public  worship  from  the  hands  of  the  clergy,  and  to  reinstate  it  as  an  oxerciae 
for  the  people.  As  the  abuses  of  the  Romish  church  had  led  to  the  rejection  of  chanting  (the  primitive 
form  of  Church  Song)  the  Psalms  wore  translated,  or  hymns  were  written  in  a  stanzaic  form,  and 
adapted  to  a  simple  but  dignified  form  of  melody,  with  special  reference  to  the  capabilities  of  the  peo- 
pla  The  union  of  tlio  whole  assembly  in  the  exercise  was  regarded  as  essential.  Other  liturgical  forms 
were  rojcctod ;  but  this  now  one  of  a  metrical  Psalmody,  for  the  people's  sinraltaneous  utterance  of 
pmiso  and  prayer,  was  received  with  great  favor,  and  almost  universally  practiced.  It  was  no  attempt 
on  the  part  of  the  Reformers  to  introduco  an  artLstic  manner  of  song,  but,  on  the  contrary,  a  very  plain 
onc^  a  "  highway"  of  Psalmody,  in  which  "  the  wayfimng  man,  though  a  fool,  should  not  err." 

The  Congregational  method,  thus  restored  to  the  churches,  was  brought  to  this  country  by  the  Prot* 
cstant  Fathers.  It  continued  to  be  their  only  method  for  about  a  century  and  a  half.  It  is  not  sur- 
prising lliat  during  this  period,  amidst  the  deprivations  which  the  new  settlements  experienced,  atten- 
tion to  song  should  have  been  neglected,  nor  that,  noglectod  by  generation  after  generation,  the 
ability  for  it  should  have  been  well  nigh  lost  In  tho  early  part  of  the  last  century  the  very  low  con- 
dition of  the  singing  in  public  worship  began  to  attract  tho  attention  of  somo  of  the  friends  of  religion, 
and  measures  were  taken  by  a  few  of  the  leading  clergjrmen  and  others  for  reform.  Hitherto  all 
tho  singing  in  the  American  churches  had  been  unisonous,  tho  melody  only  having  been  sung  ;  but 
m  1720  a  book  of  tunes  in  three  parts,  "Cantus,"  "Mcdius"  and  "Basus,"  was  published  by  Rev. 
Thomas  Walter.  Tho  harmonizing  of  tho  tunes  in  parts  undoubtedly  grew  out  of  the  fact  that  the 
more  elaborate  service  of  choirs  had  always  taken  that  form  both  in  the  Lutheran  and  the  English 
church.  In  tho  Protestant  churches  of  Europe  generally,  metrical  Psalmody  continuog  to  this  day 
to  be  sung,  as  it  was  originally,  in  unison,  and  it  is  at  least  doubtf\il  whether  parts  in  harmony 
for  the  choir  and  unison  for  tho  congregation,  would  not  still  bo  tho  best  arrangement  for  Church 
Song.  This  new  arrangement  of  tunes  in  parts  led  to  tho  formation  of  choirs.  At  first,  they 
wore  introduced  only  as  helps  to  Congregational  Smging,  but  this  gradually  yielded,  as  it  had  done 
before,  and  the  new  method  advanced  with  sure  and  steady  progress,  until  towards  the  close  of  the 
last  century  it  had  become  tho  ahnost  exclusive  method  of  Church  Song. 

And  now,  withm  ten  or  fifteen  years,  Congregational  Singing  is  again  attracting  attention,  and 
many  persons,  especially  those  who  look  for  a  higher  religious  power  in  Psalmody,  are  turning 
to  it,  as  a  remedy  for  the  evils  which  have  grown  out  of  tho  oxclusivo  method  of  choirs,  and  as 


lY  P  U  E  F  A  C  E  . 

promising  to  restore  to  the  Church  the  ahnoet  lost  religious  aid  of  song.  It  is  to  bo  regretted  that  somo, 
in  their  zeal  for  Congregational  Singing,  have  supposed  it  necessary  to  set  their  faces  against  choirs, 
and  have  even  gone  so  far  as  to  reject  the  services  of  such  associations.  The  &ct  tliat  choirs  hare,  in 
a  great  degree,  Med  to  present  a  method  of  song  truly  religious  in  its  influence,  is  not  to  be  attributed 
wholly  to  them ;  but  probably  qxiite  as  much  to  those  clergymen  and  people  who  have  mistaken  a 
mere  musical  excitement  for  the  "  quickening  and  raiang  up  of  the  affections  to  God." 

That  it  is  unsafe  to  depend  exclusively  upon  choirs,  is  abundantly  proved  in  tlio  history  of  the  Church 
The  groat  danger  of  such  a  dependence  is,  that  the  whole  service  will  degenerate  into  a  mere  attempt 
at  musical  display.  Nor  is  it  safe  to  trust  to  the  Congregational  method  alone,  for  without  oon- 
Btant  care,  the  singing  will  then  be  very  liable  to  fall  into  neglect,  and  become  uninteresting,  in- 
effective, and  even  wearisome.  Let  the  two  methods  exist  together,  strengthening  one  another. 
Congregational  Singing  can  not  be  dispensed  with  by  those  who  seek  for  the  religious  influence  of 
Church  Song ;  and  chou^  may  do  much  to  promote  the  true  service  of  Psalmody,  by  their  guidance 
and  encouragement  of  universal  song.  Whenever  it  is  practicable,  then,  let  the  people  who  are  de- 
Birous  of  Congregational  Singing  avail  themselves  of  the  advantages  to  be  derived  from  such  choirs  as 
formed  from  among  themselves,  and  disposed  to  exert  a  religious  influence  in  the  singing  exercises,  will 
enlist  the  sympathy  and  cooperation  of  all  the  people. 

But  that  the  present  efforts  for  Congregational  Singing,  or  that  any  efforts  for  the  improvement  of 
the  Service  of  Song  be  in  any  satisfactory  degree  successful,  wo  regard  it  as  essential  that  both  methods 
be  praciicaUy  understood — at  least  by  those  who  g^ido  this  service — since  any  attempt  to  build  up 
the  one  on  the  basis  of  the  other  must,  necessarily,  in  a  great  degree  fail  Those  who  seek  for  Con- 
gregational Singmg  on  the  principles  of  Choir  Smging,  will  probably  soon  give  it  up  as  impracticabie, 
and  return  again  to  the  Choir  Singing  as  the  only  available  method. 

The  Congregational  is  naiure^s  method  of  praise.  It  is  in  a  great  degree  independent  of  art  culture, 
being  indeed  above  art  It  is  adapted  alike  to  the  voices  of  the  young  and  the  old,  of  the  uncultivated 
and  of  the  cultivated.  It  engages  all  in  the  simultaneous  exercise  of  the  same  emotions,  furnishes 
something  for  every  one  to  do,  admits  of  no  listeners,  and  thus  excludes  that  bane  of  all  true  wof- 
ship,  criticiauL  As  individual  voices  aro  lost  in  the  chorus  of  the  many,  one  is  naturally  led  to  feel 
his  own  insigniflcance.  That  essential  feature  of  Chorus  Smging,  the  blending  of  voices,  by  which 
the  impurity  of  individual  tones  is  neutrahzed,  and  dissonance  harmonized,  and  in  which  consists 
in  a  great  degree  its  strength  and  its  beauty,  is  obtamed  almost  without  effort  when  many  voices, 
(even  fifty  or  a  hundred,)  join  in  one  melody.  It  is  adapted  to  awaken  within  us  ideas  of  greatness. 
It  belongs  to  the  sublime  in  tone ;  the  sublime  in  nature  rather  than  in  art  It  may  bo  compared  to 
the  mountains,  which  owe  their  majesty,  not  to  their  fertile  soil,  nor  to  any  elaboration  of  architectural 
ddU,  but  to  that  Power  which  commanded  the  light  to  shine  out  of  darkness,  and  brought  up  from 
the  depths  the  rough  and  diversified  materials  in  which  consists  the  "strength  of  the  hills.''  The 
mountuns  are  not  more  necessary  to  fit  the  earth  to  be  the  habitation  of  man  than  is  this  great 
method  of  song  to  the  highest  development  of  that  religious  life  which  is  perfected  through  Psalmody. 

Choir  Singmg  is  the  method  of  ar< ;  and  although  for  the  common  purposes  of  Church  Song  no  very 
high  degree  of  artistic  attainment  is  required,  yet,  that  Choir  Singing  which  is  worthy  of  the  name,  must 
be  the  result  of  the  proper  training  of  a  suitable  number  of  persons  who  have  a  more  than  ordinary  por- 
tion of  intuitive  musical  ability.  It  belongs  to  the  beautifiiL  It  depends  upon  flowing  melody,  with 
measure  synmietrical,  in  such  soft,  elegant,  and  delicate  style  as  to  awaken  delight  It  may  bo  re- 
garded as  one  of  Zion'a  "beautiful  garments,"  so  that  m  the  proper  onion  of  the  two  methods,  it  may 
be  said  of  the  Service  of  Song,  "strength  and  beauty  are  in  the  sanctuary." 

That  we  may,  if  possible,  throw  still  further  light  upon  a  subject  which  we  consider  of  vital  im- 
portance to  the  success  of  Church  Song,  we  will  mention  some  conditions  which  aro  indispensable  to 
Choir  Singing,  but  not  to  Congregational  Singing. 

1.  It  is  not  indispensable,  though  it  is  desirable,  in  order  to  qualify  one  to  take  a  part  in  Congrega- 
tional Singing,  that  one  should  be  able  to  read  written  music.  Let  properly  conducted  smging  schools 
be  maintamed,  and  let  all  bo  encouraged  to  attend  them ;  and  especially  let  all  children  receive,  while 
they  are  yet  young,  appropriate  vocal  training,  and  be  practically  taught  the  elements  both  of  nmsic 
and  notation.  And  let  all  be  encouraged,  whether  they  have  learned  any  thing  of  singing  or  not,  to 
Join  vocally  in  the  Psahnody  as  a  religious  exercise,  regarding  it  as  their  duty  and  privilege. 

2.  Purity  of  tone  is  not  indispensable,  though  it  is  desirable,  to  quaUf^  one  to  unite  m  Congrega- 
tkxial  Singing.    Although  one's  tone  may  be  of  a  nasal  or  guttural  quality,  he  is  not  to  be  denied  the 

Mlage  of  i^'ng'ng  his  Maker's  praises  iu  the  oongregatioa  of  the  people.    Yet  it  may  often  be  the 
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doty  of  otbera  to  ozerciso  forbearanco,  and  to  do  whatoyer  circumstances  allow  for  the  remoTal  of  the 
cause  of  oflfenao  by  suitable  attempts  at  cultivation.  And  it  is  possible  that  thero  may  bo  cases  where 
it  may  be  the  duty  of  one  to  engage  only  mentally  in  the  exercise,  if  thereby  one  may  cease  to  give 
ptun  to  another. 

3.  It  is  not  indispensable,  though  it  is  desirable,  that  one  should  be  able  to  sing  in  perfect  tune,  m 
order  that  he  may  join  the  Congregational  Psalmody.  There  are  very  few  persons  whose  intonation 
is  not  more  or  less  faulty,  but  although  one  may  not  sing  individually  in  tunc,  there  is  a  "  sympathy 
in  sounds"  by  which,  when  a  multitude  sing  together,  dissonance  is  resolved,  and  voices  are  drawn 
into  unison. 

4.  It  is  not  indispensable,  though  it  Is  desirable,  that  one  should  be  able  to  appreciate  the  divisions 
of  time,  or,  as  it  id  more  commonly  expressed,  to  keep  time^  in  order  to  engage  in  Congregational  Sing- 
ing. If  such  a  natural,  easy  movement  is  taken  as  is  alone  well  adapted  to  the  singing  of  a  promis- 
cuous assembly,  there  will  bo  no  difficulty  in  keeping  togeiJter,  and  however  feeble  may  be  one  s  per- 
ception of  a  regular  movement,  he  may  safely  trust  his  voice  with  the  voices  of  the  many. 

5.  It  is  not  indispensable,  though  it  is  desirable,  in  order  to  unite  in  Congregational  Singing,  that 
one's  articulation  or  pronunciation  should  be  exactly  right  The  words  are,  indeed,  of  the  utmost 
importance,  the  indispensable  part  of  a  hymnal  service,  and  although  we  may  join  devotionally  in  the 
act  of  worship  in  song,  even  when  wo  do  not  know  the  particular  subject  of  the  hymn,  as  where  the 
service  is  in  a  foreign  lunguage^  yet  wo  can  not  bo  in  union  with  the  assembly  in  definite  thought 
and  emotion  unless  we  are  in  possession  of  the  words.  Still,  no  one  should  bo  excluded  from  Congre- 
gational  Singing  on  account  of  an  inaccurate  articulation,  whether  this  arise  from  a  natural  defect  in 
the  organs  of  speech,  or  from  want  of  proper  culture. 

6.  Artistic  application  of  the  laws  of  accent,  emphasis,  and  general  expression,  is  not  indispensable, 
though  it  is  important,  to  qualify  one  to  join  in  Congregational  Singing.  There  should  indeed  be  ap- 
propriate expression ;  but  this  in  one  method  is  quite  a  different  thing  fix>m  what  it  is  in  the  other. 
The  expression  of  the  raountiin  is  not  more  unliko  that  of  the  valley,  than  the  legitimate  expression 
of  Congregational  Singing  is  unUke  that  of  Choir  Song.  Let  the  singing  be  habitually  regarded  as  a 
truly  religious  act;  let  the  people,  old  and  young,  be  led  to  engage  in  it  ns  such ;  let  this  one  pomt  be 
taught  and  guarded  from  the  pulpit ;  let  God.  bo  sought  habitually  and  found  in  the  Psalm,  and  it 
will  not  lack  a  suitable  expression ;  one  consisting  not  so  much  in  the  mechanical  observance  of  piano, 
ibrte,  crescendo,  diminuendo,  or  any  dynamic  notalion,  as  in  the  more  legitimate  conditions  of  a  good 
tonal  utterance.  Let  the  mouth  speak  "  out  of  the  abundance  of  the  heart,"  and  it  will  be  likely  to 
bo  done  with  much  more  propriety  than  any  utterance,  however  perfect,  which  arises  from  the  mere 
ob8er\'ance  of  rules  of  art 

As  two  principal  methods  of  singing  have  prevailed  in  the  service  of  the  Christian  Church,  so  tliree 
distinct /bmM  of  song  liave  arisen:  the  Chant,  the  Anthem,  the  Metrical  Tune. 

The  Chant  is  supposed  to  have  been  the  primitive  form  of  Church  Song;  the  same  in  which  the 
Saviour  himself  engaged,  when,  after  he  had  instituted  the  Sacrament  of  the  Lord's  Supper,  he 
sung  a  hynm  with  his  disciples,  before  he  went  out  into  the  Mount  of  Olives.  In  its  simple 
state  it  consists  in  tho  intoned  recitation,  or  cantilated  delivery  of  the  words  of  the  Psalm,  being 
the  nearest  approach  to  an  impassioned  and  dignified  reading,  which  a  retained  pitch,  or  tho  absence 
of  inflection  will  allow.  In  chanting,  the  Psalms  may  be  sung  in  the  very  words  of  the  sacred  Scrip- 
tures, the  liighest  form  of  lyric  poetry ;  metrical  arrangement  being  unnecessary.  The  Chant  is 
adapted  to  a  clear  enunciation  of  the  words,  and  thus  tends  to  make  music  subordinate  to  thought, 
and  song  to  religious  worship.  It  is  totally  dissimilar  to  all  the  forms  of  secular  music,  and  seems  to 
preclude  the  very  idea  of  display.  It  leaves  the  mind  open  to  tho  full  impression  of  the  sacred  text, 
and  is  most  favorable  to  a  heartfelt  expression.  It  fiimlshes  the  most  simple  form  in  which  many 
voices  may  unite  in  a  simultaneous  utterance  of  words,  and  hence,  is  admirably  adapted  to  the 
Congregational  method,  to  which  it  properly  belongs.  Children  easily  acquire  it  and  take  great 
delight  in  it;  and  it  is  a  most  interesting  form  of  worship  in  Sabbath  Schools,  as  we  have  tested  by 
long  experience. 

These  remarks,  however,  are  applicable  to  Chanting  in  its  primitive  use,  and  not  to  such  a  hurried, 
"confused  and  disorderly  chattering  of  the  words,"  or  to  such  a  "careless,  irreverent  manner,  without 
a  spark  of  feeling,"  as,  an  English  writer  observes,  is  often  heard  in  cathedrals;  or  to  such  abuser  as 
have  grown  out  of  the  modem  double  and  florid  chants,  and  from  which  Chanting  has  well  nigh  ceased 
to  be  regarded  as  belonging  to  the  Congregational  method. 

The  word  Anthem  is  supposed  to  be  derived  from  tho  same  Greek  root  as  is  an^ijiAony,  which  signi- 
fis8  tho  alternate  or  responsive  manner  of  singing  said  to  have  been  introduoed  ^'^  ^^^  ^^estom 
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churches  by  Ambrode,  in  tne  fourth  centurjr.  Choir  singing  probably  Iiad  its  origin  in  natir 
phonal  singing,  and  henco  come  Anthema  This  form  was  retained  by  the  English  church  at  the 
time  of  the  Reformation,  though  generally  rejected  elsewhere.  In  its  primitiye  use  it  was  exchi- 
Bivoly  by  choirs,  yet  in  a  simple  form  it  is  quite  practicable  in  Congregational  Smging,  and  may  be 
made  a  feature  of  much  interest  and  usefulness. 

The  Metrical  Tukb  is  that  form  which,  although  known  to  a  limited  extent  in  earlier  timos,  came 
into  general  use  in  public  worship,  at  the  time  of  tlie  Reformation,  and  has  oyer  since  been  retained 
m  the  Protestant,  and  in  a  portion  of  the  Romish  church.  It  was  the  musical  form  of  the  restored  method 
of  song,  in  which  the  people  were  the  actors,  and  consisted  in  a  simple  melody,  which,  being  within 
the  compass  of  all  Toices,  was  sung  in  unison  by  the  congregation.  In  the  Gterman  and  otlief 
churches  on  the  continent  of  Europe,  the  original  character  of  Congregational  Tunes  and  of  Congre- 
ga^nal  Singing  still  continues,  and  almost  universally  prevails  to  this  day.  But  in  England  the 
influence  of  choirs  soon  led  to  the  mtroduction  of  the  different  vocal  parts,  which,  although  at  first 
not  intended  for  the  people,  were  gradually  introduced  into  Congregational  Singuig,  though  seldom, 
if  ever,  in  such  proportion  as  to  produce  any  thing  like  symmetrical  harmony. 

The  Sabbath  Htmn  aitd  Titne  Book  is  designed  as  a  Manual  for  Congregational  Singing.  In  re- 
gard to  the  principles  which  have  guided  its  editors  in  the  selection  of  hymns,  the  reader  is  referred  to 
the  Preface  to  The  Sabbath  Hthn  Book.  In  setting  the  hymns  to  music,  we  have  valued  musical 
art,  only  so  far  as  it  might  be  made  to  contribute  to  the  reUgums  purpose  in  view.  Music  is  em* 
ployed  as  a  means  and  not  as  an  end.  Our  constant  object  has  therefore  been  to  provide  for  tho  best 
religious  expression  of  the  words. 

The  aim  has  been  to  secure  tunes  of  not  merely  negative,  but  of  positive  merit — ^tunes  possessing 
audi  salient  points  as  are  at  once  marked  and  relevant,  with  such  agreeableness  of  melody,  and  individ- 
uality of  character  as  shall  cause  them  to  be  apprehended,  quickly  learned,  easily  sung,  dways  remem- 
bered. Tunes  free  from  all  such  difficulties  as  would  render  them  impracticable  to  the  musically  un- 
learned, aud  possessing  such  peculiar  excellences  as  will  render  them  attractive  to  alL  Nor  has  it 
been  forgotten  that  the  tunes,  generally,  are  to  be  sung  not  only  in  the  larger  assembly  of  public 
worship  (to  which  some  of  them  more  properly  belong),  but  also  in  social  worship,  whore,  often 
without  much  musical  ability,  Christians  pray  to  Grod,  and  "admonish  one  another  in  psalms  and 
hymns  and  spuitual  songs." 

It  is  evident  that  m  preparing  a  book  like  the  present  the  most  obvious  musical  material  is  to  bo  found 
in  the  weQrkmwn  tunes  which  are  commonly  used.  It  was  an  important  object  to  secure  as  complete  a 
collection  of  these  as  possible.  A  circular  letter  of  inquiry  was  therefore  addressed  to  clergymen  and 
those  having  charge  of  church  music  in  various  parts  of  the  country.  Lists  of  tunes  actually  in  use 
were  thus  obtained,  all  of  which  were  carefully  compared  and  collated,  and  from  them  an  index  was 
formed,  showing  what  tunes  are  most  used,  and  what  is  the  degree  of  their  popularity.  This  index 
has  been  employed  as  a  guide  in  seleckag  tune&  As  many  of  these  tunes  are  copyright  property,  it 
may  bo  well  to  add  that  the  editors  have  been  able  to  insert  every  tune  which  they  desired,  a  privi- 
lege not  often  enjoyed  by  tlio  compilers  of  similar  works.  Yet  notwithstanding  all  our  care  and 
fiualitics  it  is  quite  probable  that  some  persons  will  miss  in  this  collection  tunes  which  are  to  them 
fiivoritca.  There  are  tunes  which  have  become  popular  in  certain  localities,  but  which  are  not  so  gen- 
erally known  or  of  such  intrinsic  merit,  as  to  claim  a  place  in  a  collection  like  this.  In  tho  nature  of 
things  it  is  probable  that  hardly  any  man  will  find  in  any  such  book,  every  tune  which  he  would  be 
glad  to  have  inserted. 

We  Imve,  of  course,  felt  obliged  sometimes  to  sacrifice  our  own  taste  to  what  has  appeared  to  bo  a 
public  demand,  and  to  admit  tunes  which  we  regard  as  havmg  structural  defects  as  tunes  for  Congre- 
gational Singing. 

The  repetition  of  well-known  and  most  useful  tunes  is  a  new  feature  in  this  book.  There  are  a 
few  tmies  which  are  very  widely  known  and  constantly  used.  If  one  of  these  be  presented  in  but 
one  place,  it  can  be  m  connection  with  but  few  hymns,  and  therefore  will  not  be  frequently  sung. 
Such  tunes  are  repeated  in  this  volume,  some  of  them  several  tunes,  and  each  of  them  is  therefore 
in  connection  with  a  lai^  number  of  hymns. 

The  Sabbath  Htmn  and  Tune  Book  contains  many  New  Tanes^  or  such,  be  they  old  or  new, 
•a  are  not  generally  known  m  our  churches.  These  are  needed  not  merely  for  the  saJco  of  variety, 
though  tliis  might  be  a  sufficient  reason  for  their  mtroduction.  There  are  hymns  of  new  meters 
whic)*  vMMt  Im  aoDplied  with  Tunes;  and  there  are  in  some  hyoms  of  the  more  usual  meters^  pecu- 
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liarities  of  stanasaio  ibrm,  which  in  singing  require  tones  of  oorresponding  rhythmic  or  melodic  struc- 
ture. There  are  also  hymns  presenting  such  new  experiences  of  Christian  life,  as  can  liardly  find  an 
appropriate  mnsical  expression  in  any  of  the  older  melodies.  That  the  new  tunes  open  a  ^vider  field 
of  musical  expression,  we  believe  will  bo  readily  granted  as  new  hymns  to  now  tunes  become 
fiuniliar  in  religious  worship.  We  should  be  very  sorry  to  havo  the  good  old  tunes  superseded— the 
Old  Hundredths  and  the  Dundees  should  be  retamed,  often  sung,  and  handed  down,  well  known  and 
iamiliar,  (torn  generation  to  generation ;  but  yet  there  is  not  only  room,  but  a  real  demand,  for  tunes 
which  are  new.  This  department  of  our  work  has  been  enriched  by  selections  from  a  very  wide  rango 
of  tones  of  all  denominations  of  Gtiristians,  in  different  ages  and  countries.  The  new  tunes  have  dlf- 
Ibrent  degrees  of  merit,  yet  all  of  them  may  contribute  to  the  appropriateness  and  variety  of  worship 
in  song. 

The  largo  supply  of  Double  tunes  may  be  regarded  as  a  new  feature  in  our  work.  The  importance  of 
Double  tunes  consLsts  in  the  fact  that  such  hymns  as  contain  six  or  more  stanzas,  often  take  op  too 
moch  time  when  simg  through,  and  that  a  tune  six  times  repeated  may,  to  those  persons  whose  minda 
are  not  intensely  fixed  upon  the  hymn  service,  become  tiresome.  Almost  all  these  Double  tunes 
are  intended  to  move  quickly,  and  when  properly  sung,  will  be  to  some  extent  a  remedy  for  that 
slow  manner  of  singing  which  Dr.  Watts  condemned,  and  will  prevent  the  necessity  for  that  frequent 
abridgment  of  hymns  which  weakens  the  religious  effect  of  the  singing  exercise. 

Thb  Sabbath  Hymn  and  Tuke  Book  provides  an  mcreased  number  of  Minor  tunes.  The  necessity 
for  these,  which  have  been  of  late  much  neglected,  arises  out  of  man's  emotional  nature.  If  there 
are  seasons  of  sunshine  in  Christian  life,  there  are  also  those  of  clouds  and  darkness.  As,  on  the  one 
hand,  there  is  in  every  high  religious  experience  a  fullness  of  joy  which  can  find  a  suitable  utterance 
only  in  the  most  jubilant  strains  which  musical  genios  has  over  conceived,  so,  on  the  other,  there  is 
a  heart-felt  sorrow  so  deep  as  to  be  far  beyond  the  expression  of  any  but  the  more  tender  accents,  the 
wailings  (it  may  be)  of  minor  strains.  But  without  going  to  extremes,  it  may  in  truth  be  said  of  the 
Major  and  Minor  in  music,  that  the  common  experiences  of  Christian  life  seem  to  require,  perhaps 
equally,  the  animating  and  invigorating  strains  of  the  one^  and  the  tenderly  sympathizing  and  plaintive 
influences  of  the  other.  The  educational  power  of  music  must  be  much  abridged,  if  it  be  confined  to 
the  Major  mode.  Still,  as  some  choirs  and  congregations  are  unaccustomed  to  Minor  tunes,  they 
will  generally  find,  opposite  to  the  Minor,  and  at  the  same  opening  of  the  book,  a  tune  in  the  Mi^or 
mode,  applicable  in  some  degree  to  the  same  hymns  which  can  be  most  appropriately  sung  with  tho 
Minor  tunc. 

In  our  adaptation  of  Minor  tunes  to  hymns,  we  have  not  been  unmindful  of  the  &ct  that  the  pro- 
priety of  tliis  depends  not  only  upon  tho  emotional  character  of  the  words,  but  also  upon  times  and 
seasons,  and  wo  have  sometimes  followed  the  beautiful  example  of  the  Episcopal  church,  which,  in  the 
time  of  her  Icntcn  fastings,  sings  her  jubilant  canticles  in  plaintive  Minor  strains. 

Tho  rhythmic  form,  which  is  regarded  as,  in  general,  the  best  for  metrical  tunes,  especially  for  such 
as  ore  designed  for  the  mmultaneous  song  of  many  people,  is  that  wliich,  with  the  exception  of  the 
initial  and  terminal  of  each  line  or  couplet,  consists  mostly  in  tones  of  equal  length.  Examples 
of  tunes  in  this  form  are  on  pages  17,  18,  19,  20,  22,  26,  27.  "This,"  says  Rev.  Mr.  Havergal  of 
Worcester,  England,  ^'  is  generally  the  old  form,  the  traditional  form,  and  the  only  one  which  all 
singers  feel  to  be  naturaL"  In  this  form  the  older  tunes  were  formerly  printed,  both  in  England  and  in 
this  country,  so  that  in  reprinting  "The  Old  Hundredth,"  "Dundee,"  and  other  tunes  as  we  have  done 
in  this  work,  we  do  not  aUer  ihtmfrom  but  restore  them  to  the  original  After  much  observation  and 
practical  experience  we  are  fully  persuaded  that  this  form  furnishes  the  best  movement  for  metrical 
Psalms  and  Hymns.  The  longer  initials  and  terminals  enable  all  the  people  to  begin  and  to  dose 
the  line  together,  and  also  afford  a  moment  for  rest  at  the  end  of  each  line,  while  the  hiter- 
mediato  shorter  tones  are  most  favorable  to  the  nmultaneous  utterance  of  each  word  and  syllable  as 
with  one  voice.  But  the  greatest  advantage,  perhaps,  is  that  it  enables  a  choir  or  congregation  to  sing 
together  in  a  quicker  movement  than  any  other,  yet  is  at  the  same  time  conducive  to  that  simple 
strength  and  dignity  which  should  ever  characterize  the  union  of  many  voices  in  sacred  song. 

That  we  may  not  be  mistaken  as  to  what  we  mean  by  quicker  movement^  we  will  add  that  "  The 
Old  Hundredth"  has  been  often  sung  so  slowly  as  to  oocopy  a  minute  and  a  half,  or  even  more,  in  its 
performance,  whereas  we  suppose,  that  if  sung  in  its  original  time,  it  would  not  take  more  than  from  forty 
to  fifty  seconds.  The  tune  of  this  tune,  and  indeed  of  all  tunes  in  this  rhythmic  form,  may  bo  learned 
by  using  a  pendulum  of  from  thirty-five  to  forty-five  indies  in  length,  each  beat  of  which  will  give  tho 
time  of  one  of  the  intermediate  or  shorter  tooea     We  do  not  mean  that  all  these  i "^  to  bQ  snix^s^ 
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or  that  any  oue  tuno  is  always  to  oe  sung  in  exactly  the  samo  time ;  there  will  naturally  bo  a  slight  vari- 
ation, depending  upon  the  hymn,  and  the  drcumstancos  of  the  occasion.  We  deem  it  important,  how- 
ever, to  remark  that  there  should  never  be  any  apparent  chanijv  of  time,  during  the  einginj^  of  a 
hymn;  but  one  movement  should  be  preserved  throughout  all  the  stanzas,  however  they  may  appear 
to  differ. 

A  second  rhythmic  form,  one  which  lias  become  very  popular  within  the  last  twenty-five  or  thirty 
years,  consists  of  tones  mostly  of  two  lengths,  as  before,  but  in  alternate  groups  of  two.  The  tunes 
Hebron,  Dcnfield,  Downs,  Boylston,  afford  specimens  of  this  rhythm.  A  pendulum  of  from  thirty  to 
forty  inches  will  give  the  time  for  the  shorter  tones  in  these  tunes.  It  is  most  important  in  this  class 
of  tunes,  that  every  approach  to  staccato  in  the  short  tones  be  carefully  avoided ;  on  the  contrary,  they 
should  usually  be  sung  quite  legatOj  and  sustamed  to  their  full  length.  On  the  other  hand,  the  longer 
tones  must  not  bo  too  long.  Indeed  there  may  bo  a  little  accommodation  between  the  two,  so  that 
the  shorter  tones  may  be,  as  it  were,  a  little  longer,  and  the  longer  tones  a  little  shorter,  than  the 
exact  time  indicated  by  the  notes,  but  this  must  be  done  without  breaking  up  a  proper  distinction  be- 
tween the  two,  or  disturbing  the  general  choriambic  character. 

A  third  rhythmic  form  consists  of  tones  of  two  lengths  as  before,  but  mostly  in  groups  of  four. 
The  tunes  Uxbridge  and  Olden  illustrate  this  form.  A  pendulum  of  from  thirty  to  thirty-six  inches 
will  give  the  time.  The  remark  in  respect  to  the  accommodation  between  the  tones  of  different  lengths, 
applies  also  to  this  rhjthm. 

A  fourth  class  includes  tunes  in  which  the  longer  and  shorter  tones  regularly  alternate ;  Ortonville, 
Ray,  Rayford,  Anley,  and  many  other  Tunes  belong  to  this  class.  A  pendulum  from  sixteen  to 
twenty-four  inches  will  give  the  time  of  quarter  notes  in  those  tunes.  A  somewhat  modified  form  of 
this  general  rhythmic  structure  may  bo  seen  in  the  tunes  Becker,  Albon,  Ware,  Albec,  and  others. 
These  tunes,  on  account  of  the  prevalence  of  the  shorter  tones,  require  a  somewhat  slower  movement, 
as  indicated  by  a  pendulum  of  from  twenty  to  twenty-six  inches.  Again,  another  fno  lificalion  of  the 
form  may  be  found  in  such  tunes  as  Bethany  and  Glyn,  which,  because  of  the  prevalence  of  the 
longer  tones,  require  a  somewhat  quicker  movement,  as  of  a  pendulum  of  ten  or  twelve  inches  in 
length. 

Each  of  the  foregoing  classes,  with  slight  exceptions,  is  adapted  to  a  syllabic  utterance,  or  the  sinpr. 
ingof  a  smgle  tone  to  each  syllable.  The  last  is,  perhaps,  somewhat  less  adapted  to  Congregational 
Snging. 

A  fifth  rhythmic  form  includes  tunes  in  equal  (double  or  quadruple)  measure,  embracing  a  greater 
variety  in  the  length  of  tones,  brought  together  with  less  regard  to  the  symmetrical  relation  of  length, 
and  containing  syncopes,  luspensions,  etc.  See  Duke  Street,  Federal  Street,  Lanesboro*,  Eman,  Ham* 
burg,  Lyte,  Ward,  Dedham,  Medfleld. 

Tunes  in  unequal  (triple  or  sextuple)  measure,  but  in  other  respects  similar  to  class  five,  may  be 
brought  together  as  the  last  rhythmic  class  which  we  need  to  present.  Illustrative  of  this  class, 
are  Howard,  St.  Martins,  Rothwell,  Abridge,  Mendon,  AU  Saints,  Thatcher.  A  pendulum  of  from 
twenty-five  to  tMrty  inches  will  indicate  the  time  of  the  quarter  notes  in  the  last  two  varieties. 

There  may  be  a  few  tunes  which  can  hardly  be  assigned  to  either  of  the  above  classes,  but  in  re- 
gard to  all,  whatever  may  be  the  movement,  sufficient  time  must  always  be  taken  to  speak  the  words 
with  propriety ;  for  nothing  merely  musical  can  justify  a  movement,  be  it  quick  or  slow,  which  shall 
Interfere  with  an  appropriate  delivery  of  the  words. 

The  Adaptation  of  Tanes  to  Hymns  is  a  department  of  our  labor  upon  which  most  careful  consider- 
ation has  been  bestowed,  in  the  belief  that  it  is  of  great  importance  to  the  usefulness  of  religioiLs 
song.  This  has,  indeed,  been  by  far  the  most  difficult  department  of  labor  in  the  preparation  of  tlild 
volmae.  A  good  hymn  may  be  sung  to  a  good  tune,  and  the  two  together  form  an  unsatisfactory  whole. 
One  may  prove  a  detriment  rather  than  an  assistance  to  the  other.  The  mere  metrical  fitness  of  one 
for  the  other,  though  necessary,  is  a  simple,  and  the  very  lowest  consideration.  The  music  must  be 
floitable  to  express  the  emotion  which  the  words  describe  or  imply.  A  first  question  then  1%  what 
b  tho  emotional  condition  which  the  hymn  supposes?  A  second  question  is,  what  strains  will  best 
nm&at  the  expression  of  this  emotion?  Is  the  hymn  one  of  worship,  or  is  it  merely  didactic,  hortator}', 
or  descriptive  ?  Does  it  imply  direct  or  immediate  homage,  or  only  that  which  is  indirect  or  mediate  ? 
Ibooe  questions  have  been  mmutely  considered  at  every  step. 

Oar  experience  has  led  us  to  reject  all  such  aids  to  musical  expression  as  the  margmal  marks 
ia  some  books  of  psalmody.    We  are  satisfied  of  the  injurious  effects  of  such  notation.    It 
,  almoflt  neoeasitates,  a  dramatic  spirit  in  singing,  which  is  wholly  at  variance  with  the 
■inns  \ 
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Garefiil  attention  has  also  beon  given  to  such  peculiarities  of  rhythmical  and  poetical  straclure  as  are 
found  in  some  of  the  hymns.  Instances  may  be  cited  in  hymns  8,  292,  298,  339,  357, 471,  556,  718, 
1004,  1092,  12G7,  and  many  others. 

It  lias  been  supposed  tliat  it  would  be  interesting,  where  it  could  be  done  without  detriment  m  other 
reelects,  to  set  the  old  versions  of  the  Psalms  to  corresponding  old  tunes  sung  also  in  early  times. 
Instances  in  which  this  has  been  done  are  in  hymns  13,  31,  32,  46,  48,  65,  220,  230,  243,  336. 

There  will  generally  be  found  at  each  opening  of  the  book  two  tunes,  either  of  which  is  adapted  to 
all  the  hymns  upon  the  two  pages.  Commonly  one  of  these  is  a  well-known  tune ;  and  the  other,  onu 
which  is  less  familiar,  or  entirely  new.  This  arrangement  has  also  enabled  us,  where  we  have  felt 
compelled  in  deference  to  its  popularity  to  insert  a  tune  which  wo  can  not  regard  as  free  from  serious 
defects,  to  give  in  connection  with  the  same  hymns  a  tune  of  better  structure.  Care  has  also  been 
taken  to  preserve,  as  far  as  possible,  establislied  associations  between  hymns  and  tunes. 

The  hymns  in  this  book  are  not  arranged  in  numerical  order  as  in  the  Sabbath  Hymn  Book.  From 
the  plan  of  the  work,  it  was  impossible  that  this  should  be  done  without  Bacriilcing  the  proper  adap- 
tation of  tunes  to  hymns.  Yet  it  was  deemed  of  great  importance,  for  convenience  m  using  the  two 
books  in  the  same  congregation,  that  the  hymns  should  be  numbered  alike  in  both  booka  It  is  sup- 
posed that  the  clergyman  will  always  find  it  most  convenient;  to  use  "The  Sabbath  Hymn  Book' 
in  selecting  his  hymns,  because  of  its  topical  arrangement  When  both  books  are  used  hi  the  same 
congregation,  it  being  understood  that  in  the  announcement  of  the  page,  reference  is  always  made  to 
"  The  Sabbath  Hymn  and  Tune  Book,"  the  hymn  may  be  given  out  thus:  "  71st  Hjrmn ;  42d  page." 
Those  who  have  only  the  Hymn  Book  will  then  turn  immediately  to  the  hymn  by  its  number,  while 
those  who  have  the  Bymn  and  Tune  Booky  will  find  it  with  equal  ease  by  the  page. 

The  Chants  contained  in  The  SABBATn  IIy^n  and  Tuxe  Book,  are  mostly  those  of  the  best 
English  composers,  and  the  few  new  ones  are  upon  the  same  primitive  Anglican  model 

A  new  feature,  at  least  in  this  country,  ui  a  book  for  Congregational  Singing,  is  the  introduction  of 
short,  easy  Anlhenis.  The  words  of  these  are  mostly  from  the  Psalms,  and  are  peculiarly  appropriate 
to  the  various  occasions  of  public  worship.  The  music  is  easy,  and  quite  practicable  to  congregations 
which  are  willing  to  make  a  little  effort  to  learn  it  They  will  be  found  useful  for  choirs  as  well  as 
congregations. 

The  Anthem  No.  14  may  derive  some  interest  firom  the  fact  that  it  has  been  supposed  to  be  an. 
ancient  Hebrew  melody,  and  substantially  the  same  as  was  used  in  the  Temple  worship. 

Two  of  the  Indexes  in  this  volume  refer  to  the  numbers  of  the  hymn<i,  and  not  to  the  pages.  The^ 
pages  will  be  easily  ascertained  by  reference  to  the  Table  on  page  II.  It  was  found  that  the  attempt' 
to  include  in  each  case  in  these  Indexes  a  reference  to  the  paje^  as  well  as  the  number  of  the  hymn, 
besides  occupying  a  very  large  amount  of  space,  would  confuse  the  mmd,  and  be  inoonvenient  in 
many  respects. 

As  we  have  already  remarked.  Congregational  Singing  may  be  led  by  a  Choir.  It  may  be  led  by  a 
Precentor;  yet  he,  if  he  is  truly  interested  in  his  work,  and  if  he  sustains  a  proper  rebtion  to  the- 
congregation,  would  almost  immediately  gather  around  him  a  few  aidmg  voices.  In  either  case  the 
accompaniment  of  an  On?an,  Organ  Harmonium,  or  Melodeon,  will  be  important  The  choir,  who  lead, 
must  be  content  to  sing  in  a  plain,  simple  manner,  without  any  attempt  at  artistic  effect  They 
riiould  avoid  every  thing  which  tends  to  confuse  the  congregation  or  to  discourage  the  general  par- 
ticipation in  the  song;  and  they  should  furnish  a  full  volume  of  sound  with  which  the  people  can 
readily  unite.  It  hi  better  that  all  should  sing  the  melody,  at  least  until  the  congregation  become  very 
thoroughly  acquainted  with  it,  and,  under  all  circumstances,  it  is  important  tliat  this  part  should  bo 
well  sustained  by  men's  voices.  The  smging  of  the  four  different  parts  is  in  fact  singing  four  different 
tunes,  and  tins  causes  confusion  to  those  who  have  made  little  musical  proficiency.  These  remarks 
may  apply,  also,  in  part  at  least,  to  the  manner  of  playing  tlie  organ,  which  should  have  for  its  constant 
object  the  assistmg  of  the  people,  all  the  people^  in  their  song,  and  should  avoid  every  thing  having  a 
tendency  to  mislead  or  confuse  them. 

Tunes  should  be  used  with  which  the  congregation  are  familiar.  New  tunes  may  be  introduced, 
one  at  a  tune,  with  more  or  less  frequency,  according  to  the  focility  with  which  the  people  learn  them. 
The  same  tunes  should  be  fiwjuently  repeated,  since  fiuniliarity  with  the  tune  is  necessary  to  any  high 
degree  of  religious  influence  in  the  singing  exercise.  It  is  not  an  uncommon  thmg,  in  the  German 
coDgregationa,  to  hear  the  same  tune  to  two  hymns  during  the  same  service. 

It  is  important  that  eoary  one  m  the  congregation  make^  and  contmue,  the  effort  to  unite  in  the  sing 
ing.    If  a  man  utter  no  sound  which  can  be  heard  even  by  the  person  at  his  side,  a  good  ( 
688t|  is  set  which  may  encourage  some  one  else  to  ling  who  would  otherwise  romam  siler* 


Z  PREFACE. 

It  \b  desirablo  that  those  who  can  do  bo  should  shig  heartily,  with  open  mouth  and  f^U  voice,  and 
not  in  the  smothered,  unoertain  manner,  which  is  too  conmion,  and  affords  poor  encouragement  rnd 
assistance  to  others. 

The  advantage  of  occasional  meetings  for  singing  need  hardly  be  alluded  ta  We  have  reference  now, 
not  to  the  usual  singing  school,  the  object  of  which  is  to  teaoh  those  who  attend  to  read  music,  though 
it  is  most  desriable  that  such  should  bo  encouraged,  but  to  gatherings  of  all  the  people  for  the  purpose 
of  learning  the  tunes  chiefly  by  rote.  These  should  not  degenerate  into  mere  singing^  but  should  bo 
reHgimu  meetings.  Let  the  hymns  be  sung  tlirougli,  and  this  with  meaning.  Success  in  Gongregationa] 
Singing  can  not  be  expected  without  effort.  There  most  be  a  willingness  on  the  part  of  the  people  to 
make  and  persevere  in  this  effort 

Finally,  each  one  should  make  the  song  his  own,  assuming  the  words  as  real  expressions  of  the  in- 
ward sense  of  bis  own  souL  Even  although  they  may  not  always  be  strictly  applicable  to  one's 
circumstances,  yet  sympatbizmg  with  others,  we  should  surely  in  this  universal  and  delightful 
Bong  Service,  rejoice  with  those  who  rejoice,  and  weep  with  those  who  weep.  An  esteemed  writer, 
already  quoted,  in  speaking  of  the  old  tunes,  says:  "If  we  would  have  those  old  tunes  to  perfec- 
tion, we  must  attain  more  of  the  old-fashioned  piety  with  which  they  were  formerly  sung."  If 
music  be  substituted  for  religion,  and  singing  for  devotion,  the  best  tune  and  the  hos^  voices  will 
neither  increase  religion,  nor  aid  devotion.  Unless  Congregational  Singing  rest  upon  a  religious  foun- 
dation, it  will  bo  like  the  house  built  upon  the  sand.  Unless  it  bo  conducted  as  a  religious  duty  and 
privilege,  it  will  fail  to  secure  its  legitimate  ends.  But  where  it  is  attempted  and  pursued  in  a  right 
spirit  and  with  proper  efforts,  there  is  no  danger  from  the  want  of  artistic  culture. 

"  We  now  offer  » The  Sabbath  Hymn  and  Tune  Book*  to  the  churches,  invoking  the  blessing  of  the 
Great  Ilead  of  the  Church  upon  our  labors,  that  they  may  meet  the  wants  of  devout  worshipers,  and 
especially  that  they  may  be  found  conducive  to  the  SDirituality  of  '  The  Service  of  Song  in  the  House 
of  the  Lord.'" 

LOWELL  MASON, 
Andover,  Mass.,  March,  1869.  EDWARDS  A.  PARK, 

AUSTIN  PHELPS. 


PEEFAOE  TO  THE  BAPTIST  EDITIOK 

As  the  first  edition  of  the  Sabbath  Hymn  Book  was  passing  through  the  press,  full  liberty  was  allowed 
me  to  alter  or  amend  it  to  any  extent  that  I  chose,  for  the  purpose  of  adapting  it  to  the  use  of  my 
brethren  of  the  Baptist  Denomination.  I  undertook  the  service  with  pleasure ;  for  I  knew  that  no  pains 
had  been  spared  to  render  that  edition  a  valuable  aid  to  the  worship  of  the  Sanctuary. 

I  have  read  all  the  hymns  contained  m  the  original  Sabbath  Hymn  Book,  and,  with  the  exception  of 
those  on  Baptism,  have  found  nothing  that  I  desire  to  change.  The  hymns  relating  to  thi*  ordinance  in 
the  first  edition  have  been  omitted  in  the  present  volume,  and  such  a  Selection  of  Baptismal  Hymns 
appended,  as  will,  I  think,  meet  the  approbation  of  our  Churches.  The  book,  m  its  present  form,  contains, 
so  fiff  as  I  know,  no  sentiment  at  variance  with  those  commonly  received  among  us. 

This  selection,  will,  I  think,  be  found  to  combine,  in  an  unusual  degree,  the  following  advantages : 

1.  The  dassiflcation  of  hymns  is  remarkably  extensive  and  complete,  embracing  ahnost  every  variety 
of  topic  appropriate  to  public  worship.  This  will  render  it  especially  convenient  for  ministers,  and  all 
who  conduct  the  services  of  the  Sanctuary. 

8.  The  poetry,  besides  possessing  great  lyrical  exoellenoe,  is  eminently  expressive  of  devotional  senti- 
ment The  Selection  will  be  found  unusually  copious  on  the  subject  of  Religious  Experience,  and  on  the 
various  relations  which  the  Saviour  holds  to  the  believer. 

8.  The  hymns  have  been  carefully  adapted  to  the  purposes  of  public  worship,  by  omitting  irrelevant 
portions,  and  such  stanzas  as  are  not  suitable  to  be  sung  by  a  congregation. 

i.  The  compilers  have  carefully  avoided  the  alteration  of  hymns  which  have  long  endeared  themselves 
to  the  devout  affections  of  the  children  of  God.  They  have  been  more  deshrous  to  restore  hymns  to  their 
original  form,  than  to  introduce  into  them  any  modifications  of  their  own. 

TWs  work  has  been  prepared  with  special  reference  to  Congregational  Singing.  To  idd  m  this  design, 
it  win  be  aooompanied  by  a  collection  of  Tunes,  selected  and  composed  by  Lowell  Mason,  Mus.  Dr., 
a  gentieman  whose  hbors  in  Fialmody  have  been  so  highly  appreciated  both  in  Europe  and  America. 
These  Tones  will  be  published  in  several  forms,  in  order  to  serve  the  convenienoe  of  every  class  of  wor- 
fll^pen* 

Holdh^tlMMjgglJiyr  the  work,  I  oheerftilly  commend  it  to  the  notioe  of  the  Baptist  Churches,  in 
tiMhopetlr   '  'npoirtuit  aid  to  private  and  fiunUy  devotion,  as  weU  as  the  service  of  the 

¥•  WAYLAND. 
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1  All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell, 

Sing  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voice ; 
Him  serve  with  fear,  his  praise  forth  tell, 
Come  ye  before  him  and  rejoice. 

2  The  Lord,  ye  know,  is  God,  indeed. 

Without  our  aid  he  did  us  make ; 
We  are  his  flock,  he  doth  us  feed. 
And  for  his  sheep,  he  doth  us  take. 

3  Oh,  enter,  then,  his  gates  with  praise ; 

Approach  with  joy  his  courts  unto ; 
Praise,  laud,  and  bless  his  name  always, 
For  it  is  seemly  so  to  do. 

4  For  why  ?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good. 

His  mercy  is  for  ever  sure ; 
His  truth  at  all  times  flrmly  stood, 
And  shall  from  ago  to  age  endure. 

32. 

1  With  one  consent,  let  all  the  earth 

To  God  their  cheerful  voices  raise ; 
Glad  homage  pay,  with  awful  mirth, 
And  sing  before  him  songs  of  praise. 

2  Oh,  enter  ye  his  temple  gate. 

Thence  to  his  courts  devoutly  press ; 
And  still  jour  grateful  hymns  repeat, 
And  still  his  name  vn&t  praises  bless. 
2 


**Glad  Aoffux^«.**-.P8alm  100. 


**ErUt  into  JHsaaUs  teUh  ihanktaitina.^ 
Psalm  100. 


3  For  he 's  the  Lord,  supremely  good. 
His  mercy  is  for  ever  sure ; 
His  truth,  which  alwavs  flrmly  stood. 
To  endless  ages  shall  endure. 

34. 

1  Yk  nations  round  the  earth,  rejoice 

Before  the  Lord,  your  sovereign  King; 

Serve  him  with  cheerful  heart  and  voice ; 

With  all  your  tongues  his  glory  sing. 

2  The  Lord  is  God ;  His  he  alone 

Doth  life,  and  breath,  and  being  give : 
We  are  his  work,  and  not  our  own  ; 
The  sheep  that  on  his  pastures  live. 

3  Enter  his  gates  with  songs  of  joy. 

With  praises  to  his  courts  repair ; 
And  make  it  your  divine  employ 
To  pay  your  thanks  and  honors  there. 

4  The  Lord  is  good,  the  Lord  is  kind. 

Great  is  his  grace,  his  mercy  sure ; 

And  the  whole  race  of  man  shall  flnd. 

His  truth  from  age  to  age  endure. 

DOXOLOOT. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God  whom  earth  ud  lie>ytta  adore,. 

Be  glory  as  it  was  of  oU^ 
Is  now,  and  shall  bo  < 
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NEW   SABBATH   HYMN   AND   TUNE    BOOK. 


CHKISTMAS  (Old).     C,  M.     Double, 


An  old  Version  of  Ihe  Eighty'foiurlh  Ptalm. 


1  How  lovely  are  thy  dwellings  fair, 

O  Lord  of  hosts !  how  dear 
The  pleasant  tabernacles  are, 
Where  thou  dost  dwell  so  near : 

2  My  soul  doth  long  and,  fainting,  sigh 

Thy  courts,  O  Lord,  to  see ; 
My  heart  and  flesh,  aloud  do  cry, 
O  living  God,  for  thee ! 

3  Happy,  who  in  thy  house  reside. 

Where  thee  they  ever  praise ; 
Happy,  whose  strength  in  thee  doth  bide. 
And  in  their  hearts  thy  ways. 

4  They  journey  on  from  strength  to  strength 

With  joy  and  gladsome  cheer, 
Till  all  before  our  God  at  length 
In  Zion  do  appear. 

5  For  God  the  Lord,  both  sun  and  shield. 

Gives  grace  and  glory  bright ; 
No  ^ood  from  them  shall  be  withhold. 
Whose  ways  are  just  and  right. 

6  Lord  God  of  hosts,  who  reign'st  on  high ! 

That  man  is  truly  blest 
Who  doth  on  thee  alone  rely. 
In  thee  alone  doth  rest. 

1  Q  O  **  Who^  in  Vi€  heaten,  can  ht  compart  wnio 
LO^.  <A«  Xord."— Paalm  89. 

1  With  reverence  let  the  saints  appear, 

And  bow  before  the  Lord ; 
His  high  commands  with  reverence  hear. 
And  tremble  at  his  word. 

2  Great  God !  how  high,  thy  glories  rise ! 

How  bright  thine  armies  shine ! 
Where  is  the  power  with  thee  that  vies, 
Or  truth  compared  to  thine ! 

3  The  northern  pole,  and  southern,  rest 

On  thy  supporting  hand ; 
Darkness  and  day,  from  east  to  west, 
Move  round  at  thy  command* 


Thy  words  the  raging  winds  control. 
And  rule  the  boisterous  deep ; 

Thou  mak'st  the  sleeping  billows  roll. 
The  rolling  billows  sleep. 

Heaven,  earth,  and  air,  and  sea  are  thine, 

And  the  dark  world  of  hell ; 
How  did  thine  arm  in  vengeance  shine, 

When  Egypt  durst  rebel  1 
Justice  and  judgment  are  ihy  throne, 

Yet  wondrous  is  thy  grace ; 
While  truth  and  mercy  joined  in  one. 

Invite  us  near  thy  face. 


'InthUwtU  Ib€  coryWent"— Psalm  46. 


196. 


God  is  our  refuge  and  our  strength, 

When  trouble's  hour  is  near : 
A  very  present  help  is  he ; 

Therefore  we  will  not  fear. 
Athough  the  pillars  of  the  earth 

Shall  clean  remov6d  be, 
The  very  mountains  carried  forth. 

And  cast  into  the  sea ; 

Although  the  waters  rage  and  swell. 

So  that  the  earth  shall  shake  : 
Yea,  and  the  solid  mountain  roots 

Shall  with  Uie  tempest  quake ; — 
There  is  a  river  that  makes  glad 

The  city  of  our  God, — 
The  tabernacle's  holy  place 

Of  the  Most  High's  abode. 

The  Lord  is  in  the  midst  of  her ; 

Removed  she  shall  not  be. 
Because  the  Lord  our  God  himself 

Shall  help  us  speedily. 
The  Lord  our  strength  and  refuge  is, 

When  trouble's  hour  is  near : 
A  very  present  help  is  he ; 

Therefore  we  will  not  fear. 


NEW   SABBATH   fiYMN   AND   TUNE   BOOK 
CHRISTMAS  (Handel's).    C.  M. 
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rCO  **Se  7%ou  eoDaUtd^O  God^  abavs  the  lleaverM,^ 
O^t.  Pfialm  67. 

1  O  God,  my  heart  is  fully  bent 

To  magnify  thy  name ; 
My  tongue,  with  cheerful  songs  of  praise, 
Shall  celebrate  thy  fame. 

2  Awake,  my  lute,  nor  thou,  my  harp, 

Thy  warbling  notes  delay ; 
While  I,  with  early  hymns  of  joy. 
Prevent  the  dawning  day. 

3  To  all  the  listening  tribes,  O  Lord, 

Thy  wonders  I  will  tell ; 
And  to  those  nations  sing  thy  praise 
That  round  about  us  dwell ; — 

4  Because  thy  mercy's  boundless  height 

The  highest  heaven  transcends. 
And  far  beyond  th'  aspiring  clouds 
Thy  faithful  truth  extends. 

5  Be  thou,  O  God,  exalted  high 

Above  the  starry  frame ; 
And  let  the  world,  with  one  consent, 
Confess  thy  glorious  name. 

X20«**  ^^  ^^^  •itteth  King  for  etJ^r.**— Psalm  29. 

1  Ye  hosts  of  heaven,  ye  mighty  ones. 

Ascribe,  with  one  accord. 
The  strength,  the  power,  the  majesty, 
To  your  almighty  Lord. 

2  Give  glory  to  his  holy  name, 

And  honor  him  alone ; 
In  beauty  meet  of  holiness 
Approach  his  lofty  throne. 

8  Jehovah's  voice  of  majesty 

Is  on  the  waters  wide ; 
The  God  of  glory  thundereth. 

And  on  the  seas  doth  ride. 
4  Jehovah  sits  upon  the  floods, 

And  tempests  rage  in  vain ; 


Jehovah  sits  as  Sovereign  King, 
And  evermore  shall  reign. 

1 6  7  •    ^tsrnity  of  God's  Mercy ^Vsalm  18«. 

1  On,  praise  the  Lord  I  for  he  is  good ; 

In  him  we  rest  obtain  : 
His  mercy  has  through  ages  stood. 
And  ever  shall  remain. 

2  Let  all  the  people  of  the  Lord 

His  praises  spread  around  ; 
Let  them  his  grace  and  love  record, 
Who  have  salvation  found. 

3  Now  let  the  east  in  him  rejoice. 

The  west  its  tribute  bring, 
The  north  and  south  lift  up  their  voice 
In  honor  of  their  King. 

4  Oh,  praise  the  Lord  !  for  ho  is  good ; 

In  him  we  rest  obtain  : 
His  mercy  has  through  ages  stood. 
And  ever  shall  remain. 

48  6  •    "<^*»  ^ow  Ilat€ihy  Law  T— Psalm  119. 

1  Oh,  how  I  love  thy  holy  law ! 

'T  is  daily  my  delight; 
And  thence  my  meditations  draw 
Divine  advice  by  night 

2  My  waking  eyes  prevent  the  day 

To  meditate  thy  word  ; 
My  soul  with  longing  melts  away 
To  hear  thy  gospel.  Lord. 

3  How  doth  thy  word  ray  heart  engage  I 

How  well  employ  my  tongue ! 
And  in  my  tiresome  pilgrimage 
Yields  me  a  heavenly  song. 

4  When  nature  sinks,  and  spirits  droo|^ 

Thy  promises  of  grace 

Are  pillars  to  support  my  h<o 

And  there  I  write  tby  ^ 
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n**  7%<m,  Zord;  hatt  mads  me  glad  through 
•  Thy  woriL**— Psalm  9S. 

1  SwBBT  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
To  praise  thy  name,  give  thanks,  and  sing; 
To  show  thy  love  hy  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night 

2  Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest ; 

No  mortal  cares  shall  seize  my  breast : 
Oh,  may  mv  heart  in  tune  be  found. 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound  I 

8  My  heart  shall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  bless  his  works,  and  bless  his  word ; 
Thy  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they  shine ! 
How  deep  thy  counsels,  how  divine ! 

4  Fools  never  raise  their  thoughts  so  high ; 
Like  brutes  they  live,  like  brutes  they  die ; 
Like  grass  they  flourish,  till  thy  breath 
Blast  them  in  everlasting  death. 

5  But  I  shall  share  a  glorious  part. 
When  grace  hath  well  refined  my  heart. 
And  fresh  supplies  of  joy  are  shed. 
Like  holy  oil,  to  cheer  my  head. 

6  Then  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below ; 
And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy. 


1  Millions  within  thy  courts  have  met. 
Millions,  this  day,  before  thee  bowed ; 
Their  faces  Zion-ward  were  set. 
Vows  with  their  lips  to  thee  they  vowed. 

2  Soon  as  the  light  of  morning  broke 
O'er  island,  continent,  or  deep. 
Thy  far-spread  family  awoke, 
Sabbath,  all  round  the  world,  to  keep. 

3  From  east  to  west,  the  sun  surveyed, 
From  north  to  south,  adoring  throngs ; 
And  still,  when  evening  stretched  her 

shade. 
The  stars  came  out  to  hear  their  songs. 

4  Not  angel-trumpets  sound  more  clear ; 
Not  elders'  harps,  nor  seraphs'  lays. 
Yield  sweeter  music  to  thine  ear. 
Than  humble  prayer  and  thankful  praise. 

5  And  not  a  prayer,  a  tear,  a  sigh, 
Hath  failed  this  day  some  suit  to  gain ; 
To  those  in  trouble,  thou  wert  nigh  : 
Not  one  hath  sought  thy  fiu^e  in  vain. 

6  Yet  one  prayer  more  I — and  be  it  one. 
In  which  both  heaven  and  earth  accord: 
Fulfill  thy  promise  to  thy  Son ; 

Let  all  that  breathe  call  Jesns  Lord  ! 


NEW  SABBATH   HTMN  AND  TUNE   BOOK. 
BOCEINGHAM.    L.  M. 
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And  mount,  and  bear  us  far  above 
The  reach  of  these  inferior  things, — 

2  Beyond,  beyond  this  lower  sky. 
Up  where  eternal  ages  roll. 
Where  solid  pleasures  never  die, 
And  fruits  immortal  feast  the  soul. 

3  Oh  for  a  si^ht,  a  pleasing  sight. 
Of  our  almighty  Father's  throne ; 
There  sits  our  Saviour,  crowned  with  light, 
Clothed  in  a  body  like  our  own. 

4  Adoring  saints  around  him  stand. 

And  thrones  and  powers  before  him  fall : 
The  God  shines  gracious  through  the  Man, 
And  sheds  sweet  glories  on  them  all. 

6  Oh  I  what  amazing  joys  they  feel. 
While  to  their  golden  harps  they  shig. 
And  sit  on  every  heavenly  hill. 
And  spread  the  triumph  of  their  King ! 

6  When  shall  the  day,  dear  Lord,  appear. 
That  I  shall  mount  to  dwell  above ; 
And  stand,  and  bow,  among  them  there, 
And  \iew  thy  face,  and  sing,  and  love  I 

DOXOLOOY, 

Eternal  Father !  throned  above, 
Thou  Fountain  of  redeeming  love  I 
Eternal  Word !  who  left  thy  throne 
For  man's  rebellion  to  atone ; 
Eternal  Spirit,  who  dost  give 
That  grace  whereby  our  spirits  live: 
Thou  God  of  our  salvation^  be 
Eternal  pra\&Qi&  ig^\4  V^  ^<^\ 


4:6 9*  Praiu  to  ik€  TViniiy. 

1  Praises  to  him  who  built  the  hills ; 
Praises  to  him  the  streams  who  fills ; 
Praises  to  him  who  lights  each  star 
That  sparUes  in  the  blue  afar. 

2  Praises  to  him  who  wakes  the  mom. 
And  bids  it  glow  with  beams  new-bom ; 
Who  draws  the  shadows  of  the  night. 
Like  curtains,  o'er  our  wearied  sight 

3  Praises  to  him  whose  love  has  given, 
In  Christ  his  Son,  the  life  of  heaven ; 
Who  for  our  darkness,  gives  us  light. 
And  turns  to  day  our  deepest  ni^t. 

4  Praises  to  him  in  grace  who  came 
To  bear  our  woe  and  sin  and  shame ; 
Who  lived  to  die,  who  died  to  rise. 
The  God-accepted  sacrifice. 

5  Praises  to  him  the  chain  who  broke. 
Opened  the  prison,  burst  the  yoke. 
Sent  forth  the  captives  glad  and  free, 
Heirs  of  an  endless  liberty. 

6  Praises  to  him  who  sheds  abroad 
Within  our  hearts  the  love  of  God, — 
The  Spirit  of  all  trath  and  peace. 
The  Source  of  joy  and  holiness. 

7  To  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  now 
The  hands  we  lift,  the  knee  we  bow 
To  God  Jehovah  thus  we  raise 

The  ransomed  sinner's  song  of  praise  I 


1  9Q  ^    •*  WaUng  rather  to  he  abeent/rom 
XZiOO*  tkehodyr 

1  DssoBiTD  from  heaven,  immortal  Dove  1 
Stoop  down  and  take  us  on  thy  wings; 
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1  Q  **//  i4  a  good  thing  to  git€  thanks  unto  the  LordT 
1^.  PMrm93. 

1  Sweet  is  the  work,  O  Lord, 

Thy  glorious  acts  to  sing, 
To  praise  thy  name,  and  hear  thy  word, 
And  grateful  offerings  bring. 

2  Sweet,  at  the  dawning  h'ght. 

Thy  boundless  love  to  tell ; 
And  when  approach  the  shades  of  night, 
Still  on  the  theme  to  dwell. 

3  Sweet,  on  this  day  of  rest. 

To  join  in  heart  and  voice 
With  those  who  love  and  serve  thee  best. 
And  in  thy  name  rejoice. 

4  To  songs  of  praise  and  joy, 

Be  every  Sabbath  given. 
That  such  may  be  our  blest  employ 
Eternally  in  heaven. 

^^»    "*  The  plac6  where  7%ine  honor  dtoelUth.^ 

1  How  charming  is  the  place 

Where  ray  Redeemer,  God, 

Unvails  the  beauties  of  his  face, 

And  sheds  his  love  abroad  I 

2  Here,  on  the  mercy-scat, 

With  radiant  glory  crowned, 
Our  joyful  eyes  behold  him  sit, 
And  smile  on  all  around. 

3  To  him  our  prayers  and  cries 

Our  humble  souls  present ; 

He  listens  to  our  broken  siglis. 

And  grants  us  every  want 

4  Give  me,  0  Lord,  a  place 

Within  thy  blest  abode, 
Among  the  children  of  thy  grace, 
The  flAivftfit^  of  my  God. 


^Q  ^  Chriit  the  Day-etar. 

1  Wk  lift  our  hearts  to  thee, 

lliou  Day-star  from  on  high  : 
The  sun  itself  is  but  thy  shfSe, 
Yet  cheers  both  earth  and  sky. 

2  Oh,  let  thy  rising  beams 

Dispel  the  shades  of  night ; 
And  let  the  glories  of  thy  love, 
Come  like  the  morning  light  I 

3  How  beauteous  nature  now  I 

How  dark  and  sad  before! — 
With  joy  we  view  the  pleasing  change, 
And  nature's  God  adore. 

4  May  we  this  life  improve, 

To  mourn  for  errors  past ; 
And  live  this  short,  revolving  day 
As  if  it  were  our  last. 


Welcome^  noeet  day  of  reet.^ 


53. 

1  Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest. 

That  saw  the  Lord  arise  ! 
Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast, 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes  I 

2  The  King  himself  comes  near, 

And  feasts  his  saints  to  day ; 
Here  may  we  sit,  and  see  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

3  One  day,  amid  the  place 

Where  my  dear  Ix)rd  hath  been, 
Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Within  the  tents  of  sin. 

4  My  willing  soul  would  stay 

In  such  a  frame  as  this, 
And  sit  and  sing  herself  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. 
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^^JTeahaU  gatUr  the  lambt  with  UU  arm$.* 


401. 

1  To  praise  our  Shepherd's  care, 

His  wisdom,  love,  and  might. 
Your  loudest,  loftiest  songs  prepare, 
And  bid  the  world  unite. 

2  Supremely  good  and  great. 

He  tends  his  blood-bought  fold ; 
He  stoops,  though  throned  in  highest 
state, 
The  feeblest  to  uphold. 

3  He  hears  their  softest  plaint ; 

He  sees  them  when  they  roam ; 
And  if  his  meanest  lamb  should  funt, 
His  bosom  bears  it  home. 

4  Kind  Shepherd  of  the  sheep  I 

A  weary  flock  are  we ; 
And  snares  and  foes  are  nigh ;  but  keep 
The  lambs  who  look  to  thee. 

5  And  if  through  deatVs  dark  vale 

Our  feet  should  early  tread. 
Oh,  may  we  reach  thy  fold,  and  hail 
The  love  which  ns  hath  led  I 

LABAN.    S.M. 


1025       ''^l^i'nauntainqfnUhcUntM:'^ 

1  Great  is  the  Lord  our  God, 

And  let  his  praise  be  great ; 
He  makes  his  churches  his  abode, 
His  most  delightful  seat. 

2  These  temples  of  his  grace — 

How  beautiful  they  stand  1 

The  honors  of  our  native  place. 

And  bulwarks  of  our  land. 

3  In  Zion  God  is  known, 

A  refuge  in  distress ; 
How  bright  has  his  salvation  shone 
Through  all  her  palaces  I 

4  Oft  have  our  fathers  told, 

Our  eyes  have  often  seen. 
How  well  our  God  secures  the  fold 
Where  his  own  sheep  have  been. 

5  In  every  new  distress 

Wo  'II  to  his  house  repair. 
We  '11  think  upon  his  wondrous  grace, 
And  seek  deliverance  there. 
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04.  «  FWc<ww,  delightful  tnomT 

1  Welcome,  delightful  morn, 

Thou  da)r  of  sacred  rest  I 
I  hail  thy  kind  return ; — 

Lord,  make  these  moments  blest : 
From  the  low  train    I  I  soar  to  reach 
Of  mortal  toys,  |  Immortal  joys. 

2  Now  may  the  King  descend 

And  fill  his  throne  of  grace ; 
Thy  scepter.  Lord,  extend, 

While  saints  address  thy  face : 
Let  sinners  feel  I  And  learn  to  know 

Thy  quickening  word,  |  And  fear  the  Lord. 

3  Descend,  celestial  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quickening  powers ; 
Disclose  a  Saviour's  love. 

And  bless  the  sacred  hours : 
Then  shall  my  soul    I  Nor  Sabbaths  bo 
New  life  obtam,  |  Enjoyed  in  vain. 


58. 


•  The  day  that  God  hath  bletaed,'* 


1  Awake,  ye  saints,  awake ! 

And  hail  this  sacred  day ; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  praise 

Your  joyful  homage  pay : 
Come  bless  the  day  that  God  hath  blest, 
The  type  of  heaven's  eternal  i^est. 

2  On  this  auspicious  mom 

The  Lord  of  life  arose ; 
He  burst  the  bars  of  death. 

And  vanquished  all  our  foes ; 
And  now  ho  pleads  our  cause  above, 
And  reaps  the  fruit  of  all  his  love. 

8  All  hail,  triumphant  Lord  I 
HeavA*^     " "  "  ^sannas  rings, 


And  earth,  in  humbler  strains. 
Thy  praise  responsive  sings : 
Worthy  the  Lamb,  that  once  was  slain, 
Thro'  endless  years  to  live  and  reign. 

1 1 4:.  «  Praise  the  Lord  from  (he  eart/L"* 

1  Angels,  assist  to  sing 

The  honors  of  your  God ; 
Touch  every  tuneful  string. 

And  sound  his  name  abroad  : 
Come,  pour  the  trembling  notes  along, 
And  swell  the  grand,  immortal  song. 

2  And  ye  of  meaner  birth, 

Your  joyful  voices  raise ; 
All  ye  wno  dwell  on  earth. 

Your  great  Creator  praise ; 
Let  loud  hosannas  joyful  rise, 
Roll  round  the  earth  and  pierce  the  skies. 

3  Let  day  and  dusky  ni^ht, 

In  solemn  order,  jom 
His  praises  to  recite, 

And  speak  his  power  divine : 
Let  every  hill,  and  every  vale, 
Re-echo  with  the  sacred  tale* 

4  Ye  winds  and  raging  seas. 

With  wild  tempestuous  roar 
Resound,  in  mightier  lays. 

His  name  from  shore  to  shore : 
Ye  thunders,  spread  his  name  abroad ; 
Ye  lightnings,  flash  before  your  God. 

5  Let  every  creature  sing 

The  honors  of  our  God ; 
Touch  every  tuneful  string, 

And  spr^  his  praise  abroad : 
Come,  pour  your  trembling  notes  along, 
And  swell  the  universal  song. 
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44: 0.  "  <3*OM«  o/  God  and  preciausT 

1  Join  all  the  glorious  names 

Of  wisdom,  love,  and  power. 
That  ever  mortals  knew. 

That  angels  ever  bore  : 
All  are  too  mean  to  speak  his  worth. 
Too  mean  to  set  my  Saviour  forth. 

2  Great  Prophet  of  our  God  1 

My  tongue  would  bless  thy  name ; 
By  thee  the  joyful  news 

Of  our  salvation  came : 
The  joyful  news  of  sins  forgiven, 
Of  hell  subdued,  and  peace  with  heaven. 

3  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 

Offered  his  blood  and  died ; 
My  guilty  conscience  seeks 

No  sacrifice  beside : 
His  powerful  blood  did  once  atone, 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne. 

4  O  thou  almighty  Lord  I 

My  Conqueror  and  my  King  I 
Thy  scepter  and  thy  sword. 

Thy  reigning  grace  I  sing : 
Thine  is  the  power ;  behold,  I  sit, 
In  willing  bonds,  beneath  thy  feet. 

DOXOLOGT.  , 

To  God  the  Father's  throne  [ 

Your  highest  honors  raise ; 
Glory  to  God  the  Son, 
To  God  the  Spirit  praiMj^ 
With  all  our  powers,  etei 
Thy  name  we  sing,  whil 


Adoration  qf  the  Creator.    Psalm  14S. 


120. 

1  Ye  tribes  of  Adam,  loin 

With  heaven,  and  earth,  and  seas, 
And  offer  notes  divine 

To  your  Creator's  praise : 
Ye  holy  throng  I   In  worlds  of  light, 

Of  angels  bright,        |  Begin  the  song. 

2  Thou  sun,  with  dazzling  rays. 

And  moon,  that  rul'st  the  night. 
Shine  to  your  Maker's  praise, 

With  stars  of  twinkling  light : 
His  power  declare,     I   And  clouds  that  fly 
Ye  noods  on  high,     |  In  empty  air. 

3  The  shining  worlds  above 

In  glorious  order  stand ; 
Or  in  swifl  courses  move 

By  his  supreme  command : 
Ho  spake  the  word,  I  From  noUiing  came. 
And  all  their  frame  |  To  praise  the  Lord ! 

4  Ye  vapors,  hail,  and  snow, 

Praise  ye  th'  almighty  Lord ; 
And  stormy  winds  that  blow 
To  execute  his  word : 
When  lightnings  shine,  I  Let  earth  adore 
Or  thunders  roar,         |  His  hand  divine. 

5  Let  all  the  nations  fear 

The  God  that  rules  above ; 
He  brings  his  people  near. 

And  makes  them  taste  his  love : 
While  earth  and  sky  I  His  saints  shall  raise 
Attempt  his  praise,    |  His  honors  high. 
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27  •     "^«a««  «•«  «>«*<»  ^^^e.**— Psalm  122. 

1  How  did  ray  heart  rejoice  to  hear 

My  friends  devoutly  say : 
"  In  Zioii  let  us  all  appear, 
And  keep  the  solemn  day." 

2  I  love  her  gates,  I  love  the  road ; 

The  church,  adorned  with  grace, 
Stands  like  a  palace,  built  for  God, 
To  show  his  milder  face. 

8  Up  to  her  courts,  with  joys  unknown, 
The  holy  tribes  repair; 
The  Son  of  David  holds  his  throne, 
And  sits  in  judgment  there. 

4  He  heai-s  our  praises  and  complaints; 

And,  while  his  awful  voice 
Divides  the  sinners  from  the  saints. 
We  tremble  and  rejoice. 

5  Peace  be  within  this  sacred  place, 

And  joy  a  constant  guest  I 
"With  holy  gifts  and  heavenly  grace 
Be  her  attendants  blest ! 

6  My  soul  shall  pray  for  Zion  still. 

While  life  or  breath  remains : 
There  my  best  friends,  my  kindred,  dwell ; 
There  God,  my  Saviour,  reigns. 

A  A      ^Say  unto  Ood^  Hew  UrrihU  art  Thou  in 

1  Let  all  the  lands,  with  shouts  of  joy. 

To  God  their  voices  raise : 
Sing  psalms  in  honor  of  his  name, 
And  spread  his  glorious  praise. 

2  And  let  them  say,  "  How  dreadful.  Lord, 

In  all  thy  works  art  thou ! 
To  thy  great  power  thy  stubborn  foes 
Shall  all  be  forced  to  bow. 


8  •♦Through  aD*>-^ 
Shall  t^ 


»-*v  iihe  nations  round 
onfess; 


And,  with  glad  hymns,  their  awfui  dread 
Of  thy  great  name  express." 

4  Oh,  come,  oehold  the  works  of  God ! 

And  then  with  me  you  'li  own 
That  he  to  all  the  sons  of  men 
HaUi  wondrous  judgments  shown. 

5  Let  all  the  lands,  with  shouts  of  joy. 

To  God  their  voices  raise ; 
Sing  psalms  in  honor  of  his  name, 
And  spread  his  glorious  praise. 


"^A  God  doing  tconden.* 


118. 

1  I  8INO  th'  almighty  power  of  God. 

That  made  the  mountains  rise, 
That  spread  the  flowing  seas  abroad. 
And  built  Uie  lofty  skies. 

2  I  sing  the  wisdom  that  ordained 

The  sun  to  rule  the  day ; 
The  moon  shines  ftiU  at  his  command. 
And  all  the  stars  obey. 

3  I  sing  the  goodness  of  the  Lord, 

That  filled  tlie  earth  with  food ; 
He  formed  the  creatures  with  his  word. 
And  then  pronounced  them  good. 

4  Lord,  how  thy  wonders  are  displayed. 

Where'er  I  turn  mine  eye ; 
If  I  sur^'ey  the  ground  I  tread. 
Or  gaze  upon  the  sky  ? 

5  There's  not  a  plant  or  flower  below 

But  makes  thy  glories  known ; 
And  clouds  arise,  and  tempests  blow, 
By  order  from  thy  throne. 

6  Creatures  that  borrow  life  from  thee 

Are  subject  to  thy  care: 
There's  not  a  place  where  we  can  flee, 
But  God  is  present  there. 
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885.    *"  Am  I  a  96ldUr  qf  th6  Cronr 

1  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb  I 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  his  name  ? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 
'While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas  ? 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  mo  to  face  ? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  mo  on  to  God  ? 

4  Sure  I  must  fight,  if  I  would  reign : 

Increase  my  courage,  Lord ! 
I  '11  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  thy  word. 

6  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 
Shall  conauer,  though  they  die ; 
They  view  the  triumph  from  afer. 
And  seize  it  with  their  eye. 
6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise. 
And  all  thine  armies  snine 
In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies, 
The  glory  shall  be  thine. 

^')4:D*    Ifo9anna  to  ih€  2fam6  of  ChriH. 

1  Now  joyful  strains  we  lift  on  high. 

Amid  the  faithful  throng 

Of  those  who  Jesus  magnify 

In  sweet  and  holy  song. 

2  We  render  thanks,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Who  died  our  souls  to  save ; 
Through  whom  to  heavenly  peace  restored. 
We  fear  no  more  the  grave. 

3  With  saints,  who  all  triumphantly 

In  paradise  record, 


O'er  sin  and  death,  the  victory, 

We  strike  the  silver  chord. 
4  With  angel-hosts  that  dwell  above. 

And  weave  their  golden  lays 
Around  the  throne  of  truth  and  love, 

We  glad  hosannas  raise. 

6  Wo  celebrate  the  glorious  name 
Of  earth's  Redeemer  King ; 
Our  tongues  aloud  his  power  proclaim. 
In  heart  his  grace  we  sing. 

^i!i%J^  Chrigfft  Entrance  ttpon  ITU  Kingdom* 

1  Oh,  for  a  shout  of  sacred  joy 

To  God,  the  sovereign  King ! 
Let  every  land  their  tonnes  employ, 
And  hymns  of  triumph  sing. 

2  Jesus,  our  God,  ascends  on  high ; 

His  heavenly  guards  around 
Attend  him  rising  through  the  sky, 
With  trumpet?  joyful  sound. 

3  While  angels  shout  and  praise  their  King, 

Let  mortals  learn  their  strains ; 
Let  all  the  earth  his  honor  sing : 
O'er  all  the  earth  he  reigns. 

4  Rehearse  his  praise  with  awe  profound: 

Let  knowledge  lead  the  song ; 
Nor  mock  him  with  a  solemn  sound 

Upon  a  thoughtless  tongue. 
6  Oh,  for  a  shout  of  sacred  jojr 

To  God,  the  sovereign  Kmg  I 
Let  every  land  their  tongues  employ, 

And  hymns  of  triumph  sing. 

DOXOLOOY. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

One  God,  whom  wo  adore, 
Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  wtt^^ 

And  shall  bo  <sm 
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1 


**  Within  ike  vatk"* 


To  thy  temple  I  repair ; 
Lord,  I  love  to  worship  there, 
When  within  the  vail  I  meet 
Thee  before  the  mercy  seat. 

2  While  thy  glorious  praise  is  sung, 
Touch  my  lips,  unloose  my  tongue ; 
That  my  joyful  soul  may  bless 
Thee,  the  Lord,  my  Righteousness. 

3  While  the  prayers  of  saints  ascend, 
God  of  love  !  to  mine  attend  : 
Hear  me,  for  thy  Spirit  pleads ; 
Hear,  for  Jesus  intercedes. 

4  While  I  hearken  to  thy  law, 
Fill  my  soul  with  humble  awe, 
Till  thy  gospel  bring  to  me 
Life  and  immortality. 

5  From  thine  house  when  I  return, 
May  my  heart  within  me  burn ; 
And  at  evening  let  me  say, 

"  I  have  walked  with  God  to-day." 


"  WonderB  of  Ood'n  Oondeteenaion, 
Psalm  118. 


173. 

1  Hallelujah  !  raise,  oh,  raise 
To  our  God  the  song  of  praise : 
All  his  servants  join  to  sing, 
God,  our  Saviour  and  our  King. 

:  2  Blessed  be  for  evermore 

That  dread  name  which  we  adore : 
I       O'er  all  nations,  God  alone. 

Higher  than  the  heavens  his  throne. 

8  Yet  to  view  the  heavens  he  bends ; 
Yea,  to  earth  be  condescends ; 
Passinfr  '^^  ^d  great^ 

Fort  ite. 


4  He  can  raise  the  poor  to  stand 
With  the  princes  of  the  land ; 
Wealth  upon  the  needy  shower ; 
Set  the  lowliest  high  in  power. 

5  He  the  broken  spirit  cheers. 
Turns  to  joy  the  mourner*s  tears, 
Such  the  wonders  of  his  ways : 
Praise  his  name,  for  ever  praise. 

AJ^  %  m    -^  S'^O  9f  *^  ***  OoiTB  Providence. 

1  Tilou,  who  dwell'st  enthroned  above  ; 
Tliou,  in  whom  we  live  and  move ; 
Thou,  who  art  most  great,  most  high- 
God  from  all  eternity  I 

2  Oh,  how  sweet,  how  excellent 
When  all  tongues  and  hearts  consent, 
Grateful  hearts,  and  joyful  tongues, 
Hymning  thee  in  tuneful  songs  ! 

3  Wlien  the  morning  paints  the  skies, 
When  the  stars  of  evening  rise, 
We  thy  praises  will  record. 
Sovereign  Ruler,  mighty  Lord ! 

4  Decks  the  spring  with  flowers  the  field  ? 
Harvest  rich  doth  autumn  yield  ? 
Giver  of  all  good  below, 

Lord,  from  thee  these  blessings  flow^ 

5  Sovereign  Ruler !  mighty  Lord  I 
We  thy  praises  will  record  : 
Giver  of  tliesc  blessings,  wo 
Pour  the  grateful  song  to  thee. 

261.  **  ^^  /KwtwiZy  tt«n«.» 

1  Now  b^n  the  heavenly  theme, 
Sing  aloud  of  Jesus'  name ; 
Ye,  who  his  salvation  prove. 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 
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1 0  7  b •    ChUdr€iC9  Praise  to  the  Trinity. 

1  Glory  to  the  Father  give, 

God,  in  whom  we  move  and  live ! 
Children's  prayers  he  deigns  to  hear ; 
Children's  songs  delight  his  ear. 

2  Glory  to  the  Son  we  bring, 

Christ  our  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ! 
Children !  raise  your  sweetest  strain 
To  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain. 

3  Glory  to  the  Holy  Ghost! 
Be  this  day  a  Pentecost ; 
Children's  minds  may  he  inspire, — 
Touch  their  tongues  with  holy  fire. 

4  GloiT  in  the  highest  be 
To  the  blessed  Trinity  ! 
For  the  gospel  from  above, 

For  the  word  that  "  God  is  love." 


2  Mourning  souls,  dry  up  your  tears, 
Banish  lol  your  guilty  fears : 

See  your  guilt  and  curse  remove, 
Canceled  by  redeeming  love. 

3  Welcome,  all  by  sin  oppressed. 
Welcome  to  his  sacred  rest : 
Nothing  brought  him  from  above. 
Nothing  but  redeeming  love. 

4  Hither,  then,  your  music  bring, 
Stnke  aloud  each  joyful  string : 
Mortals,  join  the  hosts  above. 
Join  to  praise  redeeming  love ! 


.  liesptmtB  to  ths  Sang  of  the  AngeU.^JALte  S. 


278 

1  Hail  the  night,  all  hail  the  mom. 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  bom ! 
When,  amid  the  wakeful  fold, 
Tidings  good  the  angel  told. 

2  Now  our  solemn  chant  we  raise 
Duly  to  the  Saviour's  praise;      ' 
Now  with  carol  hymns  we  bless 
Christ  the  Lord,  our  Righteousness. 

3  While  resounds  the  joyful  cry, 
"  Glory  be  to  God  on  high. 

Peace  on  earth,  good  wSl  to  men ! " 
Gladly  we  respond,  "  Amen  I " 

4  Thus  wo  greet  this  holy  day, 
Pouring  forth  our  festive  lay ; 
Thus  we  tell,  with  saintly  mirth. 
Of  Inomanuel's  wondrous  birth. 

6  We  in  perfect  peace  would  live. 
We  to  God  would  glory  ffive ; 
Lauding,  with  the  heavenly  bost^ 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost 


ThanktQivtnff /or  a  Revival  qfHeUffion. 


1146. 

1  FoiTNT  of  everlasting  love ! 

Rich  thy  streams  of  mercy  are — 
Flowing  purely  from  above. 
Beauty  marks  their  course  afar. 

2  Lo !  thy  church,  thy  garden  now 

Blooms  beneath  the  heavenly  shower ; 
Sinners  feel,  and  melt,  and  bow  : 
Mild,  yet  mighty,  is  thy  power. 

3  God  of  grace,  before  thy  throne 

Here  our  warmest  thanks  we  bring ; 
Thine  the  glory,  thine  alone : 
Loudest  praise  to  thee  we  sing. 

4  Hear,  oh,  hear,  our  mteful  song ; 

Let  thy  Spirit  still  descend ; 
Boll  the  tide  of  grace  alom 
Widening,  deepening  t^^ 
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4  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God  I 

Above  the  heavens  where  angels  dwell ; 
Thy  power  on  earth  be  known  abroad, 
And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell. 

1  (Jo*  ^^  ^«W  *^  Praise,  from  Psalm  IIT. 

1  From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise ; 

Let  the  Redeemer  s  name  be  sung, 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word : 

Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore. 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more ! 

X^y .  Th6  Glory  qf  Qod^ 

1  Come,  O  my  soul !  in  sacred  lays. 
Attempt  thy  great  Creator's  praise  : 
But,  on,  what  tongue  can  spesuc  his  fame ! 
What  mortal  verse  can  reach  the  theme ! 

2  Enthroned  amid  the  radiant  spheres. 
He  glory,  like  a  garment,  wears ; 
To  form  a  robe  of  light  divine. 

Ten  thousand  suns  around  him  shine. 

3  In  all  our  Maker's  grand  designs, 
Almighty  power,  with  wisdom,  shines ; 
His  works,  thro'  all  this  wondrous  frame, 
Declare  the  glory  of  his  name. 

4  Raised  on  devotion's  lofty  wing. 
Do  thou,  my  soul,  his  glories  smg ; 
And  let  hiB  praise  employ  thy  tongue. 
Till  listening  worlds  shall  join  the  song ! 

DOXOLOGT. 

Pbaisb  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow ! 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ! 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ! 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  1 


e/0*     -^^  aneierU  Hymn  of  Praise  to  God, 

1  Theb  we  adore,  eternal  Lord  ! 

We  praise  thy  name  with  one  accord ; 
Thy  saints,  who  here  thy  goodness  see. 
Through  all  the  world  do  worship  thee. 

2  To  thee  aloud  all  angels  cry, 

The  heavens  and  all  the  powers  on  high : 
Thee,  holy,  holy,  holy  King, 
Lord  God  of  hosts^  they  ever  sing. 

8  Th'  apostles  join  the  glorious  throng ; 
Tlie  prophets  swell  th° immortal  song; 
The  martyrs'  noble  army  raise 
Eternal  anthems  to  thy  praise. 

4  From  day  to  day,  O  Lord,  do  we 
Highly  exalt  and  honor  thee ! 
Thy  name  we  worship  and  adore. 
World  without  end,  for  evermore ! 

6  Vouchsafe,  O  Lord,  we  humbly  pray, 
To  keep  us  safe  from  sin  this  day ; 
Have  mercy.  Lord !  we  trust  in  thee ; 
Oh,  let  us  ne'er  confounded  be ! 

100*  ^<>^  MwttAt-Pnlm  07. 

1  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God ! 

Above  the  heavens  where  angels  dwell ; 
Thy  power  on  earth  be  known  abroad, 
And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell. 

2  My  heart  is  fixed  ;  my  song  shall  raise 

Immortal  honors  to  thy  name : 
Awake,  my  toneue,  to  sound  his  praise. 
My  tongue,  the  glory  of  my  frame. 

8  High  o'er  the  earth  his  mercy  reigns, 
And  reaches  to  the  utmost  sky ; 
His  truth  to  endless  years  remains, 
When  lower  worlds  dissolye  and  die. 
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14:5.  **  T^^^^  art  from  gtirlatHng.'^'-VKXmW, 

1  Jehovah  reigns !  He  dwells  in  light. 
Girded  with  majesty  and  might ; 
The  world,  created  by  his  hands, 
Still  on  its  firm  foundation  stands. 

2  But  ere  this  spacious  world  was  made. 
Or  had  its  first  foundation  laid. 

Thy  throne  eternal  ages  stood. 
Thyself  the  ever-living  God. 

S  Like  floods  the  angry  nations  rise, 
And  aim  their  rage  against  the  skies : 
Vain  floods,  that  aim  their  rage  so  high ! 
At  thy  rebuke  the  billows  die. 

4  For  ever  shall  thy  throne  endure : 
Thy  promise  stand  for  ever  sure ; 
And  everlasting  holiness 
Becomes  the  dwelling  of  thy  grace. 

175*  "^  Cfod,  Matt hiddsn, and MoHfMn^Mtr 

1  What  secret  place,  what  distant  star, 

Is  like,  dread  Lord,  to  thine  abode? 
TVhy  dwellest  thou  from  us  so  &r  ? 
We  yearn  for  thee,  thou  hidden  God ! 

2  And  will  the  hidden  God  appear  ? 

We  hail  thee  in  the  living  Word ; 
Thy  heavenly  Majesty  draws  near. 
In  Christ,  our  Brother  and  oar  Lord. 

5  In  vain  we  seek  for  thine  abode ; 

And  wilt  thou  ever  to  us  come  ? 
The  Holy  Ghost,  the  mighty  God, 
Now  makes  our  souls  his  blessed  home. 

4  O  Glory  that  no  eye  can  bear ! 

O  Presence  br^ht,  our  inward  Guest ! 
O  Farthest  off!   O  Ever  near  I 
Most  hidden  and  Most  manifest! 


1115.    ** So  didst  7%aul€ad7%vP6apUr 

1  O  God,  beneath  thy  guiding  hand. 

Our  exiled  fathers  crossed  the  sea; 
And  when  they  trod  the  wint'ry  strand, 
With  prayer  and  psalm  they  wor- 
shiped thee. 

2  Thou  hcard'st,  well  pleased,  the   song, 

the  grayer : 
Thy  blessing  came ;  and  still  its  power 
Shall  onward  through  all  ages  bear 
The  memory  of  that  holy  hour. 

3  Laws,  freedom,  truth,  and  faith  in  God 

Came  with  those  exiles  o'er  the  waves ; 
And  where  their  pilgrim  feet  have  trod. 
The  God  they   trusted  guards  their 
graves. 

4  And  here  thy  name,  O  God  of  love, 

Their  children's  children  shall  adore. 
Till  these  eternal  hills  remove, 

And  spring  adorns  the  earth  no  more. 

1 150«  **Stia  we  art  ffuardtd  by  our  Godr 

1  Great  God  !  we  sing  that  mighty  hand, 
Bv  which  supported  still  we  stand  : 
The  opening  year  thy  mercy  shows , 
That  mercy  crowns  it  till  it  close. 

2  By  day,  by  night,  at  home,  abroad. 
Still  we  are  guarded  by  our  God ; 
By  his  incessant  bounty  fed. 

By  his  unerring  counsel  led. 

3  With  grateful  hearts  the  past  we  own ; 
The  fiiture,  all  to  us  unknown. 

We  to  thy  guardian  care  commit. 
And  peaceful  leave  before  thy  feet. 

4  In  scenes  exalted  or  depressed. 

Be  thou  our  joy,  and  tnou  our  rest; 
Thy  goodness  idl  our  hoj  -  —  - 
Acbred  through  all  cm 
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2  Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul  1 

Nor  let  his  mercies  lie 
Forgotten  in  unthankfulncss, 
i^d  without  praises  die. 

3  *T  is  he  forgives  thy  sins*; 

'T  is  ho  relieves  thy  pain ; 
'T  is  he  that  heals  thy  sicknesses, 
And  makes  thee  young  again. 

4  Ho  crowns  thy  life  with  love, 

When  ransomed  from  the  grave ; 
He  who  redeemed  my  soul  from  hell, 
Hath  sovereign  power  to  save. 

5  He  fills  the  poor  with  good ; 

He  gives  the  sufferers  rest : 
The  Lord  hath  judgments  for  the  proud, 
And  justice  for  &  oppressed. 

6  His  wondrous  works  and  ways 

He  made  by  Moses  known ; 
But  sent  the  world  his  truth  and  grace 
By  his  beloved  Son. 


29«       ^'TfueUyqfourOodr—Pai^imVSa, 

1  Glad  was  my  heart  to  hear 

My  old  companions  say : 
"  Come,  in  the  house  of  God  appear, 
For  't  is  a  holy  day." 

2  Our  willing  feet  shall  stand 

Within  the  temple-door, 
While  young  and  old,  in  many  a  band. 
Shall  throng  the  sacred  floor. 

3  Thither  the  tribes  repair. 

Where  all  are  wont  to  meet, 
And  joyful  in  the  house  of  prayer 
Bend  at  the  mercy-scat 

4  Pray  for  Jerusalem, 

Tlie  city  of  our  God  : 
The  Lord  from  heaven  be  kind  to  them, 
That  love  the  dear  abode. 

5  Within  these  walls  may  peace 

And  harmony  be  found  I 
Zion  !  in  all  thy  palaces, 
Prosperity  abound ! 

6  For  friends  and  brethren  dear. 

Our  prayer  shall  never  cease ; 
Oft  as  fliey  meet  for  worship  here, 
God  send  his  people  peace ! 

223. 

1  Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul ! 
Let  all  within  me  join, 

^ongue  to  bless  his  namei 
IB  are  divine. 


** SUta  ths  Lord,  OmyovlT 
Psalm  108. 


^'And  aU  that  U  vfOMn  m6  bleu  HU  holii 
nam«."— Psalm  108. 


224. 


1  Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul ! 

His  CTace  to  thee  proclaim ; 
And  all  that  is  within  me  join 
To  bless  his  holy  name. 

2  Oh,  bless  the  Lord!,  my  soul  I 

His  mercies  bear  in  mind ; 
Forget  not  all  his  benefits : 
Ae  Lord  to  thee  is  kind. 
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3  He  will  not  always  chide  : 

He  will  with  patience  wait : 
His  wrath  is  ever  slow  to  rise, 
And  ready  to  abate. 

4  He  pardons  all  thy  sins, 

Prolongs  thy  feeble  breath ; 
He  hcaleui  thy  infirmities, 
And  ransoms  thee  from  death. 

5  He  clothes  thee  with  his  love, 

Upholds  thee  with  his  truth ; 
Then,  like  the  eagle,  he  renews 
The  vigor  of  thy  youth. 

6  Then  bless  his  holy  name, 

Whose  ffrace  hath  made  thee  whole ; 
Whose  loving  kindness  crowns  thy  days: 
Oh,  bless  flie  Lord,  my  soul  I 


**  7b  A«  ontf/  toUe  God,  our  Saviour.'^ 
Judc  24,  35. 


246. 

1  To  God,  the  only  wise. 

Our  Saviour  and  our  King ; 

Let  all  the  saints  below  the  skies 

Their  humble  praises  bring. 

2  'T  is  his  almighty  love. 

His  counsel  and  his  care, 
Preserves  us  safe  from  sin  and  death. 

And  every  hurtful  snare. 
8  He  will  present  our  souls. 

Unblemished  and  complete, 
Before  the  glory  of  his  face. 

With  joys  divinely  great. 
4  Then  all  the  chosen  seed 

Shall  meet  aroand  the  throne. 
Shall  bless  the  conduct  of  his  grace, 

And  make  his  wonders  known. 
6  To  our  Redeemer,  God, 

Wisdom  and  power  belong, 
Immortal  crowns  of  majestyi 

And  everlastiDg  song^ 


968.  **B^oleing  in  hope."* 

1  Come,  we  who  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  our  joys  be  known ; 
Join  in  a  song  of  sweet  accord. 
And  thus  surround  the  throne. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 

Who  never  knew  our  God ; 
But  &vorites  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  The  men  of  grace  have  found 

Glory  begun  below; 
Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

4  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields. 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 

5  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 

And  every  tear  be  dry ; 
We're  marching  through  Immanners 
^ound. 
To  feirer  worlds  on  high. 

1  02         Bf^^ ^«cripHon  of  Praise, ^om 

1  Thy  name,  almighty  Lord, 

Shall  sound  through  distant  lands ; 
Great  is  thy  grace,  and  sure  thy  word ; 
Tliy  truth  for  ever  stands. 

2  Far  be  thine  honor  spread. 

And  long  thy  praise  endure. 
Till  morning  light  and  evening  shade 
Shall  be  exchanged  no  more. 

DOZOLOGT. 

To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit,  glory  be, 
As  was,  and  is,  and  shall  remain 

Through  all  i 
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•*  TkU  U  the  day  iohich  the  Lard  hath  made: 
Psalm  lia 

1  This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made ; 

He  calls  the  hours  his  own : 
Let  heaven  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad. 
And  praise  surround  the  throne. 

2  To-day  he  rose,  and  left  the  dead, 

And  Satan^s  empire  fell ; 
To-day  the  saints  his  triumph  spread, 
And  all  his  wonders  tell. 

3  Hosanna  to  th*  anointed  King, 

To  David's  holy  Son : 
Help  us,  O  Lord !  descend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  thy  throne. 

4  Blest  be  the  Lord  who  comes  to  men 

With  messages  of  mcc ; 
Who  comes  in  God  his  Father's  name. 
To  save  our  sinful  race. 

5  Hosanna  in  the  highest  strains 

The  church  on  earth  can  raise ; 
The  highest  heavens,  in  which  he  reigns, 
Shall  give  him  nobler  praise. 

t)  U*      **  Oome^  He  the  place  tohere  the  Lord  lay,'" 

1  Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 

Awakes  the  kindling  ray. 
Unseals  the  eyelids  of  the  mom, 
And  pours  refulgent  day. 

2  Oh,  what  a  night  was  that  which  wrapt 

A  guilty  world  in  gloom ! 
Oh,  what  a  Sun,,  which  broke  this  day, 
Triumphant  froinUhe  tomb ! 

8  This  day  be  erateful  homage  paid, 
And  loud  nosannas  sung ; 
Let  gUdness  dwell  in  ever^i^eart, 
And  praise  on  every  tongue. 
4  rAti.4iKimeaad  thousand  lipt  bIu41-J<^ 
his  happy  monii 


Which  scatters  blessings  from  its  wings 
On  nations  yet  unborn. 

Q^  •  •    **  ^*  ufieearchahlerieheeqfChritC* 

1  To  our  Redeemer's  fflorious  name 

Awake  the  sacred  song ; 
Oh,  may  his  love — immortal  flame  I — 
Tune  every  heart  and  tongue. 

2  His  love,  what  mortal  thought  can  reach ! 

What  mortal  tongue  display ; 
Imagination's  utmost  stretcn 
In  wonder  dies  away. 

3  Dear  Lord,  while  we,  adoring,  pay 

Our  humble  thanks  to  thcc, 

May  every  heart  with  rapture  say, 

"The  Saviour  died  for  me !" 

4  Oh,  may  the  sweet,  the  blissful  theme. 

Fill  every  heart  and  tongue ! 
Till  strangers  love  thy  charming  name, 
And  jom  the  sacred  song. 

4:8  3*      ^«  -BIMa  the  Light  itf  the  World. 

1  A  GLORT  gilds  the  sacred  page. 

Majestic,  like  the  sun : 
It  gives  a  light  to  every  age  ; 
It  gives,  but  borrows  none. 

2  The  hand  that  gave  it  still  supplies 

The  gracious  light  and  heat : 
Its  truths  upon  the  nations  rise ; 
They  rise,  but  never  set 

3  Let  everlasting  thanks  be  thine 

For  such  a  briffht  display, 
As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 
With  beams  of  heavenly  day. 

4  My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 

The  steps  of  him  I  love, 
Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view 
In  br^phter  woilda  above ! 
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7  Q  7        "/'m  «io<  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord^ 
•  *^  •  •  9  Tim.  1 :  12. 

1  I  'm  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord, 

Or  to  defend  his  cause ; 
Maintain  the  honor  of  his  word, 
The  glory  of  his  cross. 

2  Jesus,  my  God ! — I  know  his  name — 

His  name  is  all  my  trust ; 
Nor  will  he  put  my  soul  to  shame. 
Nor  let  my  hope  be  lost 

3  Firm  as  his  throne  his  promise  stands, 

And  he  can  well  secure 
What  I  've  committed  to  his  hands. 
Till  the  decisive  hour. 

4  Then  will  he  own  my  worthless  name 

Before  his  Father  s  face, 
And  in  the  new  Jerusalem 
Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 

OOU*  ^^  Meaoenly  Race. 

1  Awake,  my  soul !  stretch  every  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigor  on : 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 
A  bright,  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Hold  thee  in  foil  survey; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

3  T  is  God^s  all  animating  voice, 

That  calls  thee  from  on  high ; 
'T  is  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye, — 

4  That  prize  with  peerless  glories  bright, 

Which  shall  new  luster  boast. 
When  victor's  wreaths  and  monarch's 
gems 
Shall  blend  in  oommon  dost 

5  Blest  Saviour,  introdnced  by  thee, 

Have  I  my  race  b^fon ; 


And,  crowned  with  victory,  at  thy  feet 
I  '11  lay  my  honors  down. 

1  A  1  /?       ^  Bleeeed  ie  he  whone  tntfugrestion  it 
lUlD.  /orgi^tnr 

1  Salvation  !  oh,  the  joyfol  sound  ! 

'T  is  pleasure  to  our  cars ; 
A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

2  Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin, 

At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay ; 
But  we  arise  by  grace  divine, 
To  see  a  heavenly  day. 

3  Salvation  I  let  the  echo  fly 

The  spacious  earth  around. 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 

Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 

1  AOO     *^ Salvation  u>iU  God  appoint  for  tealls 
1 UZO*        °^  huluHtrk»:'—lMia\i  26;  1-6 

1  How  honored  is  the  sacred  place. 

Where  we  adoring  stand — 
Zion !  the  glory  of  Sie  earth, 
And  beauty  of  the  land! 

2  Bulwarks  of  mighty  grace  defend 

The  city  where  we  dwell : 
The  walls,  of  strong  salvation  made, 
Defy  th'  assaults  of  hell. 

3  Lift  up  the  everlasting  gates, 

The  doors  wide  open  fling  ; 
Enter,  ye  nations  that  obey 
Tlie  statutes  of  our  King. 

4  Here  shall  you  taste  unmingled  joys. 

And  live  in  perfect  peace ; 
You  who  have  known  Jehovah's  name. 
And  ventured  on  his  grace. 

5  Trust  in  the  Lord ;  for  ever  trust. 

And  banish  all  yoqr  fears : 
Strengih  in  the  Loid  Jehovah  dwells, 
Btenial  as  hia-^"'" ' 
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"•  Our  feet  ahull  utand  within  thy  gai^tt  0  Jeru* 
Maletn.^^PaaXm  122. 


56. 

1  The  festal  morn,  my  God,  is  come, 
That  calls  me  to  thy  sacred  dome. 

Thy  presence  to  adore  : 
My  feet  the  summons  shall  attend. 
With  willing  steps  thy  courts  ascend, 

And  tread  the  hallowed  floor. 

2  With  holy  joy  I  hail  the  day 
That  warns  my  thirsting  soul  away 

To  dwell  among  the  blest ! 
For,  lo  I  my  great  Redeemer's  power 
Unfolds  the  everlasting  door. 

And  leads  me  to  his  rest ! 

3  Hither,  from  earth's  remotest  end, 
Lo !  the  redeemed  of  God  ascend, 

Their  tribute  hither  bring : 
Here,  crowned  with  everlasting  joy. 
In  hymns  of  praise  their  tongues  employ, 

Ajid  hail  th'  immortal  King. 

111.  Ther€i$aOod, 

1  I  SING  of  God, — ^the  world  he  made, 
The  glorious  light,  the  soothing  shade ; 

Dfde,  plain,  and  grove,  and  hill ; 
The  wide  and  ^thomless  abyss, 
Where  nature  joys  in  secret  bliss. 

And  wisdom  hides  her  skill. 

2  **  Tell  them,  I  am,"  Jehovah  said  : 
The  listening  earth  did  hear  in  dread ; 

And,  smitten  to  the  heart, 
At  once,  above,  beneath,  around, 
All  nniare,  without  voice  or  sound, 
"O  Lord,  Thou  abt!" 


i  \)Om        7%«  Fullneu  of  ChrltCs  Lor«. 

1  O  LOVE  divine,  how  sweet  thou  art ! 
AVhcn  shall  I  find  my  willing  heart 

All  taken  up  by  thee  ? 
I  thirst,  I  faint,  I  die  to  prove 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  love, — 

The  love  of  Christ  to  me. 

2  Stronger  his  love  than  death  or  hell : 
No  mortal  can  its  riches  tell. 

Nor  first-bom  sons  of  light : 
In  vain  they  long  its  depths  to  see  ; 
They  can  not  reach  the  mystery, — 

The  lengtli,  the  breadth,  the  height. 

3  God  only  knows  the  love  of  God  ; 
Oh  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor,  stony  heart  I 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine ; 
This  only  portion,  Lord,  bo  mine — 

Be  mine  this  better  part 

4  Oh  that  I  could  for  ever  sit 

In  transport  at  my  Saviour's  feet  I 

Be  this  my  happy  choice ; 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss, 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this, 

To  hear  my  Saviour's  voice. 

DOXOLOOr. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God,  whom  heaven's  triumphant  host 

And  saints  on  earth  adore, 
Be  glory  as  in  ages  past, 
Is  now,  and  shall  for  ever  last. 

When  time  shall  be  no  more  I 
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4oO«    "  ^^  un»earchabU  riehet  of  ChrUC* 

1  Oh,  could  I  speak  tho  matchless  worth, 
Oh,  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth 

Which  in  my  Saviour  shine  ! 
I  'd  soar,  and  touch  tho  heavenly  strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel,  while  he  sings, 

In  notes  almost  divine. 

2  I  'd  sing  the  precious  blood  he  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  divine : 
I  'd  sing  his  glorious  righteousness. 
In  which  all  perfect,  heavenly  dress, 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 

3  I  'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  ho  wears, 

Exalted  on  his  throne : 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 
I  would  to  everlasting  days 

Make  all  his  glories  known. 

4  Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home, 

And  I  shall  see  his  face ; 
Then  with  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
A  blest  eternity  I  '11  spend. 

Triumphant  in  his  grace. 


1154:.    ""Th^  tartK  UfuUiifThyHchMr 

1  Thy  mighty  working,  mighty  God  ! 
Wakes  all  ray  powers ;  I  look  abroad. 

And  can  no  longer  rest ; 
I,  too,  must  sing  when  all  things  sing, 
And  from  my  heart  the  praises  ring 

The  Highest  loveth  best. 

2  If  thou,  in  thy  great  love  to  us. 
Wilt  scatter  joy  and  beauty  thus 

O'er  this  poor  earth  of  ours ; 
What  nobler  glories  shall  be  given 
Hereafter  in  thy  shining  heaven. 

Set  round  with  golden  towers ! 

3  What  thrilling  joy,  when  on  our  sight 
Christ's  garden  beams  in  cloudless  light 

Where  all  the  air  is  sweet ; 
Still  laden  with  th'  unwearied  hymn 
From  all  the  thousand  seraphim 

Who  God's  high  praise  repeat ! 

4  Oh,  were  I  there !  oh  that  I  now 
Before  thy  throne,  my  God,  could  bow. 

And  bear  my  heavenly  palm  ! 
Then,  like  the  angels,  would  I  raise 
My  voice,  and  sing  thine  cpdless  praise 

In  many  a  swe^ 
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1 8.    '*P^ce  be  within  thy  tra«»."— Psalm  12«. 

1  With  joy  wo  hail  the  sacred  day 

Which  God  hath  called  his  own ; 
With  joy  the  summons  we  obey 
To  worship  at  his  throne. 

2  Thy  chosen  temple,  Lord,  how  fair! 

Where  willing  votaries  throng 
To  breathe  the  humble,  fervent  prayer. 
And  pour  the  choral  song. 

3  Spirit  of  grace !  Oh,  deign  to  dwell 

Within  thy  church  below ; 
Make  her  in  holiness  excel, 
With  pure  devotion  glow, 

4  Let  peace  within  her  walls  be  found ; 

Let  all  her  sons  unite 
To  spread,  with  grateful  zeal,  around 
Her  clear  and  shining  light. 

6  Great  God,  we  bail  the  sacred  day 
Which  thou  hast  called  thine  own , 
With  joy  the  summons  we  obey 
To  worship  at  thy  throne. 


r  r  r 


•*  Ons  tMnff  hatfs  I  desired  of  (he  Lord,'' 
Paalm  27. 


20. 

1  The  Lord  of  glory  is  my  light, 

And  my  sajVation,  too ; 
God  is  my  strength,  nor  will  I  fear 
What  all  my  foes  can  do. 

2  One  privilege  my  heart  desires ; 

Oh,  grant  me  an  abode 
Among  the  churches  of  thy  saints, 
The  temples  of  my  God ! 

3  There  shall  I  oflTer  my  requests, 
And  see  thy  beauty  still ; 

^         ^y  messages  of  love, 
Qqoire  thy  will 


When  troubles  rise,  and  storms  appear, 
There  may  his  children  hide ; 

God  has  a  strong  pavilion,  where 
He  makes  my  soul  abide. 

Now  shall  my  head  be  lifted  high 

Above  my  foes  around  ; 
And  songs  of  joy  and  victory 

Within  thy  temple  sound. 


**  My  votes  thaU  Thou  hear  in  the  mornina.^ 
Paalm  6. 


43. 

1  Lord  !  in  the  morning  thou  shalt  hear 

My  voice  ascending  high  ; 

To  thee  will  I  direct  my  prayer, 

To  thee  lift  up  mine  eye ; 

2  Up  to  the  hills  where  Christ  is  gone, 

To  plead  for  all  his  saints, 
Preseiiting  at  his  Father's  throne 
Our  songs  and  our  complaints. 

3  Thou  art  a  God  before  whose  sight 

The  wicked  shall  not  stand ; 

Sinners  shall  ne'er  be  thy  delight, 

Nor  dwell  at  thy  right  hand. 

4  But  to  thy  house  will  I  resort. 

To  taste  thy  mercies  there ; 
I  will  frequent  thy  holy  court. 
And  worship  in  thy  fear. 

5  Oh,  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  feet 

In  ways  of  nghteousness ! 
Make  every  path  of  duty  straight, 
And  plain  before  my  face. 


445. 


*  71^  Way,  and  the  TYuth,  and  the 
John  14: 6. 


1  Thou  art  the  Way :  to  thee  alone 
From  sin  and  death  we  flee ; 
And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek, 
Must  seek  him.  Lord,  by  thee. 
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2  Thou  art  the  Truth :  thy  word  alone 

True  wisdom  can  impart ; 
Thou  only  canst  instruct  the  mind, 
And  purify  the  heart 

3  Thou  art  the  Life :  the  rending  tomb 

Proclaims  thy  conquering  arm ; 
And  those  who  put  their  trust  in  thee 
Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life : 

Grant  us  to  know  that  Way ; 
That  Truth  to  keep,  that  Life  to  win, 
Which  leads  to  endless  day. 


-Owid  U>  1h^  ^rjfc."— Gen.  T:  1. 


529. 

1  Come  to  the  ark,  come  to  the  ark ; 

To  Jesus  come  away ; 
The  pestilence  walks  rorth  by  nighty 
The  arrow  flies  by  day. 

2  Come  to  the  ark :  the  waters  rise. 

The  seas  their  billows  rear ; 
While  darkness  gathers  o'er  Uie  skies. 
Behold  a  refuge  near ! 

3  Come  to  the  ark,  all,  all  that  weep 

Beneath  the  sense  of  sin : 
Without,  deep  calleth  unto  deep, 
But  all  is  peace  within. 

4  Come  to  the  ark,  ere  yet  the  flood 

Your  lingering  steps  oppose  ; 
Come,  for  the  door,  which  open  stood. 
Is  now  about  to  close. 

924.         "  ^«^  <»  ^  ligUr—X  John  1 :  T. 

1  Walk  in  the  lijrht !  so  shalt  thou  know 
That  fellowship  of  love 
His  Spirit  only  can  bestow, 
Who  reigns  in  light  above. 


2  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  own 

Thy  darkness  passed  away, 
Because  that  light  on  thee  hath  shone 
In  which  is  perfect  day. 

3  Walk  in  the  light !  and  cv'n  the  tomb 

No  fearful  shade  shall  wear  : 
Glory  shall  chase  away  its  gloom, 
For  Christ  hath  conquered  there  ! 

4  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thine  shall  be 

A  path,  though  thorny,  bright ; 
For  God,  by  grace,  shall  dwell  in  thee. 
And  God  himself  is  light ! 

1 08 T •  '^  Aappy  Home. 

1  Happy  the  home,  when  God  is  there. 

And  love  fills  every  breast ; 
Where  one  their  wish,   and  one  their 
prayer, 
And  one  their  heavenly  rest. 

2  Happy  the  home  where  Jesus*  name 

Is  sweet  to  every  ear ; 
Where  children  early  lisp  his  fame, 
And  parents  hold  him  dear. 

3  Happy  the  home  where  prayer  is  heard, 

And  praise  is  wont  to  rise ; 
Where  parents  love  the  sacred  word. 
And  live  but  for  the  skies. 

4  Lord !  let  us  in  our  homes  agree. 

This  blessed  peace  to  gain ; 

Unite  our  hearts  in  love  to  thee. 

And  love  to  all  will  reign. 

DoXOLOOT. 

LsT  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  adored, 
Where  tnere  are  works  to  make  him 
knowD-  fl^JlflHiki. 

Or  saints  ti  \ 
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**  Ohj  give  ihanka  urdo  the  Ood  of  gotW^ 
Pulm  186. 


1  Give  thanks  to  God  most  high. 

The  universal  Lord, 
Tlie  soverei^  King  of  kings ; 

And  be  his  name  adored : 
Thy  mercy,  Lord,      I  And  ever  sure 
Shall  still  endure,      |  Abides  thy  word, 

2  How  mighty  is  his  hand  I 

What  wonders  hath  he  done  I 
He  formed  the  earth  and  seas, 

And  spread  the  heavens  alone : 
His  power  and  grace  I  And  let  his  name 
Are  still  the  same ;    |  Have  endless  praise. 

3  He  saw  the  natibns  lie 

All  perishing  in  sin ; 
And  pitied  the  sad  state 

The  ruined  world  was  in : 
Thy  mercy.  Lord,      I  And  ever  sure 
Shall  still  endure ;     |  Abides  thy  word. 

4  He  sent  his  only  Son 

To  save  us  from  our  woe, 
From  Satan,  sin,  and  death, 

And  every  hurtful  foe  : 
His  power  and  grace  I  And  let  his  name 
Are  still  the  same ;    |  Have  endless  praise. 

5  Give  thanks  aloud  to  God, 

To  God,  the  heavenly  King ; 
And  let  the  spacious  earth 

His  works  and  glories  sing : 
Thy  *•  I  And  ever  sure 

£U  I  Abides  thy  word 


34:3      ^^^P<^***  to  the*"  JTeiD  Songr 

1  Shall  hymns  of  grateful  love 

Thro'  heaven's  high  arches  ring, 
And  all  the  hosts  above 

Their  songs  of  triumph  sing ; 
And  shall  not  we  take  up  the  strain, 
And  send  the  echo  back  again  ? 

2  Shall  they  adore  the  Lord, 

Who  bought  them  with  his  blood, 
And  all  the  love  record 

That  led  them  home  to  God  ; 
And  shall  not  we  take  up  the  strain, 
And  send  the  echo  back  again  ? 

3  Oh,  spread  the  joyful  sound ! 

The  Saviour's  love  proclaim ; 
And  publish  all  around 

Salvation  through  his  name  : 
Till  all  the  world  take  up  the  strain. 
And  send  the  echo  back  again  ! 

332.      **  3^  i>^*  </  -tow." 

1  Come,  every  pious  heart 

That  loves  the  Saviour's  name. 
Your  noblest  powers  exert 

To  celebrate  his  fame  : 
Tell  all  above,  and  all  below. 
The  debt  of  love  to  him  you  owe. 

2  He  left  his  starry  crown. 

And  laid  his  robes  aside ; 
On  wings  of  love  came  down. 

And  wept,  and  bled,  and  died ! 
What  he  endured,  oh,  who  can  tell  ? 
To  save  our  souls  from  death  and  hell ! 
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8  From  the  dark  grave  he  rose, 
The  mansion  of  the  dead ; 
And  thence  his  mighty  foes 
In  glorious  triumph  led  : 
Up  thro' the  sky  the  Conqu'ror  rode, 
And  reigns  on  high,  the  Saviour-God. 

4  From  thence  he  '11  quickly  come— 
His  chariot  will  not  stay — 
And  bear  our  spirits  home 
To  realms  of  endless  day : 
There  shall  we  see  his  lovely  face, 
And  ever  be  in  his  embrace. 


97. 


«^o/y,  holy,  holy.  Lord  God  Altnighiy,'^ 
£6^.15:8,4. 


1  O  HOLY,  holy  Lord, 

Creation's  sovereign  King, 
Thy  maiesty  adored. 

Let  all  thy  creatures  sing : 
Who  wast,  and  art,    I  Nor  time  shall  see 
And  art  to  be  ;  |  Thy  sway  depart. 

2  Great  are  thy  works  of  praise, 

O  God  of  boundless  might ! 
All  just  and  true  thy  ways, 

Thou  King  of  saints  in  light ! 
Let  all  above,  I  Conspire  to  show 

And  all  below  |  Thy  power  and  love. 

8  Who  shall  not  fear  thee.  Lord ! 

And  magnify  thy  name  ? 

Thy  judgments  sent  abroad 

Thy  holiness  proclaim : 

Nations  shall  throng  |  And  thee  adore, 

From  every  shore,     |  In  holy  song. 


4  While  all  the  powers  on  high 
Their  swelling  chorus  raise. 
Let  earth  and  man  reply. 
And  echo  back  thy  praise : 
Thy  glory  own,        I  God  ever  blest, 
First,  last,  and  best,  |  And  God  alone  I 


188. 


'^m  it  clothed  wUh  tfK^estyr 
Psalm  08. 


1  The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns; 

His  throne  is  built  on  high ; 
The  garments  he  assumes 

Are  light  and  majesty  : 
His  glories  shine  with  beams  so  bright. 
No  mortal  eye  can  bear  the  sight. 

2  The  thunders  of  his  hand 

Keep  the  wide  world  in  awe ; 
His  wrath  and  justice  stand 

To  guard  his  holy  law ; 
And  where  his  love  resolves  to  bless. 
His  truth  confirms  and  seals  the  grace. 

3  Through  all  his  ancient  works 

Surprising  wisdom  shines, 
Confounds  me  powers  of  hell, 

And  breaks  their  cursed  designs : 
Strong  is  his  arm,  and  shall  fulfill 
His  great  decrees,  his  sovereign  will. 

4  And  can  this  mighty  King 

Of  glory  condescend  ? 
And  will  he  write  his  name, 
"My  Father  and  my  Friend  ?" 
I  love  his  name ;  I  kMHikarord  : 


Join,allmypow( 
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^X*    Communion  with  ChriH  in  Worthip, 

1  Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  begone ! 
Let  my  religious  noura  alone : 

Fain  would  mine  eyes  my  Saviour  see ; 
I  wait  a  visit,  Lord,  from  thee. 

2  My  heart  grows  warm  with  holy  fire, 
And  kindles  with  a  pure  desire : 
Come,  my  dear  Jesus  !  from  above. 
And  feed  my  soul  with  heavenly  love. 

3  Blest  Saviour !  what  delicious  fare. 
How  sweet  thine  entertainments  are ! 
Never  did  angels  taste,  above. 
Redeeming  grace  and  dying  love. 

4  Hail,  great  Immanucl,  all  divine  ! 
In  thee  thy  Father's  glories  shine  : 
Thou  brightest,  sweetest,  fairest  One 
That  eyes  have  seen,  or  angels  known ! 

*♦  Thou  art  my  (rocf."— P«alm  88. 


45. 

1  Great  God,  indulge  my  humble  claim ; 

Thou  art  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  rest ; 
The  glories  that  compose  thy  name 
Stand  all  engaged  to  make  me  blest. 

2  Thou  great  and  good,  thou  just  and  wise, 

Thou  art  my  Father  and  my  God ; 
And  I  am  thine,  by  sacred  ties — 

Thy  son,  thy  servant,  bought  with  blood. 
8  With  heart  and  eyes,  and  lifted  hands. 

For  thee  I  lon^,  to  thee  I  look ; 
As  travelers,  in  £irsty  lands. 

Pant  for  the  cooling  water  brook. 

4  With  early  feet  I  love  t'  appear 

Among  thy  saints,  and  seek  thy  face ; 
Oft  have  I  seen  thy  glory  there. 

And  felt  the  power  of  sovereign  grace. 

5  I'll  lift  my  hands,  I'll  raise  my  voice, 
^J^ile  I  have  breath  to  pray  or  praise ; 
^^''^^•^  shall  make  my  heart  rejoice, 

^  the  remnant  of  my  days. 

"<•  nug  to  AiNON,  eointn«noe  tho  fifth 


68»  *" Abide  with  %ur 

1  SuK  of  my  soul !  thou  Saviour  dear. 
It  is  not  night  if  thou  be  near : 

Oh,  may  no  earth-bom  cloud  arise 
To  hide  thee  from  thy  servant's  eyes ! 

2  When  soft  the  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought, — ^how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  my  Saviour's  breast ! 

3  Abide  with  me  from  mom  till  eve, 
For  without  thee  I  can  not  live ; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 

4  Be  near  to  bless  me  when  I  wake. 

Ere  through  the  world  my  way  I  take ; 
Abide  with  me  till  in  thy  love 
I  lose  myself  in  heaven  above. 


'*  IwlU  holh  lay  mo  down  in  peace  and  xteofK* 


71. 

1  Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on  ; 
Thus  far  his  power  prolongs  my  days ; 

And  every  evening  shall  make  known 
Some  fresh  memorial  of  his  grace. 

2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste, 
And  I,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home ; 

But  he  forgives  my  follies  past : 

He  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come. 

3  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep ; 
Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head ; 

While  well-appointed  angels  keep 
Their  watcnful  stations  round  my  bed. 

4  Faith  in  thy  name  forbids  my  fear ; 
Oh,  may  thy  presence  ne'er  depart ! 

And  in  the  morning  make  me  hear 
The  love  and  kindness  of  thy  heart 

5  Thus,  when  the  night  of  death  shall  come. 
My  flesh  shall  rest  beneath  the  ground, 

And  wait  thy  voice  to  rouse  my  tomb, 
With  sweet  salvation  in  the  sound, 
stonsa  with  the  Moond  part  of  tho  tone. 
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X  b  O.    "  ^  fff^i  ^  BU  mercy.**— PBAlm  108. 

1  The  Lord !  how  wondrons  are  his  ways ! 
How   firm   his   truth!     how  large   his 

grace ! 
He  takes  his  mercy  for  his  throne, 
And  thence  he  m^es  his  glories  known. 

2  Not  half  so  high  his  power  hath  spread 
The  starry  heavens  above  our  head, 
As  his  rich  love  exceeds  our  praise, 
Exceeds  the  highest  hopes  we  raise. 

3  Not  half  so  far  has  nature  placed 
The  rising  morning  from  tne  west, 
As  his  forgiving  grace  removes 
The  daily  guilt  of  those  he  loves. 

4  How  slowly  doth  his  wrath  arise ! 
On  swifter  wings  salvation  flies : 
Or,  if  he  lets  his  anger  bum. 
How  soon  his  frowns  to  pity  turn ! 

5  His  everlasting  love  is  sure 

To  all  his  saints,  and  shall  endure ; 
From  age  to  age  his  truth  shall  reign, 
Nor  children's  children  hope  in  vain. 


961. 


"  While  IUv4  wiU  Ipraiu  Vi6  Lord,^ 
Psalm  146. 


1  God  of  my  life !  through  all  ray  days 
My  grateful  powers  shall   sound    thy 

praise; 
The  song  shall  wake  with  opening  light. 
And  warble  to  the  silent  night 

2  When  anxious  care  would  break  my  rest, 
And  grief  would  tearmy  throbbingbreast. 
Thy  tuneful  praiaes  raised  on  higli, 
Shall  check  the  mnrmar  and  the  sigh. 


3  When  death  o'er  nature  shall  prevail. 
And  all  my  powers  of  language  fail, 
Joy  through  my  swimming  eyes  shall 

break. 
And  mean  the  thanks  I  can  not  speak. 

4  But,  oh  I  when  that  last  conflict 's  o'er, 
And  I  am  chained  to  flesh  no  more. 
With  what  glad  accents  shall  I  rise 
To  join  the  music  of  the  skies ! 


Xov«  of  Ood  seen  in  the  Seaeons. 


1151. 

1  Our  Helper,  God !  we  bless  thy  name, 
The  same  thy  power,  thy  grace  the  same ; 
The  tokens  of  thy  loving  care 

Open  and  crown  and  close  the  year. 

2  Amid  ten  thousand  snares  we  stand. 
Supported  by  thy  guardian  hand  ; 
And  see,  when  wo  survey  our  ways, 
Ten  thousand  monuments  of  praise. 

3  Thus  far  thine  arm  hath  led  us  on  ; 
Thus  far  we  make  thy  mercy  known; 
And,  while  we  tread  this  desert  land, 
New  mercies  shall  new  songs  demand. 

4  Our  grateful  souls  on  Jordan's  shore 
Shall  raise  one  sacred  pillar  more ; 
Then  bear,  in  thy  bright  courts  above. 
Inscriptions  of  immortal  love. 


DOXOLOOY. 

Praise  God,  from  whom 

flow! 
Praise  him,  all  creatmrep 
Praise  him  afeo^^^'^<^\s 
Pra\«e  ¥«L\)[i^T^  ^xv^  Wi 


on  ^^i^sings 
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Ot/«        The  Day  qf  Chritte  BMVfTscUon, 

1  Blest  morning  !  whose  young  dawning 

rays 
Beheld  our  rising  God ; 
That  saw  him  triumph  o^er  tho  dust, 
And  leave  his  darK  abode. 

2  In  the  cold  prison  of  a  tomb 

The  great  Redeemer  lay. 
Till  the  revolving  skies  had  brought 

Tho  third,  th'  appointed  day. 
8  Hell  and  the  grave  unite  their  forco 

To  hold  our  God,  in  vain ; 
The  sleeping  Conqueror  arose, 

And  burst  their  feeble  chain. 

4  To  thy  great  name,  almighty  Lord, 

These  sacred  hours  we  pay ; 
And  loud  hosannas  shall  proclaim 
The  triumph  of  the  day. 

5  Salvation  and  immortal  praise 

To  our  victorious  King ! 
Let  heaven,  and  earth,  and  rocks,  and  seas, 
With  glad  hosannas  ring. 

Xi  U,  Oondeteention'iif  €Ml,'~PatL\m  9. 

1  O  THOU,  to  whom  all  creatures  bow 

Within  this  earthly  frame. 
Through  all  the  world,  how  great  art  thou ! 
How  glorious  is  thy  name  ! 

2  When  heaven,  thy  beauteous  work  on 

high, 
Employs  my  wondering  sight ; 
The  moon  that  nightly  rmes  the  sky, 
With  stars  of  feebler  light ; — 
8  Lord,  what  is  man,  that  thou  shouldst 
dei^ 
To  bear  nim  in  thy  mind  I 
'^  — *"^  hiB  race,  that  thou  shouldst 
ove 
«o  wondrous  kind  I 


4  O  thou,  to  whom  all  creatures  bow. 
Within  this  earthly  frame ; 
Through  all  the  world,  how  great  art 
thou ! 
How  glorious  is  thy  name ! 


••  Zo  /  Icomsr—Pulm  40. 


259. 

1  O  Lord,  how  infinite  thy  love  I 

How  wondrous  are  thy  ways ! 
Let  earth  beneath,  and  heaven  above, 
Combine  to  sing  thy  praise. 

2  Man  in  immortal  beauty  shone. 

Thy  noblest  work  below ; 
Too  soon  by  sin  made  heir  alone 
To  death  and  endless  woe. 

3  Then,  "  Lo  I  I  come,"  the  Saviour  said ; 

Oh,  be  his  name  adored, 
Who,  with  his  blood,  our  ransom  paid, 
And  life  and  bliss  restored  I 

4  O  Lord,  how  infinite  thy  love ! 

How  wondrous  are  thy  ways ! 
Let  earth  beneath,  and  heaven  above. 
Combine  to  sing  thy  praise. 


,**Iam  not  ashamed  qfihe  gospel  of  ChrieL^ 


799 

1  Dear  Lord,  and  will  thy  pardoning  lovo 

Embrace  a  wretch  so  vile  ? 
Wilt  thou  my  load  of  guilt  remove. 
And  bless  me  with  thy  smile ! 

2  Hast  thou  the  cross  for  me  endured, 

And  suffered  all  my  shame  ? 

And  shall  I  be  ashamed,  O  Lord, 

To  own  thy  precious  name  ? 

3  No,  Lord,  I  'm  not  ashamed  of  thee, 

Nor  of  thy  cross  and  death : 
Oh,  do  not  be  ashamed  of  me, 
When  I  resign  my  breath ! 

4  Be  thou  my  Shield,  be  thou  my  Sun ! 

Oh,  guide  mc  all  my  days ; 
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And  let  my  feet  with  joy  run  on 
In  thy  delightful  ways ! 

825. 


And  Itcill  praUe  Thy  name  for  ever  and 


raUe  Thy 
r."— Psnk 


ml46. 

1  Long  as  I  live,  I  Ml  bless  thy  name, 

My  King,  my  God  of  love ; 
My  work  and  joy  shall  be  the  same 
In  the  bright  world  above. 

2  Great  is  the  Lord,  his  power  unknown, 

Oh,  let  his  praise  be  great ! 
1 11  sing  the  honors  of  thy  throne ; 
Thy  works  of  grace  repeat. 

3  Thy  grace  shall  dwell  upon  my  tongue ; 

And  while  my  lips  rejoice, 
The  men  who  hear  my  sacred  song, 
Shall  join  their  cheerful  voice. 

4  Fathers  to  sons  shall  teach  thy  name. 

And  children  learn  thy  ways : 

Ages  to  come  thy  truth  proclaim, 

And  nations  sound  thy  praise. 

882. 

1 


>*  Neither  ehall  arw  man  pluck  tkem  out  qf 


anvf 
my  futnar^John  10 :  28. 

Firm  as  the  earth  thy  Gospel  stands, 
My  Lord,  mj  Hope,  my  Trust ! 

Jf  I  am  found  m  Jesus*  hands. 
My  soul  can  ne'er  be  lost. 

2  His  honor  is  engaged  to  save 

The  meanest  of  his  sheep ; 
All  whom  his  heavenly  Father  gave, 
His  hands  securely  keep. 

3  Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  e'er  remove 

His  favorites  from  his  breast ; 
Safe  in  the  bosom  of  his  love 
They  must  for  ever  rest. 

1 0 7  O.  **^^^  ««^  <*«  «'•*  <»/ ^  tfrength,'* 

1  O  THOU  whose  own  vast  temple  stands, 
Built  over  earth  and  sea. 


Accept  the  walls  that  human  hands 
Have  raised  to  worship  thee ! 

2  Lord,  from  thine  inmost  glory  send, 

Witliin  these  courts  to  bide, 
The  peace  that  dwelleth  without  end 
Serenely  by  thy  side  I 

3  May  erring  minds  that  worship  here 

Be  taught  the  better  way  ; 
And  they  who  mourn,  and  they  who  fear, 
Be  strengthened  as  they  pray. 

4  May  faith  grow  firm,   and  love  grow 

warm. 
And  pure  devotion  rise. 
While  round  these  hallowed  walls  the 

storm 
Of  earth-bom  passion  dies. 

1 1  1  O  •  "  Our/athera  hate  told  im."— Psalm  44. 

1  O  Lord,  our  fathers  oft  have  tokl, 

In  our  attentive  ears, 
Thy  wonders  in  their  days  perfonned, 
And  elder  times  than  theirs. 

2  For,  not  their  courage,  nor  their  sword 

To  them  salvation  gave ; 
Nor  strength  that  from  unequal  force 
Their  feinting  troops  could  save. 

3  But  thy  right  hand  and  powerful  arm. 

Whose  succor  they  implored ; 

Thy  presence  with  the  chosen  race. 

Who  thy  great  name  adored. 

4  As  thee,  their  God,  our  fathers  owned, 

Thou  art  our  sovereign  King : 
Oh,  therefore,  as  thou  didst  to  them. 
To  us  deliverance  bring  I 

5  To  thee  the  triumph  we  ascribe, 

From  whom  tbe  eq||MMMP®» 
In  God  we  will  ] 
And  ever  bleMf^ 
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*Letut  ffo  into  the  Aom«  of  the  Lord.'' 
Psalm  183. 


1  How  pleased  and  blest  was  I 
To  hear  the  people  cry, 

•*  Come,  let  us  seek  our  God  to-day ! " 

Yes,  with  a  cheerful  zeal 

We  haste  to  Zion's  hill, 
And  there  our  vows  and  honors  pay. 

2  Zion,  thrice  happy  place, 
Adorned  with  wondrous  grace, 

And  walls  of  strength  embrace  Uiee  round ! 
In  thee  our  tribes  appear 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  hear 

The  sacred  QospePs  joyful  sound. 

3  May  peace  attend  thy  gate, 
And  joy  within  thee  wait 

To  bless  the  soul  of  every  guest : 

The  man  who  seeks  my  peace, 
And  wishes  thine  increase, 

A  thousand  blessings  on  him  rest ! 

4  My  tongue  repeats  her  vows, 

**  Peace  to  this  sacred  house !  ^ 
For  here  my  friends  and  kindred  dwell ; 
And  since  my  glorious  God 
Makes  thee  his  blest  abode, 
My  soul  shall  ever  love  thee  well 


121. 


*  Jehovah  reifftu.'^ 


1  Tbb  Lord  Jehovah  reigns, 
And  royal  state  maintains, 
His  head  with  awful  glories  crowned ; 


Arrayed  in  robes  of  light, 
Begirt  with  sovereign  might, 
And  rays  of  majesty  around. 

2  Upheld  by  thy  commands, 
The  world  securely  stands, 

And  skies  and  stars  obey  thy  word : 
Thy  throne  was  fixed  on  high 
Before  the  starry  sky : 

Eternal  is  thy  kingdom,  Lord ! 

3  Let  floods  and  nations  rage, 
And  all  their  powers  engage ; 

Let  swelling  tides  assault  the  s^  : 
The  terrors  of  thy  fix)wn 
Shall  beat  their  madness  down  : 

Thy  throne  for  ever  stands  on  high. 

4  Thy  promises  are  true ; 
Thy  grace  is  ever  new ; 

There  fixed,  thy  church  shall  ne'er  remove : 

Thy  saints,  with  holy  fear, 

Shall  in  thy  courts  appear, 
And  sing  thine  everlasting  love. 

860.     ChrUtian  Coneonf.-Pflalm  188. 

1  How  pleasant  'tis  to  see 
Kindred  and  friends  agree, — 

Each  in  his  proper  station  move, 
And  each  fulfill  his  part. 
With  sympathizing  heart. 

In  all  the  cares  of  life  and  love  I 

2  Like  fruitful  showers  of  rain, 
That  water  all  the  plain, 

Descending  from  the  neighboring  hills, 
Such  streams  of  pleasure  roll 
Through  every  friendly  soul, 

Where  love,  like  heavenly  dew,  distillft. 
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110.  "/VoiM  y«  £Rm»  otf  mMhasUr-Tsalm  148. 

1  BsoiN,  my  soul,  th'  exalted  lay ; 
Let  each  enraptured  thought  obey, 

And  praise  th'  Almighty's  name : 
Lo!  heaven  and  earth,  and  seas  and  skies, 
In  one  melodious  concert  rise, 

To  swell  th'  inspiring  theme. 

2  Te  angels,  catch  the  thrilling  sound. 
While  all  th'  adoring  throngs  around 

His  boundless  mercy  sing : 
Let  every  listening  saint  above 
Wake  all  the  tuneful  soul  of  love. 

And  touch  the  sweetest  string. 

3  Let  every  element  rejoice ; 

Ye  thunders,  burst  with  awful  voice 

To  him  who  bids  you  roll : 
His  praise  in  softer  notes  declare, 
Each  whispering  breeze  of  yielding  air, 
And  breathe  it  to  the  soul. 

4  Wake,  all  ye  soaring  throngs,  and  sing ; 
Ye  feathered  warblers  of  the  spring. 

Harmonious  anthems  raise 
To  him  who  shaped  your  finer  mold, 
Who  tipped  your  glittering  wings  with 
gold, 

And  toned  your  voice  to  praise. 

5  Let  man,  by  nobler  passions  swayed, 
Let  man,  in  God's  own  ima^e  made, 

Hk  teesUi  in  praise  employ ; 


Spread  wide  his  Maker's  name  around, 
While  heaven's  broad  arch  rings  back 
the  sound, — 
The  song  of  holy  joy  I 

0  i7  !/•    SattU-Song  qf  the  RtformatUm, 

1  Fear  not,  O  little  flock,  the  foe 
Who  madly  seeks  your  overthrow  ; 

Dread  not  his  rage  and  power  : 
AVhattho' jour  courage  sometimes  faints! 
This  seemmg  triumph  o'er  God's  saints 

Lasts  but  a  little  nour. 

2  Fear  not !  be  strong !  your  cause  belongs 
To  him  who  can  avenge  your  wrongs ; 

Leave  all  to  him,  your  Lord  : 
Though  hidden  yet  mm  mortal  eyes. 
Salvation  shall  for  you  arise  : 

He  girdeth  on  his  sword  I 

3  As  sure  as  God's  own  promise  stands. 
Not  earth,  nor  hell,  with  all  their  bands, 

Against  us  shall  prevail : 
The  Lord  shall  mock  them  from   his 

throne ; 
God  is  with  us,  we  are  his  own ; 

Our  vict'ry  can  not  £ul  I 

4  Amen !  Lord  Jesus,  grant  our  prayer : 
Great  Captain !  now  thine  arm  make  bare. 

Thy  cnurch  with 
So  shall  all  saints  and 
A  joyfiil  chorus  to 

Through  ages  wi 


i  strengt^pfend : 
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lAQ     **  7b-day,  if  y6  will  hear  HU  voiced 

1  Come,  let  our  voices  join  to  raise 
A  sacred  song  of  solemn  praise  : 
God  is  a  sovereign  King ;  rehearse 
His  honors  in  exalted  verse. 

2  Come,  let  our  souls  address  the  Lord, 
Who  framed  our  natures  with  his  word : 
He  is  our  Shepherd,  we  the  sheep 

His  mercy  chose,  his  pastures  keep. 

3  Come,  let  us  hear  his  voice  to-day ; 
The  counsels  of  his  love  obey ; 
Nor  let  our  hardened  hearts  renew 
The  sins  and  plagues  that  Israel  knew. 

4  Seize  the  kind  promise  while  it  waits, 
And  march  to  Zion's  heavenly  gates : 
Believe,  and  take  the  promised  rest ; 
Obey,  and  be  for  ever  West. 

m"  WMU  lUvewm  IpraUe  the  LordP 
Psalm  14^ 

1  Praisb  ye  the  Lord  I  my  heart  shall  join 
In  work  so  pleasant,  so  divine  : 

My  dajTs  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  passed, 
While  life,  and  thought^  and  being  last. 

2  Happy  the  man,  whose  hopes  rely 
On  Israel's  God :  he  made  the  s^, 
And  earth,  and  seas,  with  all  their  train ; 
And  none  shall  find  his  promise  vain. 

3  His  truth  for  ever  stands  secure ; 

He  saves  th'  oppressed,  he  feeds  the  poor; 
He  helps  the  stranger  in  distress. 
The  widow  and  the  &therless. 

4  He  loves  his  saints,  he  knows  them  well, 
But  turns  the  wicked  down  to  hell : 
Thy^  God,  O  Zion,  ever  reigns ; 
Prase  him  in  everlasting  strains. 

"^Cik^UMi  mm  wwOdpraiH  tt«  lardM 
MU  Qoodneu  T— nalm  107. 

to  God ;  he  reigns  above ; 
\  thoughts,  his  name  is  love : 


His  mercy  ages  past  have  known, 
And  ages  long  to  come  shall  own. 

2  Let  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord 
The  wonders  of  his  grace  record ; 
Israel,  the  nation,  whom  he  chose, 
And  rescued  from  their  mighty  foes. 

3  He  feeds  and  clothes  us  all  the  way, 
He  guides  our  footsteps  lest  we  stray ; 
He  guards  us  with  a  powerful  hand. 
And  brings  us  to  the  heavenly  land. 

4  Oh,  let  the  saints  with  joy  record 
The  truth  and  goodness  of  the  Lord  ! 
How  great  his  works !  how  kind  his  ways ! 
Let  every  tongue  pronounce  his  praise. 

X  0  I  ,  Providwee  and  Oracs  qf  Ood.— Psalm  ZO. 

1  High  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God ! 

Thy  goodness  in  full  glory  shines ; 

Thy  truth  shall  break  thro'  every  cloud 

That  vails  and  darkens  thy  designs. 

2  For  ever  firm  thy  justice  stands, 

As  mountains  their  foundations  keep : 
Wise  are  the  wonders  of  thy  hands ; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep. 

3  My  God,  how  excellent  thy  grace ! 

Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort 
springs; 
The  sons  of  Adam,  in  distress, 
Fly  to  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 

4  From  the  provisions  of  thy  house 

We  shall  be  fed  with  sweet  repast ; 
There,  mercy,  like  a  river,flows. 
And  brings  salvation  to  our  taste. 

6  Life,  like  a  fountain,  rich  and  free, 

S|pnng8  fit)m  the  presence  of  my  Lord ; 
And  in  thy  light  our  souls  shall  sec 
The  glories  promised  in  thy  word. 
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t:0«  '^  Morwtng  Saeri/tce. 

1  Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 
Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run ; 
Shake  off  duff  sloth,  and  joyful  rise 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 

2  Awake,  lift  up  thyself  my  heart, 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part^ 
Wlio  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praises  to  th^etemal  King. 

3  Glory  to  thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refreshed  me  while  I  slept ; 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  life  partake. 

4  Lord,  I  my  vows  to  thee  renew : 
Scatter  my  sins  as  morning  dew ; 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will. 
And  with  thyself  my  spirit  fill. 

5  Direct,  control,  suggest,  this  day. 
All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say ; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  mighty 
In  thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

OO,  **2Rde  ms  und^  the  shadow  qf  Thy  teingB.^ 

1  Globy  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night. 
For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light : 
Keep  me,  oh,  keep  me.  King  of  kings, 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  wings. 

2  Forgive  me.  Lord !  thro'  thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  which  I  this  day  have  done ; 
That  with  the  world,  myself,  and  thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

3  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
Tlie  grave  as  little  as  my  bed ; 
Teach  me  to  die,  that  so  I  may 
Rise  glorious  at  ihy  judgment  day. 

4  Bo  thou  my  guardian  while  I  sleep. 
Thy  watchful  station  near  me  keep ; 
My  heart  with  love  celestial  fill. 

And  guard  me  from  th'  approach  of  ill. 
4 


5  Lord,  let  my  soul  for  ever  share 
The  bliss  of  thy  paternal  care ! 

'T  is  heaven  on  earth,  't  is  heaven  above, 
To  see  thy  face,  and  sing  thy  love. 

6  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow ; 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Iloly  Ghost. 

0  4  •        **-BW  tM  att  depart  in  peace."* 

1  Dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing.  Lord ;. 
IIclp  us  to  feed  upon  thy  word ; 
All  that  has  been  amiss,  forgive. 
And  let  thy  truth  within  us  live. 

2  Though  we  are  guilty,  thou  art  go€>d:' 
Wash  all  our  works  in  Jesus*  blood ; 
Give  every  burdened  soul  release, 
And  bid  us  all  depart  in  peace 

1  ^  n     **  '^^^  '^  anger,  and pleniemu  in.  fnercy.'" 
J-UV.  Psalm  108. 

1  My  soul,  inspired  with  sacred  love, 

God's  holy  name  for  ever  bles» ! 
Of  all  his  favors  mindful  prove. 

And  still  thy  grateful  thanks  express. 

2  The  Lord  abounds  with  tender  love. 

And  unexampled  acts  of  grace ; 
His  wakened  wrath  doth  slowly  move,, 
His  willing  mercy  flies  apace. 

3  As  high  as  heaven  its  arcB  extends 

Above  this  little  spot  of  clay, 
So  much  his  boundless  grace  transcend.^. 
The  best  obedience  we  can  pay. 

4  As  far  as  't  is  from  east  to  west^ 

So  far  has  he  our  sins  removed. 
Who,  with  a  fathers  tender  breast. 
Has  such  as  fear  him  always  loved. 

5  Let  QY^ry  creature  ioia  to  bless 

The  mighty  Lordjj|A||ttL  my  heai  t; 
With  grateful  joy'*^^^^^    T^resa^ 
And  in  th\%  coi  -^ 
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1  Q  ""Beautiful /or  aituaHon,  Visjoyoftht  lehole 

1  Far  as  thy  name  is  known, 

The  world  declares  thy  praise ; 
Thy  saints,  O  Lord,  before  thy  throne, 
Their  songs  of  honor  raise. 

2  With  joy  thy  people  stand 

On  Zion's  chosen  hill. 
Proclaim  the  wonders  of  thy  hand, 
And  counsels  of  thy  will. 

8  Let  strangers  walk  around 
The  city  where  we  dwell, 
Compass  and  view  thine  holy  ground, 
And  mark  the  building  well — 

4  The  order  of  thy  house, 

The  worship  of  thy  court, 
The  cheerful  songs,  the  solemn  vows ; 
And  make  a  fair  report. 

5  How  decent,  and  how  wise ! 

How  glorious  to  behold ! 
Beyond  the  pomp  that  charms  the  eyes, 
And  rites  adorned  with  gold. 

6  The  God  we  worship  now 

Will  guide  us  till  we  die  ; 
Will  be  our  God,  while  here  below, 
And  ours  above  the  sky. 


**  IToto  beauUfUl  upon  the  mountaini.^ 
Isaiah  02:  7. 


1062. 

1  How  beauteous  are  their  feet 

Who  stand  on  Zion's  hill ! 
Who  bring  salvation  on  their  tongues. 
And  words  of  peace  reveal. 

2  How  charming  is  their  voice  I 
How  sweet  the  tidings  are ! — 

'^Zion,  behold  thy  Saviour  King! 
**      "     \  find  triumphs  here." 

our  ean^ 
ioyfiil  Boondt 


Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for. 
And  sought,  but  never  found  1 
4  How  blessed  are  our  eyes. 

That  see  this  heavenly  light ! 
Prophets  and  kings  desired  it  long^ 
But  died  without  the  sight. 
6  The  watchmen  join  their  voice. 
And  tuneful  notes  employ ; 
Jerusalem  breaks  forth  in  songs. 
And  deserts  learn  the  joy. 
6  The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 
Through  all  the  earth  abroad : 
Let  every  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 

1  ft  9^7      **  ^^  Head-gtons  ofVucomtr,^ 
XU^/  I  •  Psalm  118. 

1  See  what  a  living  stone 

The  builders  did  refuse ! 
Yet  God  hath  built  his  church  thereon. 
In  spite  of  envious  Jews. 

2  The  scribe  and  angry  priest 

Reject  thine  only  Son  ; 
Tet  on  this  rock  shall  Zion  rest. 
As  the  chief  comer-stone. 

3  The  work,  O  Lord,  is  thine. 

And  wondrous  in  our  eyes : 
This  day  declares  it  all  divine ; 
This  day  did  Jesus  rise. 

4  This  is  the  glorious  day 

That  our  Redeemer  made : 
Let  us  rejoice,  and  sing,  and  pray ; 
Let  all  the  church  be  glad. 

5  Hosanna  to  the  King, 

Of  David's  royal  blood ! 
Bless  him,  ye  saints !  he  comes  to  bring 
Salvation  from  your  God. 

6  We  bless  thine  holy  word, 

Which  all  this  grace  displays. 
And  offer  on  thine  altar,  Ix>ra, 
Our  Bacrifice  of  praise. 
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X  O  •  •  ^^'^^  preaent  every  where. 

1  God  of  almighty  power, 

How  glorious  are  thy  ways ! 
Angels  thy  majesty  adore, 
All  creatures  speak  thy  praise. 

2  Wherever  earth  is  fair, 

Or  brighter  worlds  extend. 
Almighty  Sovereign !  thou  art  there. 
Creation's  Lord  and  Friend. 

3  And  where  the  stars  are  not. 

Nor  sun  hath  ever  shone, 
Beyond  the  flight  of  human  thought, 
There  thou  art  God  alone. 

4  Heaven  is  thy  glorious  throne. 

Earth  docs  thy  footstool  seem ; 
But  souls  redeemed  thou  lov'st  to  own 
Thy  richer  diadem. 

5  And,  while  they  bless  thy  name, 

Hell  trembles  at  thy  rod : 
Earth,  heaven,  and  hell,  thy  power  pro- 
claim ; 
All  things  proclaim  thee  God  I 


GOLDEN  HILL.    S.  M. 


1  1  OQ     "  7%ou  ehalt  orUe^  and  have  mercy  v/xm 

1  0  Lord  out  God  I  arise ; 

The  cause  of  truth  maintain ; 
And  wide  o'er  all  the  peopled  world 
Extend  her  blessed  reign. 

2  Thou  Prince  of  life  1  arise, 

Nor  let  thy  glory  cease ; 
Far  spread  the  conquests  of  thy  grace. 
And  bless  the  earth  with  peace. 

3  Thou  Holy  Ghost!  arise. 

Extend  thy  healing  wing, 
And  o'er  a  dark  and  ruined  world 
Let  light  and  order  spring. 

4  O  all  ye  nations !  rise, — 

To  God,  the  Saviour,  sing ; 
From  shore  to  shore,  from  earth  to  heaven. 
Let  echomg  anthems  ring ! 

DOXOLOOY. 

The  Father  and  the  Son 

And  Spirit  we  adore ; 
We  praise,  we  bless,  we  worship  thee, 

Both  now  and  evermore  ! 
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"/  wiU  lov6  The^  O  Lord,  my  eirengthT 
Paalra  18. 


209. 

1  Thee  will  I  love,  O  God,  and  own 
My  stren^  is  in  thine  arm  alone. 
Jehovah  w  my  rock,  my  tower, 
My  Saviour  in  the  darkest  hour ; 

My  God,  my  strength,  my  confidence, 
My  buckler,  helm,  and  high  defense : 
On  him  I  call,  and  bless  his  name ; 
Ne'er  shall  my  hope  be  put  to  shame. 

2  With  forms  of  death  on  every  side. 
Beset  with  foes,  my  courage  died ; 
Hell  compassed  me  with  horrors  dread. 
The  snares  of  death   were   round  me 

spread : 
In  my  distress  to  God  I  prayed, 
I  called  upon  my  God  for  aid ; 
He  heard  my  cry ;  it  reached  his  throne : 
Thee  will  I  love,  O  God,  alone. 


*^BU98ed  are  they  thai  dwell  inThy  houee.^ 
Paalzn  84 


14. 

1  How  pleasant,  how  divinely  fair, 

O  Lord  of  hosts,  thy  dwellings  arc ! 
With  long  desire  my  spirit  faints. 
To  meet  th'  assemblies  of  thy  saints. 

2  My  flesh  would  rest  in  thine  abode ; 
My  panting  heart  cries  out  for  God : 
My  God!  my  King!  why  should  I  bo 
So  &T  from  all  my  joys  and  thee! 


3  Blest  arc  the  saints,  who  sit  on  high, 
Around  thy  throne  above  the  sky : 
Thy  brightest  glories  shine  above, 
And  all  their  work  is  praise  and  love. 

4  Blest  are  the  souls,  who  find  a  place 
Within  the  temple  of  thy  grace ; 
There  they  behold  thy  gentler  rays, 
And  seek  thy  face,  and  learn  thy  praise. 

5  Blest  are  the  men  whose  hearts  arc  set 
To  find  the  way  to  Zion's  gate  : 

God  is  their  strength ;  and  thro'  the  road 
They  lean  upon  their  helper,  God. 

0  Cheerful  tney  walk  with  growing  strength, 
Till  all  shall  meet  in  heaven  at  length ; 
Till  all  before  thy  face  appear. 
And  join  in  nobler  worship  there. 


Joy  in  the  Ifoitee  of  God.—'Petiim  81 


15. 

1  Great  God,  attend,  while  Zion  sings 
The  joy  that  from  thy  presence  springs ! 
To  spend  one  day  with  thee  on  earth. 
Exceeds  a  thousand  days  of  mirth. 

2  Miirht  I  enjoy  the  meanest  place 
Within  thy  house,  O  God  of  grace, 
Not  tents  of  case,  nor  thrones  of  power 
Should  tempt  my  feet  to  leave  thy  door. 
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3  God  is  our  sun — ho  makes  our  day ; 
God  is  our  shield — ho  guards  our  way 
From  all  th'  assaults  of  hell  and  sin, 
From  foes  without  and  foes  within. 

4  All  needful  grace  will  God  bestow, 
And  crown  that  grace  with  glory,  too ; 
He  gives  us  all  things,  and  withholds 
No  real  good  from  upright  souls. 

5  O  God,  our  King,  whose  sovereign  sway 
The  glorious  host  of  heaven  obey. 
Display  thy  grace,  exert  thy  power, 
Till  all  on  earth  thy  name  adore  I 

30.  ""WhoiathU  King  of  gloryr-V^m  84. 

1  Oh,  hallowed  is  the  land  and  blest, 
"Where  Christ,  the  Ruler,  is  confessed  I 
Oh,  happy  hearts  and  happy  liomes, 
To  whom  the  great  Redeemer  comes ! 

2  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  mighty  gates ! 
Behold,  the  King  of  glory  waits : 
The  King  of  kings  is  drawing  near ; 
The  Saviour  of  the  world  is  here. 

3  Fling  wide  the  portals  of  your  heart : 
Make  it  a  temple  set  apart 

From  earthly  use  for  heaven's  employ. 
Adorned  with  prayer,  and  love,  and  joy. 

4  Redeemer,  come  !  I  open  wide 

My  soul  to  thee  ;  here.  Lord,  abide ! 
Thankful  and  glad  my  song  I  raise, 
And  give  to  thee  a  life  of  praise. 


*  Before  JehcmfCe  awful  Mron«.**— Psdm  100. 


33. 

1  Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne, 
Ye  nations,  bow  with  sacred  joy : 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone ; 
He  can  create,  and  he  destroy. 


2  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid. 

Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us  men ; 
And  when,  like   wand'ring    sheep,  wc 
strayed. 
He  brought  us  to  his  fold  again. 

3  Wc  are  his  people,  we  his  care, 

Our  souls,  and  all  our  mortal  frame : 
What  lasting  honors  shall  we  rear. 
Almighty  Maker,  to  thy  name  ? 

4  We'll  crowd  thy  gates  with  thankful 

songs, 
High  as  the  heaven  our  voices  raise ; 
And  earth,  with  her  ten  thousand  tongues, 
Shall   fill   thy  courts  with   mounding 

praise. 

5  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command. 

Vast  as  eternity,  thy  love  : 
Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  shall  stand. 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move. 

•  1 7     "  ^*»  "^^Q  «*»^  ^  ^ord  a  new  wng. 
^  •  •  Psalm  M. 

1  Unto  the  Lord,  unto  the  Lord, 

Oh,  sing  a  new  and  jojful  song ! 
Declare  his  glory,  tell  abroad 
The  wonders  that  to  him  belong. 

2  For  he  is  great,  for  he  is  ^reat ; 

Above  all  gods  his  throne  is  raised ; 
He  reigns  in  majesty  and  state. 

In  strength  and  beauty  is  he  praised. 

3  Give  to  the  Lord,  give  to  the  Lord 

The  glory  due  unto  his  name ; 
Enter  his  courts  with  sweet  accord  ; 
In  songs  of  joy  his  grace  proclaim. 

4  For  lo !  he  comes,  for  lo !  he  comes 

To  judge  the  earth  iJliB|l^id  love : 
His  saints  in  triampb^JI^^^HI^mbs, 
And  ahout  his  pr  '^'^^* 
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44:.  "-E'rt'-'y  «^  /w<*  TTi^*."— Psalm  08. 

1  Early,  my  God !  without  delay, 

I  haste  to  seek  thy  face ; 
My  thirsty  spirit  faints  away, 
Without  thy  cheering  grace. 

2  So  pilgrims  on  the  scorching  sand. 

Beneath  a  burning  sky. 
Long  for  a  cooling  stream  at  hand, 
And  they  must  drink  or  die. 

8  I  Ve  seen  thy  glory  and  thy  power 
Through  all  thy  temple  shine : 
My  God !  repeat  that  heavenly  hour, 
That  vision  so  divine. 

4  Not  life  itself,  with  all  its  joys. 
Can  my  best  passions  move. 
Or  raise  so  high  my  cheerful  voice, 
As  thy  forgiving  love. 

6  Thus,  till  my  last  expiring  day, 
I  '11  bless  my  God  and  King ; 
Thus  will  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray 
And  tune  my  lips  to  sing. 


'  Thou  d6ar  Btdeemer^  difing  Lamh^ 


333. 

1  Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb, 

I  love  to  hear  of  thee ; 
No  music 's  like  thy  charming  name, 
Nor  half  so  sweet  can  be. 

2  Oh,  may  I  ever  hear  thy  voice 

In  mercy  to  me  speak ; 
In  thee,  my  Priest,  will  I  rejoice, 
And  thy  salvation  seek. 

3  My  Jesus  shall  be  still  my  theme, 

While  on  this  earth  I  stay ; 

I  '11  sing  my  Jesus'  lovely  name, 

When  all  things  else  decay. 


4  When  I  appear  in  yonder  cloud. 
With  all  his  favored  throng, 
Then  will  I  sing  more  sweet,  more  loud^ 
And  Christ  shall  be  my  song. 

Oo4:.  "  ^«  ^^^  *»  <^  l^^*  ihereo/r 

1  O  THOU,  who  art  enrobed  with  light, 

How  pure  the  soul  must  be. 
When,  placed  within  thy  searching  sight, 
It  shrinks  not,  but  with  calm  delight 

Can  live  and  look  on  thee ! 

2  Lord,  how  can  I,  whose  native  sphere 

Is  dark,  whose  mind  is  dim. 
Before  thy  radiant  light  appear, 
And  on  my  naked  spirit  bear 

Thine  uncreated  beam  ? 

3  Is  there  a  way  for  man  to  rise 

To  that  sublime  abode  ? 
Thine  oflfring  and  thy  sacrifice, 
Thy  pains,  and  groans,  and  tears,  and  erie^ 

Thy  death,  O  Lamb  of  God!— 

4  Tliese,  these  prepare  us  for  the  sight 

Of  Majesty  above ; 
The  sons  of  ignorance  and  night 
Can  dwell  in  the  eternal  Light, 

Through  the  eternal  Love. 

fiOQ     "^  ftf  good  cheer,  Ihy  »in8  heforgiten 

1  My  Saviour,  let  me  hear  thy  voice 

Pronounce  the  word  of  peace, 
And  all  my  warmest  powers  shall  join 
To  celebrate  thy  grace. 

2  "With  gentle  smiles  call  me  thy  child. 

And  speak  my  sins  forgiven  : 
The  accents  mfld  shall  chann  my  car, 
Like  the  sweet  harps  of  hoa\  on. 
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3  Choenul.  where'er  thy  haml  iiliall  k:-I. 

Tlie  liarkest  path  I'll  trca-l: 
Cheerful  I'll  quit  these  innit:!:  .-:.•  -  -. 
And  mincrle  with  tho  tk-vA. 

4  When  'Jrcritlful  guilt  is  iloiu-  av.:;y. 

"So  other  feaw  we  know  : 
That  hand  which  scatter:?  parloiis  Jowr:. 
Shall  crowns  of  life  bcitow. 

000«  "^"'*«'*''  I^ffvfff  o/mt/  iftuj-y  toul."* 

1  Deak  liofiige  of  my  weary  !toul, 

Oij  TLfC,  when  sorrows  ri**.- — 
On  th«e,  when  waves  of  trouble-  roll, 
My  fainting  hope  relies. 

2  To  th'.e  I  tell  eacli  risinij  crrief. 

For  ihou  alone  canst  hi.-a! : 
Thy  word  can  bring  a  swe-jt  rt.Ii*.f 
For  evenr  pain  I  feel. 

3  Haftt  thou  not  bid  ine  sck  thy  facu  I 

And  shall  I  seek  in  vaiii  t 
And  can  the  ear  of  sorerei^rn  gra*;u 
Le  deaf  when  I  complain  '{ 

4  No :  still  the  ear  («f  sriverricrn  ;rra'^;«-' 

Attends  the  mouruvrV  pray-.r; 
Oh,  may  I  ever  find  acc-^s 
To  breathe  my  sorrow-  iL'.-ro! 

5  Thy  mercy- seat  is  open  still ; 

ll'.'re  let  my  soul  rfftn.ar. 
"With  humble  bof»e  att'.Tj'i  ihy  v..,'. 
And  wait  beneath  tLv  --...■.! 


:>.<  i--  v  ■— }■  .i. ' 


b  ^  4.  "tfiti,  /tap.  ftt 


1  Soos  as  I  heard  my  Fa:'-   r  •'. 
•"Ye  chDdren.  bts-t  r.y  j-* 
My  heart  replied,  wh'  i:  .  • 
***ni  secJc  xirr  FiJ.tLvr%  ^i.. . 
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Ir.  va-  h  distn»-^iii;'  •'  •• 
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Leavo  iHr  1«»  w.Mii.  •  •  ■  ■■ 
Mv  (hmI  W4>ulil  ni.il"    •">    '•'•    '•• 
And  ail  my  m  « 'I  •"il  '' 

4  Mv  faii.tinir  ihU  I.  ..I  .1-1  ••■•'• 

"Had  nnt  i.r.  :.■..!  I-' • 
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1  Rejoice,  yc  saints,  rejoice  and  praise 
The  blessings  oi  redeeming  grace  ! 
Jesus,  your  everlasting  tower, 

Stands  firm  against  the  tempest's  power. 

2  Ue  is  a  refuge  ever  nigh ; 

His  love  endures  as  mountains  high ; 
Ilie.  name 's  a  rock,  which  winds  above. 
And  waves  below,  can  never  move. 

3  While  all  things  change,  he  changes  not ; 
He  ne'ei  forgets,  though  oft  forgot ; 
His  love  will  ever  be  the  same  ; 

His  word,  enduring  as  his  name. 

4  Rejoice,  yo  saints,  rejoice  and  praise 
The  blessings  of  this  wondrous  grace  ! 
Jesus,  your  everlasting  tower. 

Can  bear,  unmoved,  the  tempest's  power. 

4:O0.  "  ^«  *«<*  *w»«  «^  ^''*^»  tr^/."— Mark  7  :  S7. 

1  Now,  in  a  song  of  grateful  praise, 

To  my  dear  Lord  my  voice  I  '11  raise ; 
With  all  his  saints  I  '11  join  to  tell 
That  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

2  Wisdom,  and  power,  and  love  divine. 
In  all  his  works,  unrivaled,  shine. 
And  force  the  wondering  world  to  tell 
That  he  alone  did  all  tlungs  well. 

3  Howe'er  mysterious  are  his  ways, 
Or  dark  and  sorrowful  my  days ; 
And  though  my  spirit  oft  rebel, 

I  know  he  still  doth  all  things  well. 

4  And  when  I  stand  before  his  throne, 
And  all  his  ways  are  fully  known, 
This  note  in  sweetest  strains  shall  swell. 
That  Jesus  hath  done  all  things  well. 

798. 


J|^H»j  ai 


Aiham^  of  Jetu*  P* 

and  shall  it  ever  be, 

'  man  ashamed  of  thee  ? 


Ashamed  of  thee,  whom  angels  praise, 
AVhose  glories  shine  thro'  endless  days  f 

2  Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  sooner  far 
Let  evening  blush  to  own  a  star  : 
He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divino 
O'er  this  benighted  soul  of  mine. 

3  Ashamed  of  Jesus  !  that  dear  Friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend  I 
No  :  when  I  blusli,  bo  this  my  shame,    , 
Tliat  I  no  more  revere  his  name. 

4  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  yes,  I  may. 
When  I  'vo  no  guilt  to  wash  away ; 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave. 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

5  Till  then — ^nor  is  my  boasting  vain — 
Till  then  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain  1 
And,  oh,  mav  this  my  glory  be. 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me  I 

1  024-    **'^**^'*^  awake  I  put  on  tht/  gtren(/t\  O 

1  Tricmphant  Zion  1  lift  thy  head 
From  dust  and  darkness  and  the  dead ; 
Tliough  humbled  long,  awake  at  length. 
And  gird  thee  with  thy  Saviour's  strength. 

2  Put  all  thy  beauteous  garments  on. 
And  let  thy  various  charms  be  known  : 
Then  decked  in  robes  of  righteousness, 
Tlie  world  thy  glorios  shall  confess. 

3  No  more  shall  foes  unclean  invade. 
And  fill  thy  hallowed  walls  with  dread  ; 
No  more  shall  hell's  insulting  host 
Their  vict'ry  and  thy  sorrows  boast. 

4  God,  from  on  high,  thy  groans  will  hear ; 
His  hand  thy  ruin  shall  repair ; 

Nor  will  thy  watchful  Monarch  ceaso 
To  guard^ee  in  eternal  peace 
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1  O  Pi     **Tfi^  Lord  God  omnipotent  reiffnethT 
l-J^Om  Rev.  10:0. 

1  The  Lord  is  King  !  lift  up  thy  voice, 
O  cartli,  and  all  yo  heavens,  rejoice  ! 
From  world  to  world  the  joy  shall  ring  : 
"  The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King !" 

2  Tlie  Lord  is  King  I  who  then  shall  dare 
Resist  his  will,  distrust  his  care? 

Holy  jind  tnic  arc  all  his  ways : 
Let  every  creature  speak  his  praise. 

8  The  Lord  is  King !  exalt  your  strains  ; 
Ye  saints,  your  God,  your  Father  reigns ; 
One  Lord  one  empire  all  secures : 
He  reigns,  and  life  and  death  are  yours. 

4  Oh,  when  his  wisdom  can  mistake, 
His  might  decay,  his  love  forsake. 
Then  may  his  children  cease  to  sing, 
"  The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King  1" 

«J 9 O •    ^«'(7»  flf  tJiS  jr«MiaA.— Ituiiah  60. 

1  Risk,  crowned  with  light ;  great  Salem, 
rise ! 
Exalt  thy  head,  and  lift  thine  eyes ; 
See  a  long  race  thy  courts  adoni. 
Of  sons  and  daughters  yet  unborn. 

See  nations  at  thy  gates  attend. 
And  lowly  in  thy  temple  bend ; 
Sec  crowds  on  every  side  arise, 
Eager  to  mount  above  the  skies. 

3  See  heaven  its  portals  wide  display. 
And  pour  on  thee  a  flood  of  day  1 
Thy  day  shall  shine  for  ever  bright, 
For  God  himself  shall  be  thy  light 

What  thoagh  the  skies  in  smoke  decay. 
Rocks  fall,  and  mountains  melt  away ! 
Fixed  is  bis  word,  his  power  remains : 
Thy  glorious  King,  Messiah,  reigns  I 


0  ^  O.  '' Go,  labor  on r 

1  Go,  labor  on  ;  spend  and  bo  spent, — 

Thy  joy  to  do  the  Father's  will : 
It  is  the  way  the  Master  went ; 

Should  not  the  servant  tread  it  still? 

2  Go,  labor  on  ;  't  is  not  for  naught ; 

Thine  earthly  loss  is  heavenly  gain ; 

Men  heed  thee,  love  thee,  praise  thee  not ; 

The  Master  praises, — what  are  men  ? 

3  Go,  labor  on ;  enough,  while  here. 

If  he  shall  praise  thee,  if  he  deign 
Thy  willing  heart  to  mark  and  cheer : 
No  toil  for  him  shall  be  in  vain. 

4  Toil  on,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice ; 

For  toil  comes  rest,  for  exile  home ; 
Soon  shalt  thou  hear  the  Bridegroom's 
voice. 
The  midnight  peal :  "Behold,  I  come  1" 

87  9.  *"  Go,  labor  on."" 

1  Go,  labor  on  ;  your  hands  are  weak. 

Your  knees  are  faint,  your  soul  cast 
down ; 
Yet  falter  not ;  the  prize  you  seek 
Is  near, — a  kingdom  and  a  crown  ! 

2  Go,  labor  on,  while  it  is  day ; 

The  world's  dark  night  is  hastening  on; 
Speed,  speed  thy  work, — cast  sloth  away  I 
It  is  not  thus  that  souls  are  won. 

3  Men  die  in  darkness  at  your  side. 

Without  a  hope  to  cheer  the  tomb  : 
Take  up  the  torch  and  wave  it  wide — 
The  torch  that  lights  time's  thickest 
gloom. 

4  Toil  on, — faint  not, — ^keep  watch   and 

.      pray  I 

Bo  wise  the  erring  soul  to  win  ; 
Go  forth  into  the  world's  highway ; 
Compel  the  wandoi^T  V 
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1  Oh,  worship  the  King,  all-glorious  above ; 
Oh,  gratefully  sing  his  power  and  his  love ! 
Our  Shield  and  Defender,  the  Ancient  of  Days, 
Pavilioned  in  splendor,  and  girded  with  praise. 

2  Oh,  tell  of  his  might,  oh,  sing  of  his  grace, 
Whose  robe  is  the  light,  whose  canopy,  space ! 
His  chariots  of  wrath  the  deep  thunder-clouds  form, 
And  dark  is  hie  path  on  the  wings  of  the  storm. 

3  Thy  bountiful  care  what  tongue  can  recite  ] 
It  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light, 

It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the  plains, 
And  sweetly  distills  in  the  dew  and  the  rains. 

4  Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail, 
In  thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  thee  to  feil ; 

Thy  mercies  how  tender !  how  firm  to  the  end ! 
Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friend. 


349. 

1  Yk  servants  of  God, 

Your  Master  proclaim, 
And  publish  abroad 

His  wonderful  name : 
The  name,  all  victorious, 

Of  Jesus  extol ; 
His  kingdom  is  glorious, 

And  rules  over  alL 

2  God  ruleth  on  high, 

Almighty  to  save ; 
And  still  he  is  nigh  ; 

His  presence  we  have : 
The  great  congregation 

His  triumph  shall  sing, 
Ascribing  salvation 

To  Jesus,  our  King. 


**Salwaion  to  our  Godr 


8  "Salvation  to  God, 

Who  sits  on  the  throne,'* 
Let  all  cry  aloud. 

And  honor  the  Son : 
Our  Saviour's  high  praises 

The  angels  proclaim, — 
Fall  down  on  their  faces, 

And  worship  the  Lamb. 

4  Then  let  us  adore. 

And  give  him  his  right — 
All  glory  and  power. 

And  wisdom  and  might ; 
All  honor  and  blessing. 

With  angels  above, 
And  thanks  never  ceasing, 

And  infinite  love ! 
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X  X  O  •       Praise  the  God  of  Abraham, 

1  The  God  of  Abrah'm  praise, 

Wlio  reigns  enthroned  above  : 
Ancient  of  everlasting  days. 
And  God  of  love  : 
Jehovah,  great  I  am  ! 

By  earth  and  heaven  confessed  : 

1  bow  and  bless  the  sacred  name, 

For  evei  blest. 

2  The  God  of  Abrah'm  praise, 

At  whose  supreme  command 
From  earth  I  rise,  and  seek  the  joys 
At  his  right  hand  : 
I  all  on  earth  forsake, 
Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power ; 
And  him  my  only  portion  make, 
My  shield  and  tower. 

3  He  by  himself  hath  sworn ; 

1  on  his  oath  depend ; 
I  shall  on  eagles'  wings  upborne 
To  heaven  ascend : 
I  shall  behold  his  face, 
I  shall  his  power  adore, 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  his  grace 
tor  evermore. 

344.         Tli$  VUion  qf  ChrUCt  Glory. 

1  The  goodly  land  I  see, 

With  peace  and  plenty  blest ; 


A  land  of  sacred  liberty. 
And  endless  rest : 
There  milk  and  honey  flow, 
And  oil  and  wine  abound ; 
And  trees  of  life  for  ever  grow 
With  mercy  crowned. 

2  There  dwells  the  Lord,  our  King, 

The  Lord  our  righteousness  : 
Triumphant  o'er  the  world  and  sin, 
The  Prince  of  Peace, 
On  Zion's  sacred  height. 
His  kingdom  still  maintains, 
And  glorious,  with  his  saints  in  light, 
For  ever  reigns. 

3  Before  the  Saviour's  face 

The  ransomed  nations  bow, 
O'erwhelmed  at  his  almighty  grace. 
For  ever  new : 
He  shows  his  prints  of  love ; 
They  kindle  to  a  flame. 
And  sound,  through  all  the  worlds  above, 
"The  slaughtered  LambT 

4  The  whole  triumphant  host 

Give  thanks  to  God  on  high  : 
"Hail,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  I'* 
They  ever  cry. 
Hail,  Abrah'm's  God  and  mine  I 
(I  ioin  the  heavenly  lays) 
All  might  and  majesty  are  tain< 
And  endless  pnuae  I 
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1  Now  for  a  tune  of  lofty  praise 
To  great  Jehovah's  equal  Son  ! 
Awake,  my  voice,  in  heavenly  lays; 
Tell  the  loud  wonders  he  hath  done. 

2  Sing  how  he  left  the  worlds  of  light, 
And  the  briglit  robes  he  wore  above ; 
How  swift  and  joyful  was  his  flight 
On  wings  of  everlasting  love. 

8  Deep  in  the  shades  of  gloomy  death, 
Th'-ahnighty  Captive  prisoner  lay ; 
Th  almighty  Captive  left  the  earth, 
And  rose  to  everlasting  day. 

4  Lift  up  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of  light, — 
Up  to  his  throne  of  shining  grace ; 
See  what  immortal  glories  sit 
Hound  the  sweet  beauties  of  his  face  1 

6  AmoBg  a  thousand  liarps  and  songs, 
Jesus,  the  God,  exalted  reigns : 
Ilis  sacred  name  fills  all  their  tongues, 
And  echoes  thro'  the  heavenly  plains ! 

1  Jesus,  my  All,  to  heaven  is  gone — 
He  whom  I  fix  my  hopes  upon ; 
Ilis  track  I  see,  and  I  II  pursue 
The  narrow  way,  till  him  I  view. 

2  Tlio  way  the  holy  prophets  went. 
The  way  that  leads  from  banishment. 
The  King's  high  way  of  holiness, 

I  '11  go,  for  all  his  paths  are  peace. 

8  This  is  tho  way  I  long  had  sought, 
^^I^H^rncd  because  I  found  it  not ; 
I^P^HK^Mrd  mv  Saviour  say, 

'tonl;  I  am  the  way." 


4  Lo !  glad  I  come  ;  and  thou,  blest  Lamb  1 
Wilt  take  me,  guilty  as  I  am  : 
Nothing  but  sin  I  thee  can  give ; 
Nothing  but  love  shall  I  receive. 

5  Now  will  I  tell  to  sinners  round 
How  dear  a  Saviour  I  have  found  : 
I  '11  point  to  thy  redeeming  blood, 
And  say,  "  Behold  the  way  to  God !" 

Q  J.  0  •    "  ■''  •'"'^  '^  3^*  </  ^^''^  ateayJ* 

1  I  SEND  the  joys  of  earth  away ; 
Away,  ye  tcmptera  of  the  mind, 
False  as  the  smooth,  deceitful  sea, 
And  empty  as  the  whistling  wind  1 

2  Your  streams  were  floating  nic  along, 
Down  to  the  gulf  of  black  despair  ; 
And  while  I  listened  %o  your  song. 
Your  streams  had  ev'n  conveyed  mo  there. 

3  Lord !  I  adore  thy  matchless  grace, 
AVhich  warned  me  of  that  dark  abyss, 
AVhich  drew  me  from  those  treacherous 

seas, 
And  bade  me  seek  superior  bliss. 

4  Now  to  the  shining  realms  above 

I  stretch  my  Iwinds  and  glance  my  eyes ; 
Oh  for  the  pinions  of  a  dove 
To  bear  me  to  the  upper  skies! 

5  There,  from  the  bosom  of  my  God, 
Oceans  of  endless  pleasure  roll ; 
Til  ere  would  I  fix  my  last  abode. 
And  drown  the  sorrows  of  my  soul  I 

DOXOLOGY. 

Glory  to  thee,  O  God,  most  high  I 
Father,  we  praise  thy  majesty ! 
The  Son,  the  Spirit,  we  adore, 
One  Godhead,  blest  for  evermore ! 
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1  A 1  Q     7%tf  ZorcZ  Juiih  cJutnen  Jacob  unto  ITimaef/. 
XUXO.  P«alin  185. 

1  Praise  yc  the  Lord  ;  exalt  his  name, 
While  in  his  holy  courts  ye  wait, — 
Ye  saints,  who  to  his  house  belong, 
Or  stand  attending  at  his  gate. 

2  Praise  ye  the  Lord !  the  Lord  is  good  ! 
To  praise  his  name  is  sweet  employ ; 
Israel  he  chose  of  old,  and  still 

His  church  is  his  peculiar  joy. 

3  The  Lord  himself  will  judge  his  saints : 
He  treats  his  servants  as  his  friends ; 
And,  when  he  hears  their  sore  complaints, 
Ecpents  the  sorrows  that  he  sends. 

4  Bless  him,  all  ye  who  taste  his  love  ! 
People  and  pnests,  exalt  his  name  : 
Among  his  saints  he  ever  dwells ; 
His  church  is  his  Jerusalem. 


'  T7ie  Stone  tthieh  fhs  hitiUIert  refuHdJ^ 
Psalm  118. 


1026. 

1  Lo  !  what  a  glorious  corner-stone 
The  Jewish  builders  did  refuse  ! 

But  God  has  built  his  church  thereon, 
In  spite  of  envy  and  the  Jews. 

2  Great  God !  the  work  is  all  divine, 
The  joy  and  wonder  of  our  eyes  I 
This  is  the  day  that  proves  it  thine, — 
The  day  that  saw  our  Saviour  rise. 

3  Sinners,  rejoice  I  and  saints,  be  glad  ! 
Hosanna !  let  bis  name  be  blest ; 

A  thousand  honors  on  his  head, 
With  peace,  and  light,  and  glory,  rest ! 

1  n9Q    *'<^<^  U  in  the  midet  of  her;  ahe  ahaU 
JLXJ^V*  notbemoved.^ 

1  Happt  the  church,  thou  sacred  place, 
The  seat  of  thy  Creator's  grace ! 
Thine  holy  courts  are  his  abode, 
Thou  earthly  palace  of  our  God  I 

2  Thy  walls  are  strength,  and  at  thy  gates 
A  guard  of  heavenly  warriors  waits ; 


Nor  shall  thy  deep  foundations  move. 
Fixed  on  his  counsels  and  his  love. 

3  Thy  foes  in  vain  designs  engage ; 
Affainst  thy  throne  in  vain  they  rage  : 
Like  rising  waves,  with  angry  roar. 
That  dash  and  die  upon  the  shore. 

4  God  is  our  shield,  and  God  our  sun ; 
Swift  as  the  fleeting  moments  run. 
On  us  he  sheds  new  beams  of  grace, 
And  we  reflect  his  brightest  praise. 

1 036     **  ^*^  ^^  *^^"  alljleeh  comeT 

1  The  praise  of  Zion  waits  for  thee. 
Great  God !  and  praise  becomes  thy  house ; 
There  shall  thy  saints  thy  glory  see. 
And  there  perform  their  public  vows. 

2  O  thou  whose  mercy  bends  the  skies, 
To  save  when  humble  sinners  pray  I 
All  lands  to  thee  shall  lift  their  eyes, 
And  grateful  isles  of  every  sea. 

3  Soon  shall  the  flocking  nations  run 
To  Zion's  hill,  and  own  their  Lord ; 
The  rising  and  the  setting  sun 
Shall  see  the  Saviour's  name  adored. 

1  Oo  7  •  **  ^*  Zord  ehall  be  thiue  ertrlaftting light* 

1  Though  now  the  nations  sit  beneath 
The  darkness  of  o'erspreading  death, 
God  will  arise  with  light  divine. 

On  Zion's  holy  towera  to  shine. 

2  That  light  shall  glance  on  distant  lands. 
And  heathen  tribes,  in  joyful  bands. 
Come  with  exulting  haste  to  prove 
The  power  and  greatness  of  his  love. 

3  Lord,  spread  the  triamphs  of  thy  grace ; 
Let  truth,  and  righteonsD^MHLP^^^ 
In  mild  and  loveTy  for 
The  glories  of  tbo  lit 
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*  God  to  lo€€d  Ou  ^eoHd,* 


153. 

1  Oil,  for  a  shout  of  joy, 

lligh  as  the  theme  wc  sing ! 
To  this  divine  employ 

Your  hearts  and  voices  brins: : 
Sound,  sound,  throuj?h  all  the  earth  abroad, 
The  love,  th'  eternal  love,  of  God. 

2  Unnumbered  myriads  stand, 

Of  seraphs  bright  and  fair ; 
Or  bow  at  his  right  hand, 

And  pay  their  homage  there : 
But  strive  in  vain,  with  loudest  chord. 
To  sound  the  wondrous  love  of  God. 

3  Though  earth  and  hell  assail. 

And  doubts  and  fears  arise, 
The  weakest  shall  prevail. 

And  grasp  the  heavenly  prize; 
And  through  an  endless  affc  record 
The  love,  th'  unchanging  love,  of  God. 

4  Oh,  for  a  shout  of  joy, 

lligh  as  th0  theme  wc  sing ! 
To  this  divine  employ 

Your  hearts  and  voices  bring  : 
Sound,  sound,  through  all  the  earth  abroad, 
Th'  love,  th'  eternal  love,  of  God. 

^i  (3,    *•  Oood  tidings  qf  great  ioy."— Luke  2, 

1  Uark  !  hark !  the  notes  of  joy 
Roll  o'er  the  heavenly  plains, 
And  seraphs  find  employ 
For  their  sublimest  strains : 

Some  new  delight  in  heaven  is  known ; 

Loud  sound  the  harps  around  the  throne. 

^[ark !  hark  I  the  sound  draws  nigh, — 
<^  joyful  host  descends ; 


Jesus  forsakes  the  sky. 

To  earth  his  footsteps  bend  : 
lie  comes  to  bless  our  faJlen  race  ; 
Uc  comes  >vith  messages  <^  graces. 

3  Bear,  bear  the  tidings  round ! 

Let  every  mortal  know 
TVliat  love  in  God  is  found. 

What  pity  he  can  show : 
Ye  winds  that  blow,  ye  waves  that  roll. 
Bear  the  glad  news  from  pole  to  pole. 

4  Strike,  strike  the  harps  again. 

To  great  ImmanucFs  name  I 
Arise,  ye  sons  of  men. 

And  all  his  grace  proclaim  : 
Angels  and  men,  wake  every  string, 
T  is  God  the  Savour's  praise  we  sing ! 


318. 


•/by  in  CKHtL 


1  Jesus  ! — harmonious  name  I 

It  charms  the  hosts  above ; 
They  evermore  proclaim. 

And  wonder  at  his  love : 
'T  is  all  their  happiness  to  gaze, 
'T  is  heaven  to  sec  our  Jesus'  fiice. 

2  His  name  the  sinner  hears, 

And  is  from  sin  set  free ; 
'T  is  music  in  his  ears, 

'T  is  life  and  victorjr : 
New  songs  do  now  his  lips  employ, 
And  bounds  his  gladdened  heart  with  joy. 

3  Oh,  unexampled  love  I 

Oh,  all-redeeminff  grace  I 
How  swifUy  didst  wou  move 

To  save  a  &llen  race ! 
What  shall  I  do  to  make  it  known, 
What  thou  for  all  mankind  hast  done  f 
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4  Oh,  for  a  trumpet  voice, 

On  all  the  world  to  call, 
To  bid  their  hearts  rejoice 

In  him  who  died  for  all ! 
For  all,  my  Lord  was  crucified ; 
For  all,  my  Saviour  bled  and  died. 

OfJCi     "^^  Qreat  mgh  PHt»U  that  U  pa^ud  into 

0  I  O  •  M«  heavtn9r-i\u\i.  A :  14. 

1  Tn'  atoning  work  is  done, 

The  \'ictim'8  blood  is  shed, 
And  Jesus  now  is  gone 

Ilis  people's  cause  to  plead  : 
He  stands  in  heaven  their  great  High  Priest, 
And  bears  their  names  upon  his  breast. 

2  No  temple  made  with  hands 

His  place  of  service  is ; 
In  heaven  itself  he  stands, 

A  heavenly  priesthood  his : 
In  him  the  shadows  of  the  law 
Are  all  fulfilled,  and  now  withdraw. 

3  And  though  awhile  he  be 

Hid  from  the  eyes  of  men, 
Hispeople  look  to  see 

Their  groat  High  Priest  again : 
In  brightest  glory  he  will  come, 
And  take  his  waiting  people  home. 

391*  ""BOoict,  the  Lord  U  King  r 

1  Kejoice  !  the  Lord  is  King ; 

Your  Lord  and  King  adore : 
Mortals,  give  thanks  and  sing, 

And  triumph  evermore  1 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice ; 
Rejoice ! — again  I  say,  rejoice  I 

2  Jesus,  the  Saviour,  reigns, 

The  God  of  truth  and  love ; 
When  be  had  purged  our  stains, 

He  took  his  seat  above : 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lifk  up  your  voice ; 
Rejoice  I — again  I  say,  rejoice  I 


3  His  kingdom  can  not  fail ; 

He  rules  o'er  earth  and  heaven ; 
The  keys  of  death  and  hell 

Are  to  our  Jesus  given : 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice ; 
Rejoice ! — again  I  say,  rejoice  I 

4  Rejoice  in  glorious  hope : 

Jesus,  the  Judge,  shall  come, 
And  take  his  servants  up 

To  their  eternal  home : 
Wo  soon  shall  hear  th'  archangcFs  voice ; 
The  trump  of  God  shall  sound,  Rejoice  I 

4: 7  7  .  Adoration  qf  th^  THniXy. 

1  I  GIVE  immortal  praise 

To  God  the  Father's  love. 
For  all  my  comforts  here. 

And  better  hopes  above : 
lie  sent  his  own  eternal  Son 
To  die  for  sins  that  man  had  done. 

2  To  God  the  Son  belongs 

Immortal  glory,  too ; 
Who  bought  us  with  his  blood 

From  everlasting  woe ; 
And  now  ho  lives,  and  now  ho  reigns, 
And  sees  the  fruit  of  all  his  pains. 

3  To  God  the  Spirit's  name 

Immortal  worship  give, 
Whose  new  creating  power 

Makes  dying  sinners  live  : 
Hia  work  completes  the  great  design. 
And  fills  the  soul  with  joy  divine. 

4  Almighty  God,  to  thee 

Be  endless  honors  done ; 
The  undivided  Three, 

And  the  mysterious  One  : 
Where  reason  fails,  with  all  her  powers, 
There  faith  prevails,  '"''  ^ ""cstvs^. 
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X  6  6  •  **^^  mercy  endureth  for  Mer."*— Psalm  186. 

1  Give  to  our  God  immortal  praise ; 
Mercy  and  truth  are  all  his  ways : 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong; 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  song. 

2  Give  to  the  Lord  of  lords  renown, 
The  King  of  kings  with  glory  crown  : 
His  mercies  ever  shall  endure, 

When  lords  and  kings  are  known  no  more. 

8  He  built  the  earth,  he  spread  the  sky, 
And  fixed  the  starry  lights  on  high  : 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong ; 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  song. 

4  He  fills  the  sun  with  morning  light. 
He  bids  the  moon  direct  the  night : 
His  mercies  ever  shall  endure, 

When  suns  and  moons  shall  shine  no  more. 

5  He  sent  his  Son  with  power  to  save 
From  guilt,  and  darkness,  and  the  grave : 
Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong ; 
Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  song. 

i  Through  this  vain  world  he  guides  our 

hia  heavenly  scat : 
■]  endure, 
'  «tliaU  be  no  more. 


362.     ^«  K^^O  ^  Glorp.^TB^m  94. 

1  Our  Lord  is  risen  from  the  dead, 

Our  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high ; 
The  powers  of  hell  are  captive  led, 
Draped  to  the  portals  of  the  sky. 

2  There  nis  triumphal  chariot  waits, 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay : 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates ! 
Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way ! 

3  Loose  all  your  bars  of  massy  light, 

And  wide  unfold  th'  ethereal  scene  : 
He  claims  these  mansions  as  his  right ; 
Receive  the  King  of  glory  in. 

4  Who  is  the  King  of  glory — ^who  ? 

The  Lord  who  all  our  foes  overcame ; 
Who  sin,  and  death,  and  hell  o'erthrcw ; 
And  Jesus  is  the  Conqueror's  name. 

5  Lo !  his  triumphal  chariot  waits. 

And  angels  chant  the  solemn  lay ; 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  heavenly  gates ! 
Ye  everlasting  doors,  give  way ! 
0  Who  is  the  Einff  of  glory — ^who  ? 

The  Lord,  of  boundless  power  pos- 
sessed; 
The  King  of  saints  and  angels,  too, 
God  over  all,  for  ever  blessed. 
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112.  "^wZ  naUdMialu  to  the  Zorrf."— Psalm  148. 

1  Loud  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord, 

From  distant  worlds  where  creatures 
dwell  I 
Let  heaven  begin  the  solemn  word, 
And  sound  it  dreadful  down  to  hell. 

2  Wide  as  his  vast  dominion  lies, 

Make  the  Creator's  name  be  known 
Loud  as  his  thunder,  shout  his  praise, 
And  sound  it  lofty  as  his  throne. 

3  Jehovah — ^'tis  a  glorious  word  I 

Oh,  may  it  dwell  on  every  tongue ! 

But  saints  who  best  have  known  the  Lord, 

Are  bound  to  raise  the  noblest  song. 

4  Speak  of  the  wonders  of  that  love 

Which  Gabriel  plays  on  every  chord : 
From  all  below,  and  all  above. 
Loud  haUelujahs  to  the  Lord ! 


"  O  Lord,  my  God,  Thou  art  very  greaU^ 


li^b.  '     TPaalm' 104. 

1  Great  is  the  Lord !    what  tongue  can 

frame 
An  honor  equal  to  his  name ! 
How  awful  are  his  glorious  ways ! 
The  Lord  is  dreadful  in  his  praise. 

2  The  world's  foundations  by  his  hand 
Were  laid,  and  shall  for  ever  stand ; 
The  swelling  billows  know  their  bound. 
While  to  his  praise  they  roll  around. 

8  Vast  are  thy  works,  almighty  Lord ! 
All  nature  rests  upon  thy  word ; 
And  clouds,  and  storms,  and  fire  obey 
Thy  wise  and  all-controlling  sway. 

4  Thy  glory,  fearless  of  decline. 
Thy  glory,  Lord^  shall  ever  shine ; 
Thy  praise  diall  still  our  breath  employ, 
Till  we  shall  rise  to  endless  joy. 
6 


1 7  9.  ^«*  »  faUhful  Creator, 

1  Praise,  everlasting  praise  be  paid 
To  him  who  earth  s  foundations  laid  : 
Praise  to  the  God,  whose  strong  decrees 
Sway  the  creation  as  he  please. 

2  Praise  to  the  goodness  of  the  Lord, 
Who  rules  his  people  by  his  word ; 
And  there,  as  strong  as  his  decrees, 
Reveals  his  kindest  promises. 

3  Oh,  for  a  strong,  a  lasting  faith. 
To  credit  what  th' Almighty  saith  I 
T*  embrace  the  message  of  his  Son, 
And  call  the  joys  of  heaven  our  own.. 

4  Then,   should   the    earth's  foundations. 

shake. 
And  all  the  wheels  of  nature  break,. 
Our  steady  souls  shall  fear  no  more 
Than  solid  rocks  when  billows  roar.. 

^ ft  4-    "^*  ^^^  ^^  *^*^  ffeUthe  King  qfGtbryr 

1  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  gates !  and  wide 

Your  everlasting  doors  display^; 
Ye  angel-guards,  like  flames  divide^ 
And  give  the  King  of  gloiy  way.. 

2  Who  is  the  King  of  glory  ?— Fe, 

The  Lord,  omnipotent  to  save ; 
Whose  own  right  arm,  in  victory,, 
Led  captive  Death,  and  spoiled  the 
grave. 

3  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  gates  X  and  high 

Your  everlasting  portals  heave ; 
Welcome  the  King  of  glory  nigh  :• 
Him  must  the  heaven  of  heaarens  receive. . 

4  Who  is  the  Kii 

The  Lord  of 
The  kinffdoniy  ^ 
Yield  him^  ye  tii 
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**nolv,  holy,  hOyUiJU  Lord  if  JTotU.'* 

1  Holt,  holy,  holy  Lord, 

Be  thy  gloriocw  name  adored ! 
Lord,  thy  mercies  never  &il ; 
Hail,  celestial  Goodness,  hail ! 

2  Though  unworthy,  Lord,  thine  ear. 
Deign  our  humble  songs  to  hear ; 
Purer  praise  we  hope  to  bring. 
When  around  thy  tnrone  we  sing. 

8  While  on  earth  ordained  to  stay. 
Guide  our  footsteps  in  thy  way. 
Till  we  come  to  dwell  with  thee, 
Till  we  all  thy  glory  see. 

4  Then  with  angel-harps  again 
We  will  wako  a  nobler  strain ; 
There,  in  joyful  songs  of  praise, 
Our  triumphant  voices  raise. 


**  HaUowtd  h*  Thy  fUMiM.** 


Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 
[n  the  highest  heavens  adored, 
A.uthor  of  all  nature^s  frame, — 
Father,  hallowed  be  thy  name. 

rhough  estranged  from  thee  in  heart, 
Doubtless  thou  our  Father  art ; 
From  thy  hand  our  spirits  came : 
Father,  nallowed  be  tny  name. 

Bom  anew,  oh,  ma^  wc  feel 

Filial  love,  the  spint^s  seal ! 

Cleansed  from  guilt,  redeemed  from 

shame: 
Fath«r|  hallowed  be  thy  name. 

Dt|  or  whep  in  wealthi 
or  healtby 
11  be  the  same : 
>  Ay  name. 


657. 


PMlmSl. 


1  SoyKREiGN  Ruler  of  the  skies, 
Ever  gracious,  ever  wise  ! 

All  my  times  are  in  thy  hand  ; 
All  events  at  thy  command. 

2  Times  of  sickness,  times  of  health, 
Times  of  penury  and  wealth, — 
All  must  come,  and  last,  and  end. 
As  shall  please  my  heavenly  Frien^ 

3  O  thou  gracious,  wise  and  just  I 
In  thy  hands  my  life  I  trust ; 
Have  I  somewhat  dearer  still  ? — 
I  resign  it  to  thy  will. 

4  Thee  at  all  times  will  I  bless ; 
Having  thee,  I  all  possess : 
Ne'er  can  I  bereaved  be. 
While  I  do  not  part  with  thee. 


710. 


*A»  Thou  ai%  90  letut  &«l" 


1  Holy  Lamb,  who  thee  receive, 
Who  in  thee  begin  to  live. 
Day  and  night  &ey  cry  to  thee, 
"•  As  thou  art,  so  let  us  be  I'' 

2  Gladly  would  we  now  be  clean ; 
Cleanse  us,  Lord,  from  every  sin : 
Fix,  oh,  fix  our  wavering  mind ! 
To  thy  cross  our  spirit  bind. 

3  Dust  and  ashes  though  we  be, 
Full  of  sin  and  misery. 

Thine  we  are,  thou  Son  of  God : 
Take  the  purchase  of  thy  blood ! 


457 


Boly  Spirit,  aU  DivineT 

Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine. 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mine ! 
Chase  the  shades  of  night  away. 
Turn  my  darkness  into  day. 
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2  Holy  Ghost,  with  power  divine, 
Cleanse  this  guilty  heart  of  mine ; 
Lone  hath  sin,  without  control, 
Held  dominion  o'er  my  soul. 

3  Holy  Ghost,  with  joy  divine. 
Cheer  this  saddened  heart  of  mine ; 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart, 

Heal  my  wounded,  Weeding  heart! 

4  Holy  Spirit,  all  Divine ! 

Dwell  within  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Cast  down  every  idol-throne ; 
Reign  supreme,  and  reign  alone ! 


""liU  God  thai  worksih  in  y<mr 


458. 

1  Holt  Ghost,  thou  Source  of  light! 

We  invoke  thy  kindling  ray : 
Dawn  upon  our  spirits'  night. 
Turn  our  darkness  into  day. 

2  To  the  anxious  soul  impart 

Hope,  all  other  hopes  above ; 
Stir  the  dull  and  hardened  heart 
With  a  longing  and  a  love. 

3  Give  the  struggling  peace  for  strife. 

Give  the  doubting  light  for  gloom ; 
Speed  the  living  into  life. 
Warn  the  dying  of  their  doom. 

4  Work  in  all,  in  all  renew. 

Day  by  day,  the  life  divine  *, 
All  our  wills  to  thee  subdue. 
All  our  hearts  to  thee  incline. 

588»  Poor4nSitML 

1  When,  my  Saviour,  shall  I  be 
Perfectly  resigned  to  thee  f 
Poor  and  vile  in  my  own  eye% 
Only  in  thy  wisdom  wisef 


2  Only  thee  content  to  know, 
Ignorant  of  all  below  ? 
Only  guided  by  thy  light? 
Only  mighty  in  thy  might? 

3  Fully  in  my  life  express 
All  the  heights  of  holiness ; 
Sweetly  let  my  spirit  prove 
All  the  depths  of  humble  love. 


Having  all  in  having  ChrUt, 


835. 

1  Jesus,  take  me  for  thine  own ; 

To  thy  will  my  spirit  frame ; 
Thou  shalt  reign,  and  thou  alone, 
Over  all  I  have  and  am. 

2  Making  thus  the  Lord  my  choice, 

I  have  nothing  more  to  choose. 
But  to  listen  to  thy  voice. 
And  my  will  in  thine  to  lose. 

3  Then,  whatever  may  betide, 

I  shall  safe  and  happy  be ; 

Still  content  and  satisfied ; — 

Having  all  in  having  thee. 

o36»  "^O"*  2>u/  ChrUV* 

1  Jesus,  all-atoning  Lamb, 
Thine,  and  only  thine  I  am  : 
Take  my  body,  spirit,  soul ; 
Only  thou  possess  the  whole. 

2  Thou  my  one  thing  needful  be ; 
Let  me  ever  cleave  to  thee ; 
Let  me  choose  the  better  part : 
Let  me  give  thee  all  my  heart 


3  Whom  have  I  on 
Thee,  and  onhr^ 
Whom  have  If ' 
Thou  ttrt  lax  ^ 


below  ? 


'•^^fc\ 
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1  V      **'^y  A«flr«  ofMf  mylUth  eristh  out  for  1h% 
J-  •  •  lM,%g  Oodr    Psalm  84. 

1  O  God  of  hosts,  the  mighty  Lord, 

How  lovely  is  the  place, 
Where,  in  thy  glory,  we  behold 
The  brightness  of  thy  fece  I 

2  My  lonmng  soul  faints  with  desire 

To  view  thy  blest  abode ; 
My  panting  heart  and  flesh  cry  out 
For  thee,  the  living  God. 

8  Thrice  happy  they,  whose  choice  has  thee 
Their  sure  protection  made ; 
Who  long  to  tread  the  sacred  ways. 
Which  to  thy  dwelling  lead. 

4  For  God,  who  is  our  sun  and  shield, 

Will  grace  and  glory  give ; 
And  no  good  thing  will  ne  withhold 
From  them  that  justly  live. 

5  O  Lord  of  hosts,  my  King,  my  God ! 

How  highly  blest  are  they, 
Who  in  thy  temple  always  dwell, 
And  there  thy  praise  display ! 

1  Q^    *^iy>^  ^ift  w>  m<^  «v  iM»^  th6  hour 

1  T7p  to  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes, 

There  all  my  hope  is  laid ; 
Tlie  Lord,  who  built  the  earth  and  skies — 
From  him  will  come  mine  aid. 

2  Thy  foot  unmoved  he  ever  keeps. 

And  all  thy  ways  will  guard ; 
He  slumbers  not,  and  never  sleeps — 
Thy  keeper  is  the  Lord. 

3  The  Lord,  thy  keeper,  shades  thy  way. 

Preserves  Uice  in  his  sight ; 
Nor  shall  the  sun  smite  thee  by  day, 
Mor  shall  the  moon  by  night 

ves  thy  soul  from  sin, 
t^oirestandi 


Thy  going  out  and  coming  in, 
Now  and  for  evermore. 


DeligM  in  the  Scripiures. 


485. 

1  Father  of  metcies,  in  thy  word 

What  endless  glory  shmes ! 
For  ever  be  thy  name  adored 
For  these  celestiaV  Hues. 

2  Here  my  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 

Spreads  heavenly  peace  around ; 
And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 

3  Oh,  may  these  heavenly  pages  bo 

My  ever  dear  delight ; 
And  still  new  beauties  may  I  sec. 
And  still  increasing  light  I 

4  Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord, 

Be  thou  for  ever  near ; 
Teach  mo  to  love  thy  sacred  word. 
And  view  my  Saviour  there. 

139. 

1  Jehovah,  God  I  thy  gracious  power 

On  every  hand  we  see ; 
Oh,  may  the  blessings  of  each  hour 
Lead  all  our  thoughts  to  thee ! 

2  It,  on  the  wings  of  morn,  we  speed 

To  earth's  remotest  bound. 
Thy  hand  will  there  our  footsteps  lead. 
Thy  love  our  path  surround. 

3  Thy  power  is  in  the  ocean  deeps. 

And  reaches  to  the  skies ; 
Thine  eye  of  mercy  never  sleeps. 
Thy  goodness  never  dies. 

4  From  mom  till  noon — till  latest  eve. 

Thy  hand,  0  God,  we  see ; 
And  all  the  blessings  we  receive. 
Proceed  alone  from  thee. 


*ndw  precious  also  are  (hy  ihouffhU  unto 
me,  O  Ood  r    Psalm  181). 
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5  In  all  the  varying  scenes  of  time, 
On  thee  our  hopes  depend ; 
Through  every  age,  in  evciy  clime, 
Our  Father,  and  our  Friend. 

m**  The  memory  of  7%y  great  goodneM*^* 
•  Pttolm  14& 

1  Sweet  is  the  memory  of  thy  grace, 

My  God,  my  heavenly  King ; 
Let  age  to  age  thy  righteousness 
In  sounds  of  glory  sing. 

2  God  reigns  on  high ;  but  ne'er  confines 

His  goodness  to  the  skies ; 
Thro'  the  whole  earth  his  bounty  shines, 
And  every  want  supplies. 

3  With  longing  eyes  thy  creatures  wait 

On  thee  for  daily  food ; 
Thy  liberal  hand  provides  their  meat, 
And  fills  their  mouth  with  good. 

4  How  kind  are  thy  compassions.  Lord ! 

How  slow  thine  anger  moves ! 
But  soon  he  sends  his  pardoning  word, 
To  cheer  the  souls  he  loves. 

5  Sweet  is  the  memory  of  thy  grace. 

My  God,  my  heavenly  King ; 
Let  age  to  age  thy  righteousness 
In  sounds  of  glory  sing. 

x{)q,  Wondert  <if  Go^s  Oraee. 

1  Eternal  Power !  Almighty  God ! 

Who  can  approach  thy  throne ! 
Accessless  light  is  thine  abode. 
To  angel  eyes  unknown. 

2  Before  the  radiance  of  thine  eye. 

The  heavens  no  longer  shine ; 
And  all  the  glories  of  the  sky 
Are  but  the  shade  of  thine. 
S  Great  God  I  and  wilt  thou  condescend 
To  cast  a  look  below  t 


To  this  vile  world  thy  notice  bend — 

These  seats  of  sin  and  woe  f 
How  strange  I  how  wondrous  is  thy  love  I 

With  trembling  we  lulore : 
Not  all  th*  exalted  minds  above 

Ita  wonders  can  explore. 
While  golden  harps  and  angel  tongues 

Resound  immortal  lays. 
Great  God !  permit  our  humble  songs 

To  rise  and  speak  thy  praise. 


"  Th^6  is  iiDiM  liks  urUo  ths  Lord  our  God  /** 


643 

1  My  God,  my  Portion,  and  my  Love, 

My  everlasting  All, 
I  've  none  but  thee  in  heaven  above. 
Or  on  this  earthly  ball. 

2  To  thee  I  owe  my  wealth  and  friends, 

My  health,  and  safe  abode  : 
Thanks  to  thy  name  for  meaner  things, 
But  they  are  not  my  God. 

3  How  vain  a  toy  is  glittering  wealth, 

If  once  compart  with  thee  ? 
Or  what 's  my  safety  or  my  health, 
Or  all  my  friends  to  me  f 

4  Were  I  possessor  of  the  earth, 

And  called  the  stars  my  own, 
Without  thy  graces  and  thyself, 
I  were  a  wretch  undone. 

5  Let  others  stretch  their  arms  like  seas, 

And  grasp  in  all  the  shore ; 
Grant  me  the  visits  of  thy  fiace, 
And  I  desire  no  more. 

DOXOLOOY. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holv  Ghost, 
One  God,  whom  we  aoarc^ 

Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  noiiL 
And  shall  bo  evennoi  ' 
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*  Z«<  iM  tDortMp  and  bow  down.'^—Faalm  95. 


83. 

1  Oh,  come,  loud  anthems  let  us  sing, 
Loud  thanks  to  our  almighty  King ! 
For  wc  our  voices  high  should  raise, 
When  our  salvation's  Rock  we  praise. 

2  IntC'  his  presence  let  us  haste, 
To  thank  him  for  his  favors  past ; 
To  him  address  in  joyful  songs 
The  praise  that  to  his  name  belongs. 

3  Oh,  let  us  to  his  courts  repair, 
And  bow  with  adoration  there ! 
Down  on  our  knees,  devoutly,  all 
Before  the  Lord,  our  Maker,  fall. 

1  F\(i         ''The  Lord  reign  ea  ;  let  the  earth 
X  U  U  .  r^oicc.''— Paalm  97. 

1  Jehovah  reigns  ;  let  all  the  earth 

In  his  just  government  rejoice ; 
Let  all  the  isles,  with  sacred  mirth. 
In  his  applause  unite  their  voice. 

2  Darkness  and  clouds  of  awful  shade 

His  dazzling  glory  shroud  in  state ; 
Justice  and  truth  his  guards  are  made, 
And,  fixed  by  his  pavilion,  wait. 

3  Rejoice,  ye  righteous,  in  the  Lord ; 

Memorials  of  his  holiness 
Deep  in  your  faithful  breasts  record. 
And  with  your  thankful  tongues  confess. 

J.  O  •  •     ^*  ^fofJMty  qf  JehovaK—VaoXm  68. 

1  Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  God  belong ; 
Crown  him,  ye  nations,  in  your  song : 
His  wondrous  name  and  power  rehearse ; 
His  honors  shall  enrich  your  verse. 

2  He  rides  and  thunders  through  the  sky ; 
His  name,  Jehovah,  sounds  on  high  : 
Praise  him  aloud,  ye  sons  of  grace ; 
Ye  saints,  rejoice  before  his  face. 

1  God  18  our  shield,  our  joy,  our  rest ; 
God  is  our  King,  p^  "^lest : 


When  terrors  rise,  when  nations  £iint, 
He  is  the  strength  of  every  saint. 

"I  1  O  Q     •*  JSJi  eihdll  come  d<ftcn  like  rain,  itpon  fi* 
-L  XiuO*  motcn  drraM.*"— Psalm  72. 

1  Great  God,  whose  universal  sway 
The  known  and  unknown  worlds  obey, 
Now  give  the  kingdom  to  thy  Son ; 
Extend  his  power,  exalt  his  tbronc. 

2  As  rain  on  meadows  newly  mown. 
So  shall  ho  send  his  influence  down ; 
Ilis  grace  on  fainting  souls  distills, 
Like  heavenly  dew  on  thirsty  hilla, 

3  The  heathen  lands,  that  lie  beneath 
The  shades  of  overspreading  death, 
Revive  at  his  first  dawning  light, 
And  deserts  blossom  at  the  sight. 

4  Tlie  saints  shall  flourish  in  his  days, 
Dressed  in  the  robes  of  joy  and  praise : 
Peace,  like  a  river,  from  his  throne 
Shall  flow  to  nations  yet  unknown. 

1  9Q  ^     **  Justice  andjudff merit  ar^  the  habWf' 
JL^OO*  tlon  of  ifiy  Vironer—ViaXm  97. 

1  He  reigns !  the  Lord,  the  Saviour  reigns ! 
Sing  to  his  name  in  lofty  strains ; 

Let  the  whole  earth  in  songs  rejoice. 
And  in  his  praise  exalt  their  voice ! 

2  Deep  are  his  counsels,  and  unknown ; 
But  grace  and  truth  support  his  throne : 
Tlio'  gloomy  clouds  his  ways  surround, 
Justice  is  their  eternal  ground. 

3  In  robes  of  judgment,  lo  I  he  comes, — 
Shakes  the  wide  earth,  and  cleaves  the 

tombs; 
Before  him  burns  devouring  fire  ! 
Tlie  mountains  melt,  the  seas  retire  I 

4  His  enemies,  with  sore  dismay. 

Fly  from  the  sight,  and  shun  the  day  : 
Then  lift  your  heads,  ye  saints,  on  hicrh, 
And  sing,  for  your  redemption's  nigh  I 
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930.     *"  Welcome  io  m6  the  darkest  niifhV 

1  Welcome  to  mc  the  darkest  night, 
If  there  the  Saviour's  presence  bright 
Beam  forth  upon  the  soul  dismayed, 
And  say,  "  'T  is  I !  bo  not  afraid !" 

2  Welcome  the  fiercest  waves  that  roll 
Their  deepening  floods  to  whelm  my  soul, 
If  he  rebuke  the  storm  of  ill. 

And  bid  the  tempest,  "  Peace,  be  still !" 

3  Welcome  the  thorniest  path,  if  there 
The  print-marks  of  his  feet  appear ; 
If  in  his  footsteps  we  may  tread, 
And  follow  where  our  Lord  hath  led. 

4  I  will  not  ask  what  else  is  mine, 

K  thou,  O  Lord,  account  me  thine  ; 
For  what  but  joy  can  bo  my  lot, 
If  God,  my  God,  reject  mo  not  ? 

AU&0«  Pf^y^i'for  an  Attemhly  of  MinUtera, 

1  Pour  out  thy  Spirit  from  on  high ; 

Lord,  thine  assembled  servants  bless ; 
Graces  and  gifts  to  each  supply, 

And  clothe  thy  priests  with  righteous- 
ness. 

2  Within  thy  temple,  where  we  stand 

To  teach  the  truth,  not  ours,  but  thine. 
May  we,  like  stars  in  thy  right  hand. 
The  angels  of  the  churches,  shine ! 
8  Wisdom,  and  zeal,  and  faith  impart, 
Firmness  with  meekness  from  above, 
To  bear  thy  people  on  our  heart, 

And  love  the  souls  whom  thou  dost  love: 

4  To  watch  and  pray,  and  never  faint ; 

By  day  and  night  strict  guard  to  keep. 
To  warn  the  sinner,  cheer  the  saint, 
Nourish  Uiy  lambs,  and  feed  thy  sheep ; 

5  Then,  when  our  work  is  finished  here, 

In  humble  hope  our  charge  resign  : 


When  the  chief  Shepherd  shall  appear, 
O  God,  may  they  and  we  bo  thmo ! 

1 08 5*    "  ^y  UitUjIock  in  •afety  keepr 

1  Jesus,  thou  Shepherd  of  the  sheep. 
Thy  «* little  flock^  in  safety  keep; 
These  lambs  within  thine  arms  now  take, 
Nor  let  them  e'er  thy  fold  forsake. 

2  Secure  them  from  the  scorching  l>eam, 
And  lead  them  to  the  living  stream  ; 
In  verdant  pastures  let  them  lie, 

And  watch  them  with  a  shepherd's  eye  I 

3  Oh,  teach  them  to  discern  thy  voice. 
And  in  its  sacred  sound  rejoice  ! 
From  strangers  may  they  ever  flee, 
And  know  no  other  guide  but  thee. 

4  Lord,  bring  thy  sheep  that  wander  yet, 
And  let  their  number  be  complete  ; 
Then  let  the  flock  from  earth  remove, 
And  roach  the  heavenly  fold  above. 

1  1  1  Q    ^  Pillar  of  a<ntd  ly  Day,  and  tf  Fire 
X  J.  X  O.  ly  Kight^^x.  18 ;  21. 

1  When  Israel,  of  the  Lord  beloved. 

Out  from  the  land  of  bondage  came. 
Her  fathers'  God  before  her  moved, 
An  awful  guide,  in  smoke  and  flame. 

2  By  day,  along  th'  astonished  lands, 

The  cloudy  pillar  glided  slow  ; 
By  night,  Arabia's  crimsoned  sands 
Eeturned  the  fieiy  column's  glow. 

3  Thus  present  still,  though  now  unseen, 

O  Lord,  when  shines  the  prosperous 
day. 
Be  thoughts  of  thee  a  cloudy  screen. 
To  temper  the  deceitful  ray  J 

4  And,  oh !  when  gathers  on  our  path. 

In  shade  and  storm,  the  freqqMtekli' 
Bo  thou  long  suffering,  davJl^^^M 
A  buttoxi^  «cA  «i  JGoma 
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X8  "  77»«  Lord  ii  a  great  Oody  and  a  grteA  King,"^ 
Psalm  95. 

1  SiNo  to  the  Lord  Jehovah's  name, 

And  in  his  strength  rejoice: 
When  his  salvation  is  our  theme, 
Exalted  be  our  voice. 

2  With  thanks  approach  his  awfid  sight, 

And  psalms  of  honor  sin^ : 
The  Lord 's  a  God  of  bounfless  might. 
The  whole  creation's  King. 

3  Let  princes  hear,  let  angels  know 

How  mean  their  natures  seem, — 

Those  gods  on  high,  and  gods  below, 

When  once  compared  with  him. 

4  Earth,  with  its  caverns  dark  and  deep. 

Lies  in  his  spacious  hand ; 
He  fixed  the  seas  what  bounds  to  keep. 
And  where  the  hills  must  stand. 

5  Come,  and  with  humble  souls  adore ; 

Come,  kneel  before  his  face : 
Oh,  may  the  creatures  of  his  power 
Be  children  of  his  grace  I 

6  Now  is  the  time ;  he  bends  his  ear, 

And  waits  for  your  request: 
Come,  lest  he  rouse  his  wrath,  and  swear, 
"  Ye  shall  not  see  my  rest." 


"  OA,  magnify  ihs  Lord  arilh  ms  r 


Psalm  84. 


152. 

1  I  'll  bless  the  Lord,  I  '11  bless  the  Lord, 

In  all  his  wondrous  ways ; 
My  soul  his  mercies  shall  record, 
I^iy  tongue  shall  chant  his  praise. 

2  From  dawn  to  eve,  with  heart,  with  voice, 

His  goodness  I  '11  proclaim. 
Till  all  that  hear  me  shall  rejoice 
In  his  redeeming  name. 

3  Oh,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me ! 

His  power,  his  goodness,  prove; 
How  blest  his  sway !  oh,  taste  and  see 
How  vast,  how  kind  his  love  1 


4  Beset  with  darkness,  pressed  with  careSi 

To  him,  in  grief,  I  cried ; 
His  mercy  listened  to  my  prayers, 
His  hand  my  wants  supplied. 

5  With  angel-hosts  encamped  around, 

To  guard  them  from  their  foes, 
What  peace,  what  glory,  have  they  found. 
Who  in  his  name  repose ! 
C  Oh,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me! 
His  might,  his  mercies,  prove ; 
How  blest  his  sway !  oh,  taste  and  sec 
How  vast,  how  kind,  his  love ! 

1  n  Q  /I      "  ^^  '^«w  to  faf>or  Jur,  yeo,  the  9et 
±  VOtc.  «wm,  ia  cowMw'*— Psalm  102. 

1  Let  Zion  and  her  sons  rejoice — 

Behold  the  promised  hour ! 
Her  God  hath  neard  her  mourning  voice. 
And  comes  t'  exalt  his  power. 

2  Her  dust  and  ruins  that  remain 

Are  precious  in  our  eyes ; 
Those  ruins  shall  be  built  again, 
And  all  that  dust  shall  rise. 

3  The  Lord  will  raise  Jerusalem, 

And  stand  in  glory  there ; 
Nations  shall  bow  before  his  name. 
And  kings  attend  with  fear. 

4  He  sits  a  sovereign  on  his  throne, 

With  pity  in  his  eyes ; 
He  hears  the  dyinff  prisoners'  groan. 
And  sees  their  sighs  arise. 

5  He  frees  the  soul  condemned  to  death. 

Nor,  when  his  saints  complain, 
Shall  it  be  said  that  praying  breath 
Was  ever  spent  in  vain. 

6  This  shall  be  known  when  we  are  dead. 

And  left  on  long  record. 
That  nations  yet  unborn  may  read, 
And  trust  and  praise  the  Ix)rd. 
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X40*  **HUUnd€r  mercUs are  over  all  IRs toarke.^ 

1  Tht  goodness,  Lord,  our  souls  confess ; 

Thy  goodness  we  adore : 
A  spring,  whose  blessings  never  fail ; 
A  sea  without  a  shore  I 

2  Sun,  rooon^  and  stars,  thy  love  attest 

In  every  golden  ray ; 
Love  draws  the  curtains  of  the  night, 
And  love  brings  back  the  day. 

3  Thy  bounty  every  season  crowns 

With  all  the  bliss  it  yields ; 
With  joyful  clusters  loads  the  vines, 
Wim  strengthening  grain,  the  fields. 

4  But  chiefly  thy  compassion.  Lord, 

Is  in  the  gospel  seen ; 
There,  like  a  sun,  thy  mercy  shines. 
Without  a  cloud  between. 

6  There  pardon,  peace,  and  holy  joy. 
Through  Jesus'  name  are  given ; 
He  on  the  cross  was  lifted  high. 
That  we  might  reign  in  heaven. 


*'jre  U  Ood,  the  fitUhful  Oodr 
PaalmSa 


177. 

1  Lbt  all  the  just,  to  God  with  joy 

Their  cheerful  voices  raise ; 
For  well  the  righteous  it  becomes 
To  sing  glad  songs  of  praise. 

2  For,  faithful  is  the  word  of  God ; 

Ilis  works  with  truth  abound ; 
He  justice  loves,  and  all  the  earth 
Is  with  his  goodness  crowned. 

3  Whate'er  the  mighty  Lord  decrees, 

Shall  stand  for  ever  sure ; 
The  settled  purpose  of  his  heart 
To  ages  shall  endure. 


4  Our  soul  on  God  with  patience  waits ; 

Our  help  and  shield  is  he : 
Then,  Lord,  let  still  our  hearts  rejoice, 
Because  we  trust  in  thee. 

5  The  riches  of  thy  mercy.  Lord, 

Do  thou  to  us  extend ; 
Since  we,  for  all  we  want  or  wish, 
On  thee  alone  depend. 


*  /  AfUHO  ihat  my  Redeemer  liveth.^ 
Job  19 :  8&. 


369. 

1  I  KNOW  that  my  Redeemer  lives; 

He  lives  who  once  was  dead : 
To  me  in  grief  he  comfort  gives ; 
With  peace  he  crowns  my  head. 

2  He  lives,  triumphant  o'er  the  grave. 

At  God's  right  hand  on  high. 
My  ransomed  soul  to  keep  and  save^ 
To  bless  and  glorify. 

3  He  lives  to  fill  my  breast  with  love. 

With  joy  my  heart  to  feed; 
He  lives  to  plead  for  me  above, 
To  succor  me  in  need. 

4  He  lives  that  I  may  also  live. 

And  now  his  grace  proclaim ; 
He  lives  that  I  may  honor  give 
To  his  most  holy  name. 

5  Let  strains  of  heavenly  music  rise, 

While  all  their  anthem  sing 
To  Christ,  my  precious  sacrifice. 
And  ever-livmg  King. 

DOXOLOOT. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God  whom  we  adore. 

Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  be  evermore  I 
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OOt/«  ^^  'S'^'**^  of  Son{;$.—Iiey.  5. 

1  Come,  let  us  sing  tho  song  of  songs — 

The  saints  in  heaven  began  the  strain— 
The  homage  which  to  Christ  belongs : 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain ! " 

2  Slain  to  redeem  us  by  his  blood, 

To  cleanse  from  every  sinful  stain, 
And  make  us  kings  and  priests  to  God — 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain ! " 
8  To  him  who  suffered  on  the  tree, 

Our  souls,  at  his  soul's  price,  to  gain, 
Blessing,  and  praise,  and  glory  bo : 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain ! " 
4  To  him,  enthroned  by  filial  right, 

All  power  in  heaven  and  earth  proclaim. 
Honor,  and  majesty,  and  might : 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain ! " 
6  Long  as  wo  live,  and  when  we  die. 

And  while  in  heaven  with  him  we  reign; 
This  song  our  song  of  songs  shall  be : 

**  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain ! " 

0  O  y  •   **  ^^'f^  «fA  «»y  *otd  /  9hate  of  thy  ftar%^* 

1  Stand  up,  my  soul !  shake  off  thy  fears. 

And  gird  the  gospel  armor  on ; 
March  to  the  gates  of  endless  joy. 

Where  Jesus,  thy  great  Captain 's  gone. 

2  Hell  and  thy  sins  resist  thy  course ; 

But  hell  and  sin  arc  vanauished  foes : 
Thy  Jesus  nailed  them  to  tne  cross. 

And  sung  tho  triumph  when  he  rose. 
8  Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on ; 

Press  forward  to  the  heavenly  gate : 
There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign. 

And  glitt'ring  robes  for  conquerors  wait 
4  There  shall  I  wear  a  starry  crown. 

And  triumph  in  almighty  crace. 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  i£ies 

Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's 


Q  Q  n      **  Thty  9hatt  mount  ftp  teiih  toitun,  a§ 

1  Awake,  our  souls!  away,  our  fears! 

Let  every  trembling  thought  be  gone; 
Awake,  and  run  the  heavenly  race. 
And  put  a  cheerful  courage  on ! 

2  True,  't  is  a  strait  and  thorny  road, 

And  mortal  spirits  tire  and  faint; 
But  they  forget  tho  mighty  God, 

Who  feeds  the  strength  of  every  saint— 

3  The  mighty  God,  whose  matchless  power 

Is  ever  new  and  ever  young, 
And  firm  endures,  while  endless  years 
Their  eveilasting  circles  run. 

4  From  thee,  the  overflowing  spring, 

Our  souls  shall  drink  a  fresh  supply; 

While  such  as  tinist  their  native  strei^ 

Shall  melt  away,  and  droop,  and  die. 

5  Swift  as  an  eagle  cuts  the  air 

Wo  '11  mount  aloft;  to  thine  abode ; 
On  wings  of  love  our  souls  shall  fly, 
Nor  tire  amid  the  heavenly  road ! 

901."  stand  1h€refi>re-4akinQ  the  thieM  offaW^ 

1  Awake,  my  soul !  lift  up  thine  eyes ; 
See  where  thy  foes  against  thee  rise, 
In  long  array,  a  numerous  host ; 
Awake,  my  soul,  or  thou  art  lost ! 

2  Thou  tread'st  upon  enchanted  ground ; 
Perils  and  snares  beset  thee  round ; 
Beware  of  all ;  guard  every  part ; 
But  most,  the  traitor  in  tliy  Leart. 

3  Come  then,  my  soul !  now  Icam  to  wield 
The  weight  of  thine  immortal  shield ; 
Put  on  the  armor,  from  above, 

Of  heavenly  truth,  and  heavenly  love. 

4  The  terror  and  the  charm  repel. 

And  powers  of  earth,  and  powers  of  hell; 
The  Man  of  Calvaij  triumphed  here : 
Why  should  his  faithful  followers  fear  ? 
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''.flZM«  tA^  Zorrf,  0  my  «omZ."— Psalm  103. 


159. 

1  Bless,  0  my  soul !  the  living  God  ; 
Call  Lome  thy  thoughts  that  rove  abroad : 
Let  all  the  powers  within  me  join 

In  work  and  worship  so  divine. 

2  Bless,  O  my  soul !  the  God  of  grace 
His  favors  claim  thy  highest  praise ; 
Why  should  the  wonders  he  hath  wrought 
Be  lost  in  silence,  and  forgot  ? 

8  'T  is  he,  my  soul,  that  sent  his  Son 
To  die  for  crimes  which  thou  hast  done ; 
He  owns  the  ransom,  and  forgives 
The  hourly  follies  of  our  lives. 

4  Let  evciT  land  his  power  confess ; 
Let  all  the  earth  adore  his  grace : 
My  heart  and  tongue  with  rapture  join. 
In  work  and  worship  so  divine. 


Qlary  of  ifu  Orac€  of  Ood. 


165. 

1  Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  song : 
Awake,  my  soul !  awake,  my  tongue ! 
Hosanna  to  th'  eternal  Name, 

And  all  his  boundless  love  proclaim ! 

2  See  where  it  shines  in  Jesus'  face. 
The  brightest  image  of  his  grace : 
God,  in  the  person  of  his  Son, 

Has  all  his  mightiest  works  outdone. 

8  Grace ! — 't  is  a  sweet,  a  charming  theme; 
My  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jesus'  name : 
Ye  angels,  dwell  upon  the  sound ; 
Ye  heavens,  reflect  it  to  the  ground ! 

4  Oh,  may  I  live  to  reach  the  place 
Where  he  unvails  his  lovely  face ! 
Where  I  hia  beauties  shall  behold. 
And  sing  his  name  to  harps  of  gold  I 


1 82.  •* Go^  o^y  t^^** 

1  Awake,  my  tongue,  thy  tribute  bring 
To  him  who  gave  thee  power  to  sing : 
Praise  him,  who  has  all  praise  above, 
The  source  of  wisdom  and  of  love. 

2  How  vast  his  knowledge !  how  profound! 
A  depth  where  all  our  tho'ts  are  drowned! 
The  stars  he  numbers,  and  their  names 
He  gives  to  all  those  heavenly  flames. 

3  Through  each  bright  world  above,  behold 
Ten  thousand  thousand  charms  unfold ; 
Earth,  air,  and  mighty  seas  combine, 
To  speak  his  wisdom  all  divine. 

4  But  in  redemption,  oh,  what  grace! 

Its  wonders,  on,  what  thought  can  trace! 
Hero  wisdom  shines  for  ever  bright : 
Praise  him,  my  soul,  with  sweet  delight 


•*7tc<S  praUe  7%S6  with  my  whole  hearV* 
PaolmlSS. 


956. 

1  With  all  my  powers  of  heart  and  tongue, 
I  '11  praise  my  Maker  in  my  song ; 
Angels  shall  hear  the  notes  I  raise. 
Approve  the  song,  and  join  the  praise. 

2  To  God  I  cried  when  troubles  rose ; 
He  heard  me,  and  subdued  my  foes : 
He  did  my  rising  fears  control, 

And  strength  diffused  through  all  my  souL 

3  Amid  a  thousand  snares,  I  stand 
Upheld  and  guarded  by  thy  hand ; 
Thy  words  my  fainting  soul  revive 
And  keep  my  dying  faith  alive. 

4  I'll  sing  thy  truth  and  mercy.  Lord, 
I  '11  sing  the  wonders  of  thy  word ; 
Not  all  thy  works  and  names  below 
So  much  Uiy  ^^  ^<^^. 
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130*         "  ^''  OodU/uaqf  mt(fW* 

1  The  Lord  our  God  is  full  of  might, 

The  winds  obey  his  will ; 
He  speaks,  and,  in  his  heavenly  height, 
The  rolling  sun  stands  still. 

2  Rebel,  ye  waves,  and  o'er  the  land 

With  threatening  aspect  roar : 
The  Lord  uplifts  his  awful  hand, 
And  chains  you  to  the  shore. 

3  Howl,  winds  of  night,  your  force  combine ; 

Without  his  high  behest 
Ye  shall  not,  in  the  mountain-pine. 
Disturb  the  sparrow's  nest 

4  His  voice  sublime  is  heard  afar, 

In  distant  peals  it  dies ; 
He  yokes  the  whirlwind  to  his  car. 
And  sweeps  the  howling  skies. 

5  Ye  nations,  bend — in  reverence  bend ; 

Ye  monarchs,  wait  his  nod, 
And  bid  the  choral  song  ascend 
To  celebrate  our  God. 

131*  n«Lordo/Att, 

1  The  Lord  our  God  is  Lord  of  all ; 

Hb  station  who  can  find ! 
I  hear  him  in  the  waterfall ; 
I  hear  him  in  the  wind. 

2  If  in  the  gloom  of  nisht  I  shroud. 

His  face  I  can  not  fly ; 
I  see  him  in  the  evening  cloud, 
And  in  the  morning  sky. 
8  He  lives,  he  reigns  in  every  land, 
From  winter's  polar  snows, 
To  where,  across  the  burning  sand. 
The  blasting  meteor  glows, 
4  He  smiles,  wc  live ;  he  frowna,  wo  die ; 
We  hang  upon  his  word ; 


He  rears  his  mighty  arm  on  high. 
We  {all  before  his  sword. 
5  He  bids  his  gales  the  fields  deform ; 
Then,  when  his  thunders  cease. 
He  paints  his  rainbow  on  the  storm. 
And  lulls  the  winds  to  peace. 

1 4:3,  EUrnity  of  God,—VNStin  108. 

1  Through  endless  years,  thou  art  the  same, 

O  thou  eternal  God  I 
Ages  to  come  shall  know  thy  name. 
And  tell  thy  works  abroad. 

2  Tlic  strong  foundations  of  the  earth 

Of  old  by  thee  were  laid ; 
By  thee  the  beauteous  arch  of  heaven 
With  matchless  skill  was  made. 

3  Soon  shall  this  goodly  frnine  of  thingSi 

Formed  by  thy  po^^c^ful  baud. 
Be,  like  a  vesture,  laid  aside, 
And  changed  at  thy  command. 

4  But  thy  perfections  all  divine. 

Eternal  as  thy  days. 
Through  everlasting  ages  shine. 
With  undiminished  rays. 

5  Our  children's  children,  still  thy  care, 

Shall  own  their  father's  God  ; 
To  latest  times  thy  favor  share, 
And  spread  thy  praise  abroad. 

X  t/t/*    G<>^  ^  R^uge  in  TtmptatUm.-^Vsalm  && 

1  0  God,  my  Refuge,  hear  my  cries ! 

Behold  my  flowing  tears ; 
For,  earth  and  hell  my  hurt  devise^ 
And  triumph  in  my  fears. 

2  Oh,  were  I  like  some  gentle  dove. 

Soon  would  I  stretch  my  wings, 
And  fly.  and  make  a  long  remove 
"^rom  all  these  restless  things  I 
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8  God  shall  preserve  my  soul  from  fear,  . 
Or  shield  me  when  afraid  ; 
Ten  thousand  angels  must  appear, 
K  he  command  their  aid. 

4  By  morning  light  I'll  seek  his  face, 

At  noon  repeat  my  cry ; 
The  night  shall  hear  me  ask  his  grace, 
Nor  will  he  long  deny. 

5  I  cast  my  burdens  on  the  Lord, 

The  Lord  sustains  them  all ; 

My  courage  rests  upon  his  word 

That  saints  shall  never  fall. 


""Iwu 


fht  Uw,  and  Us  hdp^d  am." 
salm  11& 


650. 

1  I  LOVE  the  Lord ;  he  heard  my  cries, 

And  pitied  every  groan  : 
Long  as  I  live,  when  troubles  rise, 
I  '11  hasten  to  his  throne. 

2  I  love  the  Lord ;  he  bowed  his  ear, 

And  chased  my  grief  away  : 

Oh,  let  my  heart  no  more  despair. 

While  I  have  breath  to  pray  I 

3  The  Lord  beheld  mo  sore  distressed, 

He  bade  my  pains  remove : 
Betom,  my  soul,  to  God,  thy  rest. 
For  thou  hast  known  his  love  I 

4  My  God  hath  saved  my  soul  from  death, 

And  dried  my  Calling  tears ; 
Now  to  his  praise  I'll  spend  my  breath. 
And  my  remaining  years. 

QQM  Unchanging  Trtui.—Vulin  \%, 

1  No  change  of  time  shall  ever  shock 

My  trust,  O  Lord,  in  thee ; 
For  thou  hast  always  been  my  Bock, 
A  sure  defense  to  me. 

2  Then,  my  deliverer  art,  O  God ; 

My  troflt  18  in  thy  power : 


Thou  art  my  shield  from  foes  abroad. 
My  safeguard,  and  my  tower. 

3  To  thee  will  I  address  my  prayer. 

To  whom  all  praise  I  owe ; 
So  shall  I,  by  thy  watchful  care. 
Bo  saved  from  every  foe. 

4  Then  let  Jehovah  be  adored. 

On  whom  my  hopes  depend ; 
For  who,  except  the  mighty  Lord, 
Uis  people  can  defend  ? 

H87.    "  W^y  myeH  thou,  *  My  way  U  fiid  /rom 
^^  •  •  dU  Xordr"-l«alfth40:  ^-«1. 

1  Whence  do  our  mournful  thoughts  arise, 

And  where 's  our  courage  fled  ? 
Has  restless  sin,  or  raffing  heU, 
Struck  all  our  comforts  dead  ? 

2  Have  we  forgot  th'  almighty  Name 

That  formed  the  earth  and  sea  ? 
And  can  an  all -creating  arm 
Grow  weary  or  decay  ? 

3  Treasures  of  everlasting  might 

In  our  Jehovah  dwell ; 
Ue  gives  the  conouest  to  the  weak, 
And  treads  their  foes  to  hell. 

4  Mere  mortal  power  shall  fade  and  die, 

And  youthful  vigor  cease ; 
But  we  who  wait  upon  the  Lord 
Shall  feel  our  strength  increase. 

5  The  saints  shall  mount  on  caglca'  wings^ 

And  taste  the  promised  bliss, 
Till  their  unwearied  feet  arrive 
Where  perfect  pleasure  is. 

DOXOLOOT. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

One  God,  whom  we  adore. 
Be  glory  as  it  wai|  ia  now. 

And  shall  be  e 
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09«  '^ITaJttf  a  joyful  noUe  unto  the 

1  Bb  joyful  in  God,  all  yo  lands  of  the 

earth ; 
Oh,  serve  him  with  gladness  and  fear : 
Exult  in  his  presence  with  music  and 

mirth, 
With  love  and  devotion  draw  near, 

2  The  Lord  he  is  God,  and  Jehovali  alone, 

Creator,  and  Ruler  o'er  all ; 
And  we  are  his  people,  his  scepter  wc 
own, — 
His  sheep,  and  we  follow  his  call. 

SIVAN.     lis  &  8s. 


Lord,  all  ye  /amfA— Paalm  100. 

3  Oh,  enter  his  gates  with  thanksgiving 
and  song ; 
Your  vows  in  his  temple  proclaim  : 
His  praise  with  melodious  accordance 


And  bless  his  adorable  name. 
4  For  good  is  the  Lord,  ever  gracious  and 
good. 
And  we  are  the  work  of  his  liand ; 
His  mercy  and  truth  from  eternity  stoixl, 
And  shall  to  eternity  stand. 
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O'er  sin,  and  death,  and  hell,  now  made 
victorious, 
He  rules  and  reigns  for  evermore. 

3  The  Lord   is  great!    his  mercy,  how 
abounding ! 
Ye  angels,  strike  your  golden  chords ; 
O,  praise  our  God,  with  voice  and  harp 
resounding. 
The  King  of   kings,  and   Lord    of 
lords! 


191.  ^'TheLord 

1  The  Lord  is  OTcat !  ye  hosts  of  heaven, 

adore  nim ; 
And  ye,  who  tread  this  earthly  ball. 
In  holy  songs  rejoice  aloud  before  him. 
And  shout  his  praise  who  made  you 

all 

2  The  Lord  is  great !  his  majesty,  how  glo- 

rious! 
Resound    his  praise  from   shore  to 
shore; 
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266. 


The  Star  in  the  EaifL 


1  Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  tlio  morning! 

Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thine  aid; 
Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

2  Cold  on  his  cradle  the  dew-drops  are  shining; 

Low  lies  his  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall: 
Angels  adore  him,  in  slumber  reclining, 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all ! 

8  Say,  shall  we  yield  him,  in  costly  devotion. 
Odors  of  Edom,  and  offerings  divine  ? 
Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the  ocean. 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from  the  mine! 

4  Vainljr  we  offer  each  ample  oblation, 

Vainly  with  cold  would  his  favors  secure : 
Richer,  by  far,  is  the  heart's  adoration ; 

Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 

5  Br^htest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning! 

Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  thine  aid; 
Star  of  the  East,  the  horizon  adorning. 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid. 

1030.*      "4'^«,  «Wiw,  Jbr  thy  Uffht  U  comeT 

1  Daughter  of  Zion!   awake  from  thy  sadness; 

Awake,  for  thy  foes  shall  oppress  thee  no  more; 
Bright  o'er  thy  bills  dawns  the  day-star  of  gladness; 
Arise!  for  the  night  of  thy  sorrow  is  o'er. 

2  Strong  were  thy  foes,  but  the  arm  that  subdued  them. 

And  scattered  their  legions,  was  mightier  far; 
They  fled,  like  the  chaff,  from  the  scourge  that  pursued  them ; 
For  rain  were  their  steeds  and  their  chariots  of  war ! 

8  Daughter  of  Zion  I  the  Power  that  hath  saved  thee, 
Extolfed  with  the  harp  and  the  timbrel  should  be : 
Shout!  for  the  foe  is  destroyed  that  enslaved  thee, 
Th*  oppressor  is  vanquished,  and  Zion  is  firoo  I       

*  Omit  tbo  Uo  A>r  this  bymn. 
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4  Lord,  here  wc  bond  our  humble  souls 
In  awe  and  love  adore ; 
For  the  weak  pinions  of  our  mind 
Can  stretch  a  thought  no  more. 

6  Thy  glories  infinitely  rise 

Above  our  laboring  tongue ; 
In  vain  the  highest  seraph  tries 
To  form  an  equal  song. 

6  In  humble  notes  our  faith  adores 
The  great,  mysterious  King ; 
While  angels  strain  their  nobler  pow( 
And  sweep  th'  immortal  string. 

^ijx)^    **  God  move*  in,  a  mysterious  ncay^* 

1  God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 

His  wonders  to  perform  ; 
lie  plants  his  footsteps  in  the  sea. 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  his  bright  designs. 
And  works  nis  sovereign  will. 

3  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take : 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense. 

But  trust  him  for  his  grace : 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 
6  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast. 
Unfolding  every  nour ; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 
0  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 
And  scan  his  work  in  vain ; 
God  is  his  own  interpreter, 
And  ho  will  make  it  plain. 


m**  He  howsd  the  heavens^  also,  and  came  downJ* 
Psalm  18. 

1  The  Lord  descended  from  above, 

And  bowed  the  heavens  most  high ; 
And  underneath  his  feet  he  cast 
The  darkness  of  the  sky. 

2  On  cherub  and  on  cherubim, 

Full  royally,  he  rode ; 
And  on  the  wings  of  mighty  winds 
Came  flying  all  abroad. 

8  He  sat  serene  upon  the  floods, 
Their  fury  to  restrain ; 
And  he,  as  Sovereign,  Lord,  and  King, 
For  evermore  shall  reign. 

4  The  Lord  will  give  his  people  strength, 

Whereby  they  shall  increase ; 
And  he  will  bless  his  chosen  flock 
With  everlasting  peace. 

5  Give  glory  to  his  awful  name. 

And  honor  him  alone ; 

Give  worship  to  his  majesty 

Upon  his  holy  throne. 


,  *^ Canst  fhou^  hy  searching^  Jlnd  out  GodP* 


184 

1  How    wondrous    great,    how    glorious 

bright 
Must  our  Creator  be. 
Who  dwells  amid  the  dazzling  light 
Of  an  eternal  day  ! 

2  Our  soaring  spirits  upward  rise. 

Toward  the  celestial  throne  : 
Fain  would  we  see  the  blessed  Three, 
And  the  almighty  One. 

8  Our  reason  stretches  all  its  wings. 
And  climbs  above  the  skies ; 
But  still,  how  far  beneath  thy  feet 
Our  groveling  reason  lies  f 
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9  A  ^  •*  Crtfa>  mm  that  loTsd  iml" 

^/^ei«  lUv.  1:6-8. 

1  To  Lim  who  loved  the  souls  of  men, 

And  washed  us  in  his  blood, 
To  royal  honors  raised  our  head, 
And  made  us  priests  to  God ; — 

2  To  him  let  every  tongue  be  praise, 

And  every  heart  be  love ; 
All  grateful  honors  paid  on  earth, 
And  nobler  songs  above ! 

8  Behold,  on  flying  clouds  he  comes ! 
His  saints  shall  bless  the  day ; 
While  they  that  pierced  him  sadly  mourn 
In  anguish  and  dismay. 

4  Thou  art  the  First,  and  thou  the  Last ; 
Time  centers  all  in  thee, — 
Th'  almighty  God,  who  was,  and  is, 
And  evermore  shall  be. 


350. 


God  reveaUd  in  th4  Aionmneni. 


1  Father,  how  wide  thy  gloir  shines ! 
How  high  thy  wonders  nse ! 
Known  through  the  earth  by  thousand 


By  thousand  through  the  skies. 

2  Those  mighty  orbs  proclaim  thy  power. 
Their  motions  speak  thy  skill ; 
And  on  the  wings  of  every  hour 
We  read  thy  patience  still. 

8  But  when  we  view  thy  strange  design 
To  save  rebellious  worms. 
Where  vengeance  and  compassion  join 
In  their  divinest  forms, — 
4  Here  the  whole  Deity  is  known ; 
Nor  dares  a  creature  guess 
Which  of  the  glories  bnghtest  shone, 
Hie  justice,  or  the  grace. 
6 


5  Now  the  full  glories  of  the  Lamb 
Adorn  the  heavenly  plains ; 
Bright  seraphs  learn  Immanuers  name. 
And  try  their  choicest  strains. 

G  Oh,  may  I  bear  some  humble  part 
In  that  immortal  song ! 
Wonder  and  joy  shall  tunc  my  heart, 
And  love  command  my  tongue. 


An  anei&nt  Hymn  to  the  Trinity. 


468. 

1  To  God  be  glory,  peace  on  earth, 

To  all  mankind  good  will ; 
Wc  bless,  we  praise,  we  worship  thee,. 
And  glorify  thee  still ; 

2  And  thanks  for  thy  great  glory  give,. 

That  fills  our  souls  with  light ; 
O  Lord,  our  heavenly  King,  the  God 
And  Father  of  all  might  I 

8  And  thou,  begotten  Son  of  God, 
Before  all  time  begun ; 
O  Jesus  Christ,  thou  Lamb  of  God,' 
The  Father's  only  Son ; 

4  Thou  who  the  sins  of  all  the  world: 

Dost  fully  take  away. 
Have  mercy,  Saviour  of  mankind. 
And  hear  us  when  we  pray ! 

5  O  thou,  who  sitt'st  at  God's  right  hmaS^ 

Itpon  the  Father's  throne. 
Have  mercy  on  us,  thou,  O  Christ, 
Who  art  the  Holy  One ! 

6  Thou,  only  with  the  Holy  Ghost 
Whom  earth  and  heaven  adore. 


In  fflory  of  the  Fathar  art , 
Most  high  for  m 
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Pastoral  Benediction, 


90. 

1  Now  may  the  Lord  our  Shepherd  lead 

To  living  streams  his  little  flock ; 
May  he  in  flowery  pastures  feed, 
Shade  us  at  noon  beneath  the  rock ! 

2  Now  may  we  hear  our  Shepherd's  voice, 

And  gladly  answer  to  his  call ; 
Now  may  our  hearts  for  him  rejoice, 
Who  Knows,  and  names,  and  loves  us 
all. 

8  When  the  Chief  Shepherd  shall  appear. 
And  small  and  great  before  him  stand. 
Oh,  be  the  flock  assembling  here 

Found  with  the  sheep  on  his  right  hand ! 

34:7 .     ^'^  ^^  ^  P^*w  ^'^• 

1  Worthy  the  Lamb  of  boundless  sway, 

In  earth  and  heaven  the  Lord  of  ail : 
Let  all  the  powers  of  earth  obey. 
And  low  before  his  footstool  IIblII. 

2  Higher,  still  higher,  swell  the  strain ; 

Creation's  voice  the  note  prolong  I 
Jesus,  the  Lamb,  shall  ever  reign : 
Let  hallelujahs  crown  the  song ! 

4 1  e5«         "  -^y  vfondrout  HatneJ* 

1  Great  One  in  Three,  great  Three  in  One ! 

Thy  wondrous  name  we  sound  abroad ; 
Prostrate  we  fell  before  thy  throne, 
O  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord ! 

2  Thee,  Holy  Father,  we  confess ; 

Thee,  Holy  Saviour,  we  adore ; 
And  thee,  O  Holy  Ghost,  we  bless 
And  praise  ana  worship  evermore. 

8  Thou  art  by  heaven  and  earth  adored ; 
Thy  universe  is  fiili  of  thee, 
O  holy,  holy,  holj  Lord ! 
QtetX  Three  m  One,  great  One  in 
Three! 


IfiftQ     *"  Who  U  Jbr  you  a  fiiiUhful  minUt.r  v/ 

1  With  heavenly  power,  0  Lord;  defend 
Him  whom  we  now  to  thee  commend ; 
Tliy  faithful  messenger  secure. 

And  make  him  to  the  end  endure. 

2  Gird  him  with  all-suflScient  grace ; 
Direct  his  feet  in  paths  of  peace ; 
Thy  truth  and  faithfulness  fulfill. 
And  arm  him  to  obey  thy  will. 

IIA^    **  To  M  the  oppressed  go  free^  and  break 
JL  l.\J  T:»  every  yoke,^" 

1  Lord,  when  thine  ancient  people  cried. 

Oppressed  and  bound  by  Egypt's  kinj:, 
Tliou  didst  Arabia's  sea  divide. 

And  forth  thy  feinting  Israel  bring. 

2  Lo  !  in  these  latter  days,  our  land 

Groans  with  the  anguish  of  the  slave  I 
Lord  God  of  hosts !  stretch  forth  thy  hand, 
Not  sliortened  that  it  can  not  save. 

3  Roll  back  the  swelling  tide  of  sin, — 

The  lust  of  gain,  the  lust  of  power ; 
The  day  of  freedom  usher  in  : 

How  long  delays  th'  appointed  hour  ? 

4  As  thou  of  old  to  Miriam's  hand 

The  thrilling  timbrel  didst  restore. 
And  to  her  .joyful  song  the  land 
Echoed  from  desert  to  the  shore, — 

5  Oh,  let  thy  smitten  ones  again 

Take  up  the  chorus  of  the  free  : 
"  Praise  ye  the  Lord !  his  power  proclaim. 
For  he  hath  conquered  gloriously !" 

1 125.  "^«  ^''V*  9haUfaU  down  h^ore  Him.'* 

1  Let  the  seyenth  angel  sound  on  high ; 
Let  shouts  be  heard  through  all  the  sky ; 
Kings  of  the  earth,  with  glad  accord. 
Give  up  your  kingdom  to  the  Lord. 

2  Almighty  God !  thy  power  assume. 
Who  wast,  and  art,  and  art  to  come ; 
Jesua,  the  Lamb,  who  once  was  slain, 
**  "'  \— for  ever  reign  I 
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7%«  (r2ory  </ JaAova^— Psalm  97. 


189. 

1  Jehovah  reigns ;  his  throne  is  high, 
His  robes  are  light  and  majesty : 

His  glory  shines  with  beams  so  bright, 
No  mortal  can  sustain  the  sight. 

2  His  terrors  keep  the  world  in  awe  ; 
His  justice  guards  his  holy  law  : 
His  love  reveals  a  smiling  fistcc ; 

His  truth  and  promise  s^  the  grace. 

3  Thro'  all  his  works  what  wisdom  shines ! 
He  baffles  Satan's  deep  designs ; 

His  power  is  sovereign  to  fulfill 
The  noblest  counsels  of  his  will. 

4  And  will  this  glorious  Lord  descend 
To  be  my  Father  and  my  Friend  ? 
Then  let  my  songs  with  angels  join. 
Heaven  is  secure,  if  God  is  mine. 

0  rC  A    **  Tht  MfTM  ytBterday,  and  to-day,  and  for 

1  With  transport,  Lord,  our  souls  proclaim 
Th'  immortal  honor  of  thy  name ; 
Assembled  round  our  Saviour's  throne, 
We  make  his  ceaseless  glories  known. 

2  Through  all  revolving  ages,  ho 

The  same  hath  been,  the  same  shall  be  : 
Immortal  radiance  gilds  his  head. 
While  stars  and  suns  wax  old  and  fade. 

3  The  same  his  power  his  flock  to  guard ; 
The  same  his  bounty  to  reward ; 

The  same  his  fiiithfulness  and  love 
To  saints  on  earth,  and  saints  above. 

4  Let  nature  change,  and  sink,  and  die, 
Jesus  shall  raise  his  chosen  high, 
And  fix  them  near  his  steadfa^  throne. 
In  glory  changeless  as  his  own. 

\\{iti.''J,UuLord,wmha9lmUU^hUUm€r 

1  Hastkn,  0  Lord,  that  happy  time, 
Hut  dear,  expected^  Uemi  day  I 


When  men  of  every  race  and  clime 
The  Saviour's  precepts  shall  obey. 

2  In  one  sweet  symphony  of  praise, 
Gentile  and  Jew  shall  then  unite ; 
And  all  the  wrongs  that  man  has  wrought 
Sink  in  th'  abyss  of  endless  night. 

8  Then  Afric's  long  enslaved  sons 

Shall  join  with  Europe's  polished  race. 
To  celebrate,  in  different  tongues. 
The  glories  of  redeeming  grace. 

4  From  east  to  west,  from  north  to  south, 
Immanuel's  kingdom  shall  extend  ; 
And  every  man,  in  every  face, 
Shall  meet  a  brother  and  a  friend. 


Prayer  for  general  Peace. 


1110. 

1  Thy  footsteps.  Lord,  with  joy  we  trace. 
And  mark  the  conquests  of  thy  grace ; 
Complete  the  work  thou  hast  begun, 
And  let  thy  will  on  earth  be  done. 

2  Oh,  show  thyself  the  Prince  of  peace ; 
Command  the  din  of  war  to  cease  : 
Oh,  bid  contending  nations  rest, 

And  let  thy  love  rule  every  breast ! 

3  Then  peace  returns  with  balmy  wing ; 
Glad  plenty  laughs,  the  valleys  sing ; 
Reviving  commerce  lifts  her  nead. 
And  want  and  woe  and  hate  have  fled. 

^  Thou  good  and  wise,  and  righteous  Lordt 
All  move  subservient  to  thy  word ; 
Oh,  soon  let  every  nation  prove 
The  perfect  joy  of  Christian  love  1 

DOXOLOOT. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  allbleasings  flow ! 
Praise  him,  all  cr8ate«"'«***^^'J«w ! 
Praifte  Mm  VkW^^^^*  ^ 
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99*  PraiM  to  .AiAotNxA. 

1  Praise  to  thee,  thou  great  Creator ! 

Praise  to  thee  from  every  tongue  : 
Join,  my  soul,  with  every  creature, 
Join  the  universal  song. 

2  Father,  Source  of  all  compassion 

Pure,  unbounded  grace  is  thine  : 
Hail  the  God  of  our  salvation ! 
Praise  him  for  his  love  divine. 


8  For  ten  thousand  blessings  given, 
For  the  hope  of  future  joy, 
Sound  his  praise  through  earth  and  heaven, 
Sound  Jehovah's  praise  on  high. 
4  Joyfully  on  earth  adore  him, 

Till  m  heaven  our  song  we  raise ; 
There,  enraptured,  fall  before  him, 
Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 


*TU  I>6Hr6  0/  aU  fiaKofM."* 


394. 

1  Come,  thou  long-expected  Jesus, 

Bom  to  set  thy  people  free ; 
From  our  fears  and  sins  release  us, 
Let  us  find  our  rest  in  thee. 

2  Israel's  strength  and  consolation, 

Hope  of  i£  the  earth  thou  art ; 


Dear  desire  of  every  nation, 
Joy  of  every  longing  heart. 

3  Born,  thy  people  to  deliver ; 

Bom  a  child,  and  yet  a  king ; 
Born  to  reign  in  us  for  ever, 

Now  thy  gracious  kingdom  bring. 

4  By  thine  own  eternal  Spirit, 

Rule  in  all  our  hearts  alone ; 
By  thine  all-sufficient  merit. 
Raise  us  to  thy  glorious  throne. 

y  O  I  ,  *•  JVvm  ffracs  to  glory,^ 

1  Know,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation ; 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care ; 
Joy  to  find  in  every  station 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear : 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee; 

Think  what  Father's  smiles  are  thine ; 
Think  that  Jesus  died  to  win  thee : 

Child  of  heaven,  canst  thou  repine  ? 

2  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory. 

Armed  by  faith,  and  winged  by  prater ; 
Heaven's  eternal  day  before  thee — 
God's  own  hand  snail  guide  thee  there, 
shall  close  thine  earthly  mission, 
hall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days ; 
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Hope  shall  change  to  glad  fruition, 
Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise, 

X  U  A  X  •  **^  <"**  <*  miracU  qf  grace,"" 

1  Hail,  my  ever  blessed  Jesus  ! 

Only  thee  I  wish  to  sing ; 
To  my  soul  thy  name  is  precious, 

Thou  my  Prophet,  Pnest,  and  King ; 
Oh,  what  mercy  flows  from  heaven  I 

Oh,  what  joy  and  happiness ! 
Love  I  mucli  ?  I  've  much  forgiven — 

I  'm  a  miracle  of  grace  1 

2  Once  with  Adam's  race  in  ruin, 

Unconcerned  in  sin  I  lay ; 
Swift  destruction  still  pursuing, 

Till  my  Saviour  passed  that  way  : 
Witness,  all  ye  hosts  of  heaven, 

My  Redeemer's  tenderness : 
Love  I  much  ?  I  'vc  much  forgiven — 

I  'm  a  miracle  of  grace  I 

8  Shout,  }  e  bright,  angelic  choir ! 

Praise  the  Lamb  enthroned  above  I 
While,  astonished,  I  admire 

God's  free  grace  and  boundless  love : 
That  blest  moment  I  received  him 

Filled  my  soul  with  joy  and  peace : 
Love  I  much  ?  I  've  much  forgiven — 

I  'm  a  miracle  of  grace  I 


1  n'T  1      "-^»w*  I><i^*^  ««<<^.  *BUM4d  h6  thou:"* 
JL\J  i  JL.  1  chron  29:  10-28. 

1  Blebt  be  thou,  0  God  of  Israel ! 

Thou,  our  Father  and  our  Lord  I 
Mwesty  is  thine  for  ever ; 
Ever  be  thy  name  adored. 

2  Thine,  0  Lord,  are  power  and  greatness; 

Glory,  victory,  are  thine  own ; 

All  is  thine  in  earth  and  heaven, 

Over  all  thy  boundless  throne. 

3  Riches  come  of  thee,  and  honor ; 

Power  and  miffht  to  thee  belong ; 
Thine  it  is  to  mi£e  us  prosper. 
Only  thine  to  make  us  strong. 

4  Lord,  our  God,  for  these,  thy  bounties, 

Hymns  of  gratitude  we  raise ; 
To  thy  name,  for  ever  glorious, 
Ever  we  address  our  praise. 


DOXOLOOT. 

Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation, 

Praise  the  Father's  boundless  love ; 
Praise  the  Lamb,  our  expiation ; 

Praise  the  Spirit  from  above ; 
Praise  the  Fountain  of  salvation, 

Him  by  whom  our  spirits  live ; 
Undivided  adoration 

To  the  one  Jehe 


86 


NEW  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 


t 


XJXBRIDGE.    L.  M. 


m 


-f^ 


^^ 


i^UL 


r 


f 


g 


■Gh- 


i 


^ 


r  r  r  r'r   r^^- 


jrj-hh^ 


r  'r  r  r  r   r  f  'f 


? 


m«  7%«  Zord  ^iUefh  upon  ihs  JloodT 
Paalm  29. 

1  Give  to  the  Lord,  yc  sons  of  fame, 
Give  to  the  Lord  renown  and  power ; 
Ascribe  new  honors  to  his  name, 
And  his  eternal  might  adore. 

2  The  Lord  proclaims  his  power  aloud, 
O'er  all  the  ocean  and  the  land ; 
His  voice  divides  the  watery  cloud, 
And  lightnings  blaze  at  his  command. 

8  The  Lord  sits  Sovereign  on  the  flood ; 
The  Thunderer  reigns  for  ever  King ; 
But  makes  his  church  his  blest  abode. 
Where  we  his  awful  glories  sing. 

4  In  gentler  language,  there  the  Lord 
Tlie  counsels  of  his  grace  imparts : 
Amid  the  raging  storm,  his  word 
Speaks  peace  and  courage  to  our  hearts. 

XOO*  God  All-powerful. 

1  Tub  Lord,  the  God  of  glor}',  reigns, 
In  robes  of  majesty  arrayed ; 

His  rule  omnipotence  sustains, 
And  guides  the  worlds  his  hands  have 
made. 

2  Ere  rolling  worlds  began  to  move. 

Or  ere  the  heavens  were  spread  abroad. 
Thine  awful  throne  was  fixed  above ; 
From  everlasting  thou  art  God. 

3  The  swelling  floods  tumultuous  rise, 
Aloud  the  angry  tempests  roar ; 
Lift  their  proud  billows  to  the  skies, 
And  foam,  and  lash  the  trembling  shore. 

4  The  Lord,  the  mighty  God,  on  high, 
Controls  the  fiercely  raging  seas ; 

He  speaks ! — and  noiso  and  tempest  fly. 
The  waves  sink  down  in  gentle  peace. 

5  Thy  sovereign  laws  are  ever  sure, 
Eternal  parity  is  thine ; 


And,  Lord,  thy  people  shall  be  pure. 
And  in  thy  blest  resemblance  abinc. 

m"TF»o  can  thoto  forth  uU  lUn  praise  r* 
Psalm  lOG. 

1  On,  render  thanks  to  God  above, 
The  fountain  of  eternal  love ; 
Whose  mercy  firm,  through  ages  past. 
Hath  stood,  and  shall  for  ever  last. 

2  Who  can  his  mighty  deeds  express- 
Not  only  vast,  but  numberless ! 
What  mortal  eloquence  can  raiso 
His  tribute  of  immortal  praise  ! 

3  Extend  to  me  that  favor,  Lord, 
Thou  to  thy  chosen  dost  afford  ; 
When  thou  return'st  to  set  them  free. 
Let  thy  salvation  visit  me. 

4  Oh,  render  thanks  to  God  above. 
The  fountain  of  eternal  love : 

His  mercy  firm,  through  ages  past, 
Hath  stood,  and  shall  for  ever  last 

Q^A.      ^  Every  day  icill  I  hU9n  Thfe.'" 
0^'±*  Psalm  145. 

1  My  God,  my  King,  thy  various  praise 
Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days ; 
Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue. 
Till  death  and  glory  raise  the  song. 

2  The  wings  of  every  hour  shall  bear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to  thme  ear ; 
And  every  setting  sun  shall  see 
New  works  of  duty  done  for  thee. 

3  Let  distant  times  and  nations  raise 
The  long  succession  of  thy  praise ; 
And  unborn  ages  make  my  song 
The  joy  and  triumph  of  their  tongue. 

4  But  who  can  speak  thy  wondrous  deeds  ? 
Thy  greatness  all  our  thoughts  exceeds ; 
Vast  and  unsearchable  thy  ways ! 

1  ^mmortal  be  thy  praise ! 
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1  Bright  King  of  glory !  dreadful  God ! 
Our  spirits  bow  before  thy  seat ; 

To  thee  we  lift  an  humble  thought, 
And  worship  at  thine  awful  feet ! 

2  A  thousand  seraphs,  strong  and  bright. 
Stand  round  the  glorious  l3eity ; 

But  who,  among  the  sons  of  light, 
Pretends  comparison  with  thee  ? 

3  Yet  there  is  one,  of  human  frame, 
Jesus,  arrayed  in  flesh  and  blood, 
Thinks  it  no  robbery  to  claim 

A  full  equality  with  God. 

4  Then,  let  the  name  of  Christ,  our  King, 
With  equal  honors  be  adored : 

His  praise  let  every  angel  sing. 
And  all  the  nations  own  him  Lord. 

^Ol.  ""Go^  worMhip  at  Immanua's  fuV* 

1  Go,  worship  at  Immanuel's  feet ; 
Sec  in  his  face  what  wonders  meet : 
Earth  is  too  narrow  to  express 

His  worth,  his  glory,  or  his  grace. 

2  Nor  earth,  nor  seas,  nor  sun,  nor  stars, 
Nor  heaven  his  full  resemblance  bears : 
His  beauties  we  can  never  trace. 

Till  we  behold  him  face  to  face. 

3  Oh,  let  me  climb  those  higher  skies. 
Where  storms  and  darkness  never  rise : 
There  he  displays  his  power  abroad, 
And  shines,  and  reigns,  th'  incarnate  God ! 


•*  Unto  mm  IKai  loved  ut,'^ 
Ber.  l:&-7. 


325. 

1  Now  to  the  Lord,  who  makes  us  know 
The  wonders  of  his  dyinff  love, 
Be  hnmblo  honors  paid  below, 
And  strains  of  nobler  praise  above  I 


2  T  was  he  who  cleansed  our  foulest  sins, 
And  washed  us  in  his  precious  blood ; 
'T  is  he  who  makes  us  priests  and  kings) 
And  brings  us  rebels  near  to  God. 

3  To  Jesus,  our  atoning  Priest, 
To  Jesus,  our  eternal  King, 

Be  everlasting  power  confessed  ! 
Let  every  tongue  his  glory  sing. 

4  Behold !  on  flying  clouds  he  comes. 
And  every  eye  shall  see  him  move ; 
Tho'  with  our  sins  we  pierced  him  once, 
He  now  displays  his  pardoning  love. 

5  The  unbelieving  world  shall  wail, 
While  we  rejoice  to  see  the  day : 
Come,  Lord,  nor  let  thy  promise  fail. 
Nor  let  thy  chariot  long  delay. 

381.  "*  7%4  Prince  </ Life:' 

1  Hail  to  the  Prince  of  life  and  peace, 
Who  holds  the  keys  of  death  and  hell ! 
The  spacious  world  unseen  is  his, 

And  sovereign  power  becomes  him  well. 

2  In  shame  and  anguish  once  he  died  ; 
But  now  he  lives  for  evermore  : 
Bow  down,  ye  saints,  around  his  seat. 
And,  all  ye  angel-bands,  adore. 

3  So  live  for  ever,  glorious  Lord, 

To  crush  thy  foes  and  guard  thy  friends ;, 
While  all  thy  chosen  tribes  rejoice 
That  thy  dominion  never  ends. 

4  Worthy  thy  hand  to  hold  the  keys, 
Guided  by  wisdom  and  by  love ; 
Worthy  to  rule  o'er  mortal  life. 
O'er  worlds  below,  and  worlds  above. 

5  For  ever  reign,  victorions  Kinff ! 
Wide  tliro'  we  earth  thy  name  be  known ; 
And  call  my  longinir.MlliMDfir 
Sublimer  authfiXBiki 


88  NEW  SABBATH  HTMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 

NASHYILLK    L.P.M. 

4 \- 


i 


J  J  J  Ji.i 


.i|J  J-iJ  J  J I 


=1=1 


23t 


H  r  r,  r  r  rf 


rY^r^T^^T 


■^^ 


^ 


i^i^^fi';"^!/ 


^^^ 


^  :*!-  r  r  r  r 


■'■^^J  J-lMiU 


I 


^r  r  r  r  r  Tfr 
■I  .J  J  J  J  J     "~ 


f  "^  f  r  f  f~r^ 


m 


i''r  I  r  rrr'r^ 


^l/h 'i'iyi^i 


1  Let  all  the  earth  their  voices  raise. 
To  sing  the  choicest  psalm  of  praise ; 

To  sing  and  bless  Jehovah's  name: 
His  glory  let  the  heathen  know ; 
His  wonders  to  the  nations  show ; 

And  all  his  saving  works  proclaim. 

2  He  framed  the  ^lobe,  he  built  the  sky, 
He  made  the  shining  worlds  on  high, 

And  reigns  complete  in  glory  there : 
His  beams  are  majesty  and  light ; 
His  beauties,  how  divmely  bnght  I 

His  temple,  how  divinely  fair ! 

8  Come  the  great  day,  the  glorious  hour, 
When  earth  shall  feel  his  saving  power. 

And  barb'rous  nations  fear  his  name ! 
Then  shall  the  race  of  man  confess 
The  beauty  of  his  holiness. 

And  in  his  courts  his  grace  proclaim. 


EverlatUn 


r  Praise  to  Jehovah, 
?aaXm  146. 


221. 

1  I  'll  praise  my  Maker  with  my  breath ; 
And  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death. 

Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  powers : 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past. 
While  life,  and  thought,  and  being  last. 

Or  immortality  endures. 

2  Happy  the  man  whose  hopes  rely 
On  Israel's  God ;  he  made  the  sky, 

And  earth,  and  seas,  with  all  their  train: 
His  truth  for  ever  stands  secure ; 


He  saves  th' 


he  feeds  the  poor, 


And  none  shall  find  his  promise  vain* 


3  The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind, 
The  Lord  supports  the  sinking  mind ; 

He  sends  tne  lab'ring  conscience  peace: 
He  helps  the  stranger  in  distress, 
The  widow  and  the  fatherless. 

And  grants  the  prisoner  sweet  release. 

4  He  loves  his  saints,  he  knows  them  well, 
But  turns  the  wicked  down  to  hell : 

Thy  God,  O  Zion,  ever  reigns ! 
Let  every  tonmie,  let  every  age. 
In  this  exalted  work  engage : 

Praise  him  in  everlasting  strains. 

5  I  '11  praise  him  while  he  lends  me  breath ; 
And  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death. 

Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  powers: 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past, 
While  life,  and  thought,  and  being  last, 

Or  immortality  endures. 


"  jror«  to  be  detired  than  goldr 
Psalm  19. 


484. 

1  I  LOVE  the  volume  of  thy  word ; 
What  light  and  joy  those  leaves  afford 

To  souls  benighted  and  distressed ! 
Thy  precepts  guide  my  doubtful  way, 
Thy  fear  forbids  my  feet  to  stray. 

Thy  promise  leads  my  heart  to  rest. 

2  Thy  threatenings  wake  my  slumbering 

eyes. 
And  warn  me  where  my  danger  lies ; 

But  'tis  thy  blessid  gospel.  Lord, 
That  makes  my  guiltjr  conscience  clean. 
Converts  my  sbuT,  subdues  my  sin, 

And  crivpa  a  free,  but  large  reward. 
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"Who  knows  tlic  errors  of  his  thoughts  ? 
liy  Ciod  forgive  my  secret  faults, 

And  from  presumptuous  sins  restrain : 
-Accept  my  poor  attempts  of  praise, 
That  I  have  read  thy  book  of  grace, 

And  book  of  nature  not  in  vain. 


»  ShaU  he  dsliter  hU  9oul  r-Psalm  89. 


272. 

Think,  mighty  God,  on  feeble  man, 
How  few  his  hours,  how  short  his  span  ! 

Short  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave  : 
^Who  can  secure  his  vital  breath 
Against  the  bold  demands  of  death. 

With  skill  to  fly,  or  power  to  save  ? 

2  Lord,  shall  it  be  for  ever  said. 
The  race  of  man  was  only  made 

For  sickness,  sorrow,  and  the  dust  ? 
Are  not  thy  servants,  day  by  day. 
Sent  to  their  graves,  and  turned  to  clay  ? 

Lord,  where 's  thy  kindness  to  the  just  ? 

3  Hast  thou  not  promised  to  thy  Son, 
And  all  his  seed,  a  heavenly  crown  ? 

But  flesh  and  sense  indulge  despair : 
Forever  blessed  be  the  Lord, 
That  faith  can  read  his  holy  word. 

And  find  a  resurrection  there. 

4  For  ever  blessed  be  the  Lord, 
^Vll0  gives  his  saints  a  long  reward 

For  all  their  toil,  reproach,  and  pain : 
Let  all  below,  and  all  above 
Join  to  proclaim  thy  wondrous  love, 

And  each  repeat  bis  loud  Amen  1 


1  9ft  9     "  ^*  n0hieou$jud{fmen*  of  God."" 

1  The  last  loud  trumpet's  wondrous  sound 
Shall  wake  the  nations  under  ground : 
Where,  then,  my  God,  shall  I  be  found, — 

2  When  all  shall  stand  before  thy  throne. 
When  thou  shalt  make  their  sentence 

known. 
And  all  thy  righteous  judgment  own ! 

3  Thou,  who  for  sinners  felt  such  pain, 
Whose  precious  blood    the   Cross   did 

stain. 
Who  did  for  us  its  curse  sustain, — 

4  By  all  that  man's  redemption  cost, 
Let  not  my  trembling  soul  be  lost, 
In  storms  of  guilty  terror  tossed  1 

5  Give  me  in  that  dread  day  a  place 
Among  thy  chosen,  faithful  race. 
The  sons  of  God,  and  heirs  of  grace. 

0  Trembling  before  thy  throne  I  bend ; 
My  God,  my  Father,  and  my  Friend, 
Do  not  forsake  me  in  the  end ! 


DOXOLOOY. 

Now  to  the  great  and  sacred  Three, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  be 

Eternal  praise  and  dory  given, — 
Through  all  the  wonds  where  God  is 

known, 
By  all  the  angels  near  the  throne, 

And  all  the  saints  in  earth  and  heaven! 
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X  X  y  .  "  J^«  ^^and  that  made  us  U  JHtirur 

1  The  spacious  firmament  on  high, 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky, 

And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame, 
The'r  great  Original  proclaim. 

2  Th'  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day, 
Does  his  Creator's  power  display, 
And  publishes  to  every  land 

The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

3  Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale, 
And  nightly  to  the  listening  earth 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth  ; 

4  While  all  the  stars  that  round  her  bum, 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn. 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  tht^  roll. 

And  spread  the  truth  fronri  pole  to  pole, 

6  What  though,  in  solemn  silence,  all 
Move  round  this  dark,  terrestrial  ball ! 
What  though  nor  real  voice  nor  sound 
Amid  their  radiant  orbs  be  found  ? 

6  In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice ; 
For  ever  singing,  as  they  shine, 

**  The  hand  that  made  us  is  Divine.'* 


X  \j^9  ^^  <>wr  Jiefuge.    Paalm  4A. 

I  1  God  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints, 
I  When  storms  of  sharp  distress  inrade; 

I       Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints, 
Behold  him  present  with  his  aid. 

2  Let  mountains  from  their  seats  be  hurled 

Down  to  the  deep,  and  buried  there^ 
Convulsions  shake  the  solid  world ; 
Our  faith  shall  never  yield  to  fear. 

3  Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar ; 

In  sacred  peace  our  souls  abide ; 
While  every  nation,  every  shore. 

Trembles  and  dreads  the  swelling  tide. 

4  There  is  a  stream,  whose  gentle  flow 

Supplies  the  city  of  our  God, 
Life,  love,  and  joy,  still  gliding  throngli, 
And  watering  our  divme  abode. 

6  That  sacred  stream,  thine  holy  word, 
Our  grief  allays,  our  fear  controls ; 
Sweet  peace  thy  promises  afford. 

And  give  new   strength  to  fainting 
souls. 

6  Zion  enjoys  her  Monarch's  love, 

Secure  against  a  threatening  hour ; 
Nor  can  her  firm  foundations  move, 
*"  '"  on  his  truth  and  armed  with 
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1  Up  to  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes, 
Th'  eternal  hills  beyond  the  skies ; 
Tbence  all  her  help  my  soul  derives, 
Tbere  my  almighty  Refuge  lives. 

2  He  lives — ^the  everlasting  God 

That  built  the  world,  that  spread  the  flood: 
The  heavens  with  all  their  hosts  he  made, 
And  the  dark  regions  of  the  dead. 

3  He  guides  our  feet,  he  guards  our  way ; 
His  morning  smiles  bless  all  the  day  : 
He  spreads  the  evening  vail,  and  keeps 
The  silent  hours,  while  Israel  sleeps. 

4  Israely  a  name  divinely  blest, 
May  rise  secure,  securely  rest ; 
Thy  holy  Guardian^s  wakeful  eyes 
Adimit  no  slumber,  nor  surprise. 

5  No  son  shall  smite  thv  head  by  day ; 
Nor  the  pale  moon  with  sickly  ray 
Shall  blast  thy  couch ;  no  baleful  star 
Dart  his  malignant  fire  so  far. 

6  Slioald  earth  and  hell  with  malice  bum, 
Still  thou  shalt  go,  aud  still  rctupi, 
Safe  in  the  Lord ;  his  heavenly  care 
Defends  thy  life  from  every  suare. 

7  On  thee  foul  spirits  have  no  power ; 
Andy  in  thy  last  departing  hour, 
Aoffeb,  that  trace  the  airy  road, 
ShiUl  bear  thee  homeward  to  thy  God. 


**  A  «o  io94d  M«  worldr— John  IC:  17. 


275. 

1  Not  to  condemn  the  sons  of  men. 

Did  CSirist,  the  Son  of  God,  appear ; 
Ho  wei^ns  in  his  hands  are  seen, 
No  flaming  sword,  nor  thunder  there. 


2  Such  was  the  pity  of  our  God, 

Ho  loved  the  race  of  man  so  well, 
Ue  Fcnt  his  Son  to  bear  our  load 
Of  sins,  and  save  our  souls  from  hell. 

3  Sinners,  believe  the  Saviour's  word ; 

Trust  in  his  mightv  name,  and  live : 
A  thousand  joys  his  lips  afford, 

Ilis  hands  a  thousand  blessings  give. 

4:7  9.  3^  ^o****  ^^  <*•  ^o*^  <*/  ^orf.— Psalm  19. 

1  The  heavens  declare  thy  glory.  Lord ; 

In  every  star  thy  wisdom  shines; 
But  whcm  our  eyes  behold  thy  word, 
We  road  thy  name  in  fairer  lines. 

2  The  rolling  sun,  the  changing  light. 

And  night,  and  day,  tliy  power  confess ; 
But  the  blest  volume  thou  hast  writ. 
Reveals  thy  justice  and  thy  grace. 

3  Sun,  moon,  and  stars  convey  thy  praise 

Round  the   whole   earth,  and   never 
ttand ; 
So  when  thy  truth  began  its  race, 
It  touched  and  glanced  on  every  land. 

4  Nor  shall  thy  spreading  gospel  vest, 

Till  thro'  the  world  thy  truth  hath  run ; 
Till  Christ  hath  all  the  nations  blest 
That  see  the  light,  or  feel  the  sun. 

6  Great  Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise ! 

Bless  tlie  dark  world  with  heavenly 
light : 
Thy  gospel  makes  the  simple  wise. 
Thy  laws  are  pure,  thy  judgments  right 

6  Tliy  noblest  wonders  here  we  view 
In  souls  renewed,  and  sins  forgiven ; 
Lord,  cleanse  my  sins,  my  soul  renew,    A 
And  make  thy  word  my  guide  ^ 
heaven. 


92 


NEW   SABBATH   HTMN   AND   TUNE   BOOK. 


EFFINGHAM.    L.  M. 


AU  nUnga  tAa  Gift  qf  God, 


1  Great  GckI  I  let  all  my  tuneful  powere 

Awake,  and  sing  thy  miffhty  name : 
Thy  hand  revolves  my  circling  hours — 
Thy   hand,  from  whence   my   being 
came. 

2  Seasons  and  moons,  still  rollinf]^  round 

In  beauteous  order,  speak  thy  praise ; 
And  years,  with  smiling  mercy  crowned, 
To  thee  successive  honors  raise. 

3  My  life,  mv  health,  my  friends  I  owe, 

All  to  thy  vast,  unbounded  love ; 
Ten  thousand  precious  gifts  below, 
And  hope  of  nobler  joys  above. 

4  Tlius  will  I  sing  till  nature  cease, 

Till  sense  and  language  are  no  more ; 
And,  after  death,  thy  boundless  grace, 
Through  everlasting  years  adore. 


'  Thy  throne,  O  God,  U  tar  eoer  and 


252. 

1  Now  bo  my  heart  inspired  to  sing 
The  glories  of  my  Saviour  King : 
Jesus,  the  Lord,  how  heavenly  fair 
His  form !  how  bright  his  beauties  are ! 

2  O'er  all  the  sons  of  human  race 
He  shines  with  a  superior  grace ; 
Love  from  his  lips  divinely  flows. 
And  blessings  all  his  state  oompose. 

3  Thy  throne,  0  God,  for  ever  stands! 
Grace  is  the  scepter  in  thy  hands : 
Thy  laws  and  works  are  just  and  right; 
Justice  and  grace  are  thy  delight 

4  God,  thine  own  God,  has  richly  shed 
His  oil  of  gladness  on  thy  head ; 
And  with  his  sacred  Spirit  blest 
His  first-bom  Son  above  the  rest 


Woritltip  of  CltrUt  upon  ZTia  Throttd, 


1  Jesus,  thou  everlasting  King ! 
Accept  the  tribute  which  we  bring ; 
Accept  the  well-deserved  renown. 
And  wear  our  praises  as  thy  crown. 

2  Let  every  act  of  worship  bo 

Like  our  espousals,  Lonl,  to  thee — 
Like  that  dear  hour,  when  from  above 
We  first  received  thy  pledge  of  love. 

3  The  gladness  of  that  happy  day. 

Our  hearts  would  wish  it  long  to  stay; 
Nor  let  our  faith  forsake  its  hold. 
Nor  comfort  sink,  nor  love  grow  cold. 

4  Let  every  moment,  as  it  flies, 
Increase  thy  praise,  improve  our  joya^ 
Till  we  are  raised  to  sing  thy  namc^ 
At  the  great  supper  of  uic  Lamb. 


,  **  Tke  Word  of  our  God  thall  wtandfor  twtr.' 


480 

1  The  starry  firmament  on  high. 
And  all  the  glories  of  the  sky. 

Yet  shine  not  to  thy  praise,  O  Lord, 
So  brightly  as  thy  wntten  word. 

2  The  hopes  that  holy  word  supplies, 
Its  truths  divine,  and  precepts  wise, 
In  each  a  heavenly  beam  I  see. 
And  every  beam  conducts  to  thee. 

3  Almighty  Lord,  the  sun  shall  fail, 
The  moon  forget  her  nightly  tale, 
And  deepest  silence  hush  on  high 
The  radiant  chorus  of  the  sky ; 

4  But  fixed  for  everlasting  years, 
Unmoved,  amid  the  wreck  of  spheres, 

'ord  shall  shine  in  cloudless  day, 
kven  and  earth  have  passe 
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319.  iVuw  n/<*«  (7roM, 

1  We  sing  the  praise  of  him  who  died, 

Of  him  who  died  npon  the  cross : 
The  sinner's  hope  let  men  deride ; 
For  this  we  comit  the  world  as  loss. 

2  The  cross ! — it  takes  our  guilt  away ; 

It  holds  the  fJEiinting  spirit  up ; 

It  cheers  with  hope  the  gloomy  day, 

And  sweetens  every  bitter  cup. 

3  It  makes  the  coward  spirit  brave, 

And  nerves  the  feeble  arm  for  fight ; 
It  takes  the  terror  from  the  grave. 
And  gilds  the  bed  of  death  with  light : 

4  The  balm  of  life,  the  cure  of  woe, 

The  measure  and  the  pledge  of  love ; 
The  sinner's  refuge  here  below, 

The  angels'  theme  in  heaven  above ! 

I  J.  0«  ^  ^^  J^^  ***• 

1  Jesus,  whom  angel-hosts  adore, 

Became  a  man  of  griefs  for  me ; 
In  love,  though  rich,  becoming  poor, 
That  I  thro'  him  enriched  might  be. 

2  Though  Lord  of  all,  above,  below. 

He  went  to  Olivet  for  me ; 
There  drank  my  cup  of  wrath  and  woe. 

When  bleeding  in  Gethsemanc. 
8  The  ever-blessed  Son  of  God 

Went  up  to  Calvary  for  me ; 
There  paid  my  debt,  there  bore  my  load, 

In  his  own  body  on  the  tree. 

4  Jesus,  whose  dwelling  is  the  skies. 

Went  down  into  we  grave  for  me ; 
There  overcame  my  enemies, 
Tliere  won  the  glorious  victory. 

5  rris  finished  all :  the  vail  is  rent, 

The  welcome  sure,  the  access  free; — 
Now  then,  we  leave  our  banishment, 
0  Father,  to  return  to  thee ! 


m*^And  thai  Bock  vfa9  ChrUtr 
•  1  Cor.  10 :  4. 

1  Eternal  Bock ! — to  thee  I  flee ; 

In  thy  rent  fissures  would  I  hide : 
No  rill  of  mercy  flows  to  mo 

But  issues  from  thy  wounded  side. 

2  Earth's    fondest     hopes;  and    brightect 

dreams, 
Are  fitful,  fugitive,  and  vain ; 
The  best  of  its  polluted  streams 
I  only  drink  to  thirst  again. 

3  Forgiveness,  peace,  salvation,  heaven, 

Jesus,  I  owe  alone  to  thee — 
Tlie   Rock  whose   clefts  for  me  were 
riven. 
The  smitten  One  of  Calvary  I 


^And  dying  U  hut  going  homc.^ 


1242. 

1  Now  let  our  souls,  on  wings  sublime, 
Rise  from  the  vanities  of  time. 
Draw  back  the  parting  vail,  and  sec 
The  glories  of  eternity. 

2  Bom  by  a  new,  celestial  birth. 

Why  should  we  grovel  here  on  earth  ? 
Why  grasp  at  vam  and  fleeting  toys, 
So  near  to  heaven's  eternal  joys  ? 

3  Shall  aught  beguile  us  on  the  road, 
While  we  are  walking  back  to  God  ? 
For  strangers  into  life  we  come. 
And  dying  is  but  going  home. 

4  Welcome,  sweet  hour  of  full  discharge, 
That  sets  our  longing  souls  at  large, 
Unbinds  our  chains,  breaks  up  our  cell, 
And  gives  us  with  our  God  to  dwell. 

5  To  dwell  with  God,  to  feel  his  love. 
Is  the  full  heaven  enjoyed  above ; 
And  the  sweet  expecti  ' 
Is  the  young  da^VL  q 
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Ol  A         -4  Paahn  <^ PraU6/or  GodTt  Care, 
^1\J»  Psalm  89. 

1  The  ircrcies  of  my  God  and  King 

Mv  tongue  shall  still  pnrsuo : 
Oh,  happy  they  who,  while  they  sing 
Those  mercies,  share  them,  too ! 

2  As  bright  and  lasting  as  the  sun, 

As  lofty  as  the  sky, 
From  ago  to  age  thy  word  shall  run, 

And  chance  and  change  defy. 
8  The  covenant  of  the  King  of  kings 

Shall  stand  for  ever  sure ; 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  wings 

Thy  saints  repose  secure. 

4  Thine  is  the  earth,  and  thine  the  skies. 

Created  at  thy  will ; 
The  waves  at  thy  command  arise, 
At  thy  command  are  still. 

5  In  earth  below,  in  heaven  above, 

Who,  who  is  Lord  like  thee  ? 
Oh,  spread  the  ^pel  of  thy  love 
Till  all  thy  glories  see  1 

oDO*  ^^  ^/efn^  Scariour  faUhfid  to  kit  Friends, 

1  I  KNOW  that  my  Redeemer  lives. 

And  ever  prays  for  me  : 
A  token  of  his  love  he  gives, 
A  pledge  of  liberty. 

2  I  find  him  lifting  up  my  head ; 

lie  brings  salvation  near : 
His  presence  makes  me  free,  indeed, 
And  he  will  soon  appear. 

3  He  wills  that  I  should  holy  be : 

What  can  withstand  his  will ! 
The  counsel  of  his  grace  in  me 
He  surely  shall  fulfill. 

4  Jesus,  I  hang  upon  thy  word; 

I  steadfiasUy  believe 
Thou  wilt  return,  and  claim  me,  Lord, 
And  to  thyself  receive. 


5  When  God  is  mine,  and  I  am  his. 
Of  paradise  possessed, 
I  taste  unutterable  bliss, 
And  everlasting  rest. 

Q  Q  Q  ,  Redemption  Jtniehed. 

1  Triumphant,  Christ  ascends  on  high, 

The  glorious  work  complete ; 
Sin,  death,  and  hell,  low  vanquished  lie, 
Beneath  his  awful  feet. 

2  There,  with  eternal  glory  crowned, 

The  Lord,  the  Conqueror,  reigns ; 
His  praise  the  heavenly  choirs  resound 
In  their  immortal  strains. 

3  Amid  the  splendors  of  his  throne, 

Unchanging  love  appears ; 
The  names  he  purchased  for  his  own. 
Still  on  his  heart  he  bears. 

4  Oh,  the  rich  depths  of  love  divine  I 

Of  bliss  a  boundless  store ! 
Dear  Saviour,  let  me  call  thee  mine ; 
I  can  not  wish  for  more. 

5  On  thee  alone  my  hope  relies; 

Beneath  thy  cross  1  fall, — 
My  Lord,  my  life,  my  sacrifice, 
My  Saviour,  and  my  all  1 

429*  InJtniU  Worth  </  CMtL 

1  Infintte  excellence  is  thine, 

Thou  glorious  Prince  of  grace  I 
Thy  uncreated  beauties  shine 
With  never-fading  rays. 

2  Sinners,  from  earth's  remotest  end, 

Come  bending  at  thy  feet ; 
To  thee  their  praters  and  songs  ascend, 

In  thee  their  wishes  meet 
8  Millions  of  happy  spirits  live 

On  thine  exnaiistless  store ; 
From  thee  they  all  their  bliss  reeeivei 

And  still  thou  givest  more. 


NEW  SABBATH   HYMN  AND   TUNE  BOOK. 
BARBY.    CM. 


95 


^ 


q= 


^ 


^ 


gy       ^ 


zii 


^sT: 


jiL    ji 


^ 


=^^^=p 


juxi-n.)^^  ^.^ 


i 


rirgc/ir  ri|^ 


^ 


^ 


i 


i 


J  ji^j  j[ 


zi: 


f^ 


r  r  r  r  r 


r   f  f  T  T 


p 


frrTFTf^ 


g 


^ 


r  f 


^ 


JcSt 


^ 


r 

3  For  he,  indeed,  is  Lord  of  lords, 

And  he  the  King  of  kings ; 

He  is  the  Sun  of  Righteousness, 

With  healing  in  his  wings. 

4  Christ  is  my  Peace  :  lie  died  for  me. 

For  me  he  gave  his  blood ; 
And,  as  my  wondrous  sacrifice, 
Offered  himself  to  God. 

5  Christ  Jesus  is  my  All  in  All, 

My  comfort  and  my  love; 

My  life  below,  and  he  shall  bo 

My  joy  and  crown  above. 

(iF\A_    "  When  ihaU  I  eom6  and  appear  before 
ijOrtm  (?orf."— Psalm  42. 

1  As  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  streams 

When  heated  in  the  chase ; 
So  longs  my  soul,  0  God,  for  thee. 
And  thy  refreshing  grace. 

2  For  thee,  my  God,  the  living  God, 

My  thirsty  soul  doth  pine ; 
Oh!  when  shall  I  behold  tliy  face. 
Thou  Majesty  divine  I 

3  Why  restless,  why  cast  down,  my  soul  f 

Trust  God ;  and  ho  Ml  employ 
His  aid  for  thee,  and  change  these  sighs 
To  thankful  hymns  of  joy. 

4  Why  restless,  why  cast  down,  my  soul  f 

Hope  still ;  and  thou  shalt  sing 
The  praise  of  him  who  is  thy  God, 
Thy  heaWs  eternal  spring. 

DOXOLOOT. 

Let  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  adored. 
Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known, 

Or  saints  to  love  the  I> 


4  Thou  art  their  triumph  and  their  joy ; 
They  find  their  all  in  thee : 
Thy  glories  will  their  tongues  employ 
Through  all  eternity. 


435. 


*  TTie  Chi^eet  among  ten  Ihoueand^ 


1  Come,  heavenly  Love,  inspire  my  song 

With  thine  immortal  flame, 
And    teach  my   heart,   and  teach   my 
tongue 
The  Saviour's  lovely  name. 

2  The  Saviour ! — oh,  what  endless  charms 

Dwell  in  that  blissful  sound! 
Its  influence  every  fear  disarms, 
And  spreads  delight  around. 

3  Wrapped  in  the  gloom  of  dark  despair. 

We  helpless,  hopeless  lay : 
But  sovereign  mercy  reached  us  there, 
And  smiled  despair  away. 

4  Th'  almighty  Former  of  the  skies 

Stoops  to  our  vile  abode ; 
While  angels  view  with  wondering  eyes. 
And  hail  th'  incarnate  God« 

5  Incarnate  God ! — now  to  thine  arms 

I  yield  my  captive  soul : 
Oh,  let  thine  all-subduing  charms 
My  inmost  powers  control  I 

4:39*   **^^  are  compute  in  IRm.**— Gol.9:  la 

1  I  Vk  found  the  pearl  of  greatejrtj  price ; 

My  heart  doth  sing  for  joy ; 
And  sing  I  must,  for  Christ  is  mine — 
Christ  shall  my  song  employ. 

2  Christ  is  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King; 

My  Prophet  full  of  light ; 
Uy  ffreat  High  Priest  before  the  throne ; 
Ify  Kmg  of  heavenly  might 
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'  ThersU  a  fountain  Jttled  wUh  blood:* 
(Original  Form.) 


300. 

1  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood. 

Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins ; 
And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day ; 

And  there  have  I,  as  vile  as  he, 

Washed  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Dear,  dying  Lamb!  thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power. 
Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply. 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shaJl  be  till  I  die. 

5  Then,  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I  '11  sing  thy  power  to  save. 
When    this    poor,  lisping,  stammering 
tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 

6  Lord,  I  believe  thou  hast  prepared 

(Unworthy  though  I  be) 
For  me  a  blood-bought,  free  reward, 
A  golden  harp  for  me! 

7  'T  is  strung  and  tuned  for  endless  years ; 

And  formed  by  power  divine. 
To  sound  in  God  the  Father's  ears 
No  other  name  but  thine. 

^01       ^'ThsrtUafinmiainjaiedieUhllood,'* 
*-*  ^  -^  •  (Abridged  Form.) 

1  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood, 

Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins; 

And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood, 

Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 


2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day ; 
And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Dear,  dying  Lamb !  thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Arc  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  Since  first,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme. 
And  shall  be,  till  I  die. 

5  And  when  this  feeble,  stammering  tongue 

Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 
Then,  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 
I  '11  sing  thy  power  to  save. 


TrM^id  Christian  victoriouM, 


684. 

1  My  God  !  the  spring  of  all  my  joys, 

The  life  of  my  delights'. 
The  glory  of  my  bri^test  days, 
And  comfort  of  my  nights  I 

2  In  darkest  shades  if  he  appear, 

My  dawning  is  begun : 
lie  is  my  soul*s  sweet  morning  star, 
And  he  my  rising  sun. 

3  Tlie  opening  heavens  around  mo  shine 

With  beams  of  sacred  bliss, 
While  Jesus  shows  his  heart  is  mine. 
And  whispers,  I  am  his ! 

4  My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay 

At  that  transporting  word, 
Run  up  with  joy  the  shining  way, 
T*  embrace  my  dearest  Lord. 

5  Fearless  of  hell,  and  ghastly  death, 

I  'd  break  through  every  foe ; 
The  wings  of  love  and  arms  of  faith 
Should  bear  me  conqueror  through* 


NEW,  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 


97 


BARTOW.    CM. 


P 


W 


*=t 


J^-^ 


W^ 


^=d-- 


m 


^ 


SCzi 


J     rJ     m: 


9"  rY~T~~rT~r     r 


r  T  r  r  f  "^ 


i 


m 


i 


J  j^j 


^^ 


s 


^ 


^ 


rr 


i 


jij  J  /j- 


JH  J  J^J^JiJ 


zz 


Fr^nr~r~rT~T 


r^f-r 


g^^  fVl^  ^^ 


=Lpi=iL=3e:J=d=F^ 


iT  ^' 


r  "r'r  r  r  r 


1  Jerusalem  !  my  happy  home  ! 

Name  ever  dear  to  mo ! 
When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
In  joy,  and  peace,  in  thee  ? 

2  Oh,  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 

Shall  1  thy  courts  ascend, 
AVhcrc  evermore  the  angels  sing, 
AVhere  Sabbaths  have  no  end  ? 

3  There    happier   bowers,   than    Eden's, 

bloom. 
Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know  : 
Blest  seats!  through  rude  and  stormy 

scenes, 
I  onward  press  to  you. 

4  "Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe  ? 

Vt  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
I  '\*e  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 

5  Jerusalem,  my  glorious  home  ! 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end. 
When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 

"I  O^l      **Ciwn«,  erwcn  and  throne;  0om«,  robe 
JLiw3:X*  and  palm,'' 

1  Thbsb  are  the  crowns  that  we  shall  wear, 

When  all  thy  saints  are  crowned ; 
These  are  the  palms  that  we  shall  bear 
On  yonder  holy  ground. 

2  These  are  the  robes,  unsoiled  and  white. 

Which  we  shall  then  put  on. 
When,  foremost  'mon^  the  sons  of  light. 
We  flit  on  yonder  £rone. 

3  That  is  the  city  of  the  saints, 

Where  we  so  soon  shall  stand, 
When  we  shall  strike  these  desert-tenta, 
And  quit  this  desert-land. 
1 


4  Then  welcome  toil,  and  care,  and  pain ! 

And  welcome  sorrow,  too ! 

All  toil  is  rest,  all  grief  is  gain. 

With  such  a  prize  in  view. 

5  Come,  crown  and  throne;   come,  robe 

and  palm ; 
Burst  forth,  glad  stream  of  peace  I 
Come,  holy  city  of  the  Lamb  I 
Rise,  Sun  of  righteousness  1 

1 245.  2^  ^'^<^  0/  W^«n««W4. 

1  Give  me  the  wings  of  faith,  to  rise 

Witliin  the  vail,  and  see 
The  saints  above — how  great  their  joys, . 
How  bright  their  glories  be  I 

2  Once  they  were  mourning  here  below. 

And  wet  their  couch  with  tears ; 

They  wrestled  hard,  as  we  do  now, 

With  sins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 

3  I  ask  them  whence  their  victory  came; 

They,  with  united  breath, 
Ascribe  their  conquest  to  the  Lamb, 
Their  triumph  to  his  death. 

4  Tlicy  marked  the  footsteps  that  he  trod 

His  zeal  inspired  their  breast ; 
And,  following  their  incarnate  God, . 
I'ossess  the  promised  rest 

5  Our  glorious  Leader  claims  our  praise  • 

For  his  own  pattern  ^ven, 
While  the  long  clond  <»  witnesses 
Show  the  same  path  to  heaven. 


DOXOLOOT. 

Let  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Soirit,  be  aclored. 
Where  tnere  are  works  to  make 
known, 

Or  samts  to  love  the  Lord  I 


^ 
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OUo*    ^^^"'^  other  %am4  vnder  Jlwvm^^ 

1  God's  holy  law,  transgressed, 

Speaks  nothing  but  despair ; 
Burdened  with  guilt,  with  grief  oppressed. 
We  find  no  comfort  there. 

2  Not  all  our  groans  and  tears, 

Nor  works  which  wo  have  done, 
Nor  vows,  nor  promises,  nor  prayers. 
Can  e'er  for  sin  atone. 

3  Relief  alone  is  found 

In  Jesus'  precious  blood  : 
'T  is  this  that  heals  the  mortal  wound, 
And  reconciles  to  God. 

4  High  lifted  on  the  cross. 

The  spotless  victim  dies : 

This  is  salvation's  only  source, 

Hence  all  our  hopes  arise. 


*  In  ChriH  J«nM.**.l  Cor.  1 :  sa 


312. 

1  How  heavy  is  the  night 

That  hangs  upon  our  eyes, 
Till  Christ,  with  his  reviving  light, 
Upon  our  souls  arise ! 

2  Our  guilty  spirits  dread 

To  meet  tne  wrath  of  Heaven ; 
But  in  his  righteousness  arrayed. 
We  see  our  sins  forgiven. 

3  Unholy  and  impure 

Are  all  our  thoughts  and  ways : 
His  hands  infected  nature  cure, 
With  sanctifying  grace. 
I  The  powers  of  hell  a^ree 
To  hold  our  souls  )n  vain : 
He  sets  the  sons  of  bondage  free, 
And  breaks  th*  accnrsM  dudn, 
5  Lord,  we  adore  thy  ways, 
To  bring  HI  near  to  God, — 


Thy  sovereign  power,  thy  healing  gra 
And  thine  atoning  blood. 

OQjii»      ^^  Fifly-third  Chapter  qf  TsaiaK 

1  Like  sheep  wo  went  astray. 

And  broke  the  fold  of  God ; 
Each  wandering  in  a  different  May, 
But  all  the  downward  road. 

2  How  dreadful  was  the  hour, 

When  God  our  wanderings  laid, 
And  did  at  once  his  vengeance  pour 
Upon  the  Shepherd's  head  ! 

3  How  glorious  was  the  grace. 

When  Christ  sustained  the  stroke ! 
His  life  and  blood  the  Shepherd  pays, 
A  ransom  for  the  flock ! 

4  But  God  shall  raise  his  head 

O'er  all  the  sons  of  men  ; 
And  make  him  see  a  numerous  seed, 
To  recompense  his  pain. 

5  "I'll  give  him,"  saith  the  Lord, 

"  A  portion  with  the  strong ; 
Ho  shall  possess  a  large  reward, 
And  hold  his  honors  long." 

m"Jifitu  epes  are  ever  iotoard  the  LordJ^ 
PMlm25. 

1  Mine  eyes  and  my  desire 

Are  ever  to  the  Lord ; 
I  love  to  plead  his  promises, 
And  rest  upon  his  word. 

2  Lord,  turn  thee  to  my  soul ; 

Bring  thy  salvation  near : 
When  will  thy  hand  release  my  feet 
From  sin's  destructive  snare? 
8  When  shall  the  sovereign  grace 
Of  my  forgivinff  God 
Restore  me  from  tiiose  dangerous  way 
Ujt  iwidering  feet  have  trod  ? 
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4  Oh,  keep  my  soul  from  death, 

Nor  put  my  hope  to  shame ! 
For  I  have  placed  my  only  trust 
In  my  Redeemer's  name. 

5  With  humble  faith  I  wait 

To  see  thy  face  again : 
Of  Israel  it  shall  ne^r  bo  said, 
lie  sought  the  Lord  in  vain. 

1  2^2  "/^<w  «*««  w  ^^  <*«  J^^*  •ong  in 
x^t/^.  ^  8trang6landr—FBilm  137. 

1  Far  from  my  heavenly  home. 

Far  from  my  Father's  breast, 
Fainting,  I  cry,  "  Blest  Spirit,  come, 
And  speed  me  to  my  rest !" 

2  Upon  the  willows  long 

My  harp  has  silent  hung; 
How  should  I  sing  a  cheerful  song. 
Till  thou  inspire  my  tongue  ? 

3  My  spirit  homeward  turns, 

And  fain  would  thither  flee ; 
My  hearty  O  Zion,  droops  and  yearns, 
When  I  remember  thee. 

4  To  thee,  to  thee  I  press — 

A  dark  and  toilsome  road  : 
When  shall  I  pass  the  wilderness, 
And  reach  the  saint's  abode  ? 

5  God  of  my  life,  be  near ; 

On  thee  my  hopes  I  cast : 
Oh,  guide  me  through  the  desert  here, 
And  bring  me  home  at  last  I 


Jhankt/br  aU  Saintt. 


1247. 

1  For  all  thy  saints,  O  God, 

Who  strove  in  Christ  to  live, 
Who  followed  him,  obeyed,  adored. 
Our  gratefiil  hymn  receive- 

2  For  an  thy  saints,  O  God, 

Accept  our  thankfiil  cry, 


Who  counted  Christ  their  great  reward. 
And  yearned  for  him  to  die. 

3  They  all,  in  life  and  death. 

With  him,  their  Lord,  in  view. 
Learned  from  thy  Holy  Spirit's  breath 
To  suffer  and  to  do. 

4  For  this,  thy  name  we  bless. 

And  humbly  pray  that  we 
May  follow  them  in  holiness, 
And  live  and  die  in  thee. 


**  7%to  mortal  $KaU  put  on  immortality.*' 


1274. 


And  must  this  body  die  ? 

This  mortal  frame  decay  ? 
And  must  these  active  limbs  of  mine 

Lie  moldering  in  the  clay  ? 
God,  my  Redeemer,  lives 

And  ever  from  the  skies 
Looks  down  and  watches  all  my  dust, 

Till  he  shall  bid  it  rise. 

Arrayed  in  glorious  grace 

Shall  these  vile  bodies  shine. 
And  every  shape,  and  every  face 

Look  heavenly  and  divine. 
These  lively  hopes  we  owe 

To  Jesus'  dying  love ; 
We  would  adore  his  grace  below, 

And  sing  his  power  above. 
Dear  Lord !  accept  the  praise 

Of  these  our  humble  songs. 
Till  tunes  of  nobler  sound  we  raise 

With  our  immortal  tongues. 

DOXOLOQT. 

To  God,  the  Father,  S<hi, 

And  Spirit,  glory  be^ 
As  was,  and  is,  and  aha 

Through  all  etevaibi 
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1  Jesus,  hail  I  thou  great  I  am  ! 
High  and  holy  is  thy  name : 
Angel-harps  resound  thy  praise ; 
Saints  adore  thy  saving  grace ; 
Every  creature  bows  the  knee. 
Worshiping  ihy  majesty. 

2  Hail,  thou  everlasting  Lord  t 

"  God  with  us  !**  incarnate  Word ! 
Glory  of  thy  church  thou  art, 
Life  and  light  of  every  heart : 
Angels,  saints,  below,  above, 
Join  to  praise  thy  boundless  love 

519.  TluPtaesqrChriti, 

1  Yk  who  in  these  courts  are  found, 
Listening  to  the  joyful  sound, — 
Lost  and  helpless,  as  ye  are. 
Sons  of  sorrow,  sin,  and  care, — 
Glorify  the  King  of  kings, 

Take  the  peace  the  gospel  brings. 

2  Turn  to  Christ  jour  Ionizing  eyes, 
View  his  bleeding  sacrifice ; 
See,  in  him,  your  sins  forgiven, 
Pardon,  holiness,  and  heaven : 
Glorify  the  King  of  kings. 

Take  the  peace  the  gospel  brings. 

DoxoLoaT. 

.    Praise  the  name  of  God  most  high ; 
Praise  him,  all  below  the  sky ; 
Praise  him,  all  ye  heavenly  host — 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  I 
As  through  oomitless  ages  pasti 
Evermore  his  praise  shall  last 


520.  Wdcamsl 

1  From  the  cross  uplifted  high. 
Where  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die. 
What  melodious  sounds  we  hear, 
Bursting  on  the  ravished  ear ! — 

"  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done ; 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come  I 

2  ^  Spread  for  thee,  the  festal  board 
See  with  richest  dainties  stored ; 
To  thy  Father's  bosom  presseil. 
Yet  again  a  child  confessed, 
Never  from  his  house  to  roam : 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come ! 

3  "Soon  the  days  of  life  shall  end ; 
Lo,  I  come,  your  Saviour,  Friend  ! 
Safe  your  spirits  to  convey 

To  the  realms  of  endless  day, 

Up  to  my  eternal  home : 

Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come !" 

688.  ^'Only  Theer 

1  BLBssfiD  Saviour !  thee  I  love, 
All  my  other  joys  above ; 

All  my  hopes  in  thee  abide. 
Thou  my  hope,  and  naught  beside : 
Ever  let  my  glory  be 
Only,  only,  only  thee. 

2  Once  again  beside  the  cross. 
All  mv  gain  I  count  but  loss ; 
Earthly  pleasures  fiide  away, — 
Clouds  they  are  that  hide  my  day  : 
Hence,  vain  shadows !  let  me  sec 
Jesus  crucified  for  me. 
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3  From  bcneatli  that  thorny  crown 
Trickle  drops  of  cleansing  down ; 
Pardon  from  thy  pierced  hand 
Now  I  take,  while  here  I  stand : 
Only  then  I  live  to  thee, 
When  thy  wounded  side  I  see. 

4  Blessed  Saviour !  thine  am  I, 
Thine  to  live,  and  thine  to  die ; 
Height,  or  depth,  or  earthly  power 
Ne'er  shall  hide  my  Saviour  more : 
Ever  shall  my  glory  bo 

Only,  only,  only  thee ! 


«i?odfc  ofAg€ty-\  Cor.  10:  4, 


721. 

1  Rock  of  Ages !  cleft  tor  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee ! 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood. 
From  thy  riven  side  that  flowed. 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure — 
Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 

2  Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow — 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone : 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone ! 
Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring ; 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling. 

3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  thee  on  thy  judgment  throne, — 
Rock  of  Ages !  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee ! 


SitmtAnwt  of  TnuA  i%  CkriH 


764. 

1  Saviour  !  happy  would  I  be, 
If  I  could  but  trust  in  thee ; 


Tnist  thy  wisdom  me  to  guide ; 
Trust  thy  goodness  to  provide ; 
Tnist  thy  saving  love  and  power ; 
Trust  thee  every  day  and  hour : 

2  Trust  thee  as  the  only  light 
In  the  darkest  hour  of  night ; 
Trust  in  sickness,  trust  in  health ; 
Trust  in  poverty  and  wealth ; 
Trust  in  joy,  and  trust  in  grief; 
Trust  thy  promise  for  relief : 

3  Trust  thy  blood  to  cleanse  my  soul ; 
Trust  thy  grace  to  make  mo  whole ; 
Trust  thee  living,  dying,  too ; 
Trust  thee  all  my  journey  through  ; 
Trust  thee  till  my  feet  shall  be 
Planted  on  the  crystal  sea ! 

1 052.    ^'JifyJUth  U  meat,  indeed."* 

1  Bread  of  heaven !  on  thee  I  feed, 
For  thy  flesh  is  meat,  indeed ; 
Ever  may  my  soul  be  fed 

With  this  true  and  living  Bread ; 
Day  by  day  with  strengSi  supplied 
Through  tne  life  of  him  who  died. 

2  Vine  of  heaven  I  thy  blood  supplies 
This  blest  cup  of  sacrifice ; 

'Tis  thy  wounds  my  healing  give ; 
To  thy  cross  I  loot,  and  live ; 
Thou,  my  Life,  oh,  let  me  be 
Rooted,  grafted,  built  on  thee ! 

DOXOLOQY. 

Blessing,  honor,  glory,  mighty 
And  dominion  infinite, 
To  the  Father  of  our  Loid| 
To  the  Spirit  and  the  Wo  " 
As  it  was  all  worlds  ber 
Is,  and  shall  be  t^^oxtM 
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O^  A  •        5^  '*^<"*  <?^  /Sorrow*.— Isaiah  58. 

1  Despised  is  the  Man  of  grief, 
Rejected,  and  denied  belief 

By  them  whose  sorrows  he  hath  worn — 
For  whom  he  bears  the  bitter  scorn, 
The  shameful  robe,  the  scourge,  the  thoml 

2  All  wc,  like  sheep,  have  gone  astray. 
And  turned  aside  from  wisdom's  way ; 
But  he  the  path  of  death  hath  trod. 
And  humbly  kissed  affliction's  rod, 
To  lead  our  stricken  souls  to  God. 

3  Oh,  let  us  cast  each  vice  away, 
Beneath  the  cross  each  passion  lay ; 
With  contrite  heart  and  weeping  eye, 
Behold  the  Saviour  lifted  high. 

And  every  sin  and  folly  fly ! 

4:0^*  Longing  to  follow  atrUt, 

1  O  THOU,  to  whose  all-searching  sight 
The  darkness  shineth  as  the  light. 
Search,  prove  my  heart;  it  pants  for  thee ; 
Oh,  burst  these  bonds,  and  set  it  free  I 

2  Wash  out  its  stains,  refine  its  dross ; 
Nail  my  affections  to  the  cross ; 
Hallow  each  thought ;  let  all  within 
Be  clean  as  thou,  my  Lord,  art  clean. 

3  While  in  this  darksome  wild  I  stray. 
Be  thou  my  light,  be  thou  my  way  : 
No  foes,  no  danger  will  I  fear. 
While  thou,  Almighty  God,  art  near. 

4  When  rising  floods  my  soul  o'erflow. 
When  sinks  my  heart  in  waves  of  woe, 
Jesus,  thy  timely  aid  impart, 

And  raise  my  head,  and  cheer  my  heart. 

5  Saviour,  where'er  thy  steps  I  see, 
Dauntless,  untired,  I  follow  thee ; 
Oh,  let  thy  hand  support  me  still, 
And  lead  me  to  thy  holy  hill ! 

*  BcpAat  tbo  third  line  of  tho  tunc  for  this  hjnnzi. 


7  ^y .  "-4  hrvUed  reed  thaU  JTe  not  breatr 

1  Before  thy  cross,  my  dying  Lord, 

I  cast  my  soul,  and  trust  thy  love ; 
Oh,  here  thy  saving  power  afford, 
And  seal  my  pardon  from  above ! 

2  No  threatening  foes  shall  drive  me  hence, 

Helpless  and  fainting  I  draw  near ; 
Resolved  (for  't  is  my  last  defense), 
If  I  must  die,  to  perish  here. 

3  But,  Saviour !  for  thy  mercy's  sake, 

Relieve  the  anguish  of  my  heart : 

The  bruised  reed  thou  wilt  not  break, 

Nor  bid  the  contrite  soul  depart 

4  Washed  in  thy  blood,  I  shall  be  pure; 

Cheered  by  thy  smile,  shall  feel  no 
shame ; 
Saved  by  thy  love,  I  stand  secure. 
And  triumph  in  a  Saviour's  name ! 


7%s  Liberty  of  Faith, 


731. 

1  Before  thy  throne  with  tearful  eyes, 

My  gracious  Lord,  I  humbly  fall ; 
To  thee  my  weary  spirit  flies. 
For  thy  forgiving  love  I  call. 

2  How  free  thy  mercy  overflows. 

When  sinners  on  thy  grace  rely ! 
Thy  tender  love  no  limit  knows ; 
Oh,  save  me — justly  doomed  to  die! 

3  Yes !  thou  wilt  save ;  my  soul  is  free ! 

The  gloom  of  sin  is  fled  away ; 
My  tongue  breaks  forth  in  praise  to  thee, 
And  all  my  powers  thy  word  obey. 

4  Hence,  while  I  wrestle  with  my  foes, — 

The  world,  the  flesh,  the  hosts  of  hell, — 
Sustain  thou  me  till  conflicts  close. 
Then  endless  songs  my  thanks  shall 
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^  O  O  •    Sovereignty  of  God  in  ConvereUm. 

1  May  not  the  sovereign  Lord  on  high 

Dispense  his  favors  as  he  will ; 
Choose  some  to  life,  while  others  die, 
And  yet  be  just  and  gracious  still  ? 

2  Shall  man  reply  against  the  Lord, 

And  call  his  Miucer's  ways  unjust, 
The  thunder  of  whose  dreadful  word 
Can  crush  a  thousand  worlds  to  dust  ? 

3  But,  O  my  soul  I  if  truth  so  bright 
Should  dazzle  and  confound  thy  sight. 
Yet  still  his  written  will  obey, 

And  wait  the  great  decisive  day. 

4  Then  shall  he  make  his  justice  known. 
And  the  whole  world,  before  his  throne, 
With  ioy  or  terror,  shall  confess 

The  glory  of  his  righteousness. 


^'Be  etitt,  and  know  that  I  am  God,** 


241. 

1  Wait,  O  my  soul,  thy  Maker's  will ! 
Tumultuous  passions,  all  be  still ; 
Nor  let  a  murmuring  thought  arise : 
His  ways  are  just,  his  counsels  wise. 

2  He  in  the  thickest  darkness  dwells. 
Performs  his  work,  the  cause  conceals; 
And,  though  his  footsteps  are  unknown. 
Judgment  and  truth  support  his  throne. 

3  In  heaven,  and  earth,  and  air,  and  seas. 
He  executes  his  firm  decrees; 

And  by  his  saints  it  stands  confessed, 
That  what  he  does  is  ever  best. 

4  Wait,  then,  my  soul,  submissive  wait, 
With  reverence  bow  before  his  seat ; 
And,  'mid  the  terrors  of  his  rod, 
Trost  in  a  wise  and  gracious  God. 


X  X  X  I  ,   **0h,  epare  our  guiUy  cowUry^  spare," 

1  On  thee,  O  Lord  our  God,  we  call. 
Before  tiiy  throne  devoutly  fall ; 
Oh,  whither  should  the  helpless  fly  ? 
To  whom  but  thee  direct  their  cry  ? 

2  Lord,  we  repent,  we  weep,  we  mourn. 
To  our  forsaken  God  we  turn ; 

Oh,  spare  our  guilty  country,  spare 
The  cnurch  thine  hand  hath  planted  here! 

3  We  plead  thy  grace,  indulgent  God  I 
We  plead  thy  Son's  atoning  blood ; 
We  plead  thy  gracious  promises ; 
And  are  they  unavailing  pleas  ? 

4  These  pleas,  presented  at  thy  throne, 
Have  brought  ten  thousand  blessings  down 
On  guilty  lands  in  helpless  woe : 

Let  tkem  prevail  to  save  us,  too. 


*^Look  down,  0  God^  toith  pitying  eyt.^ 


1122. 

1  Indulgent  Sovereign  of  the  skies, 

And  wilt  thou  bow  thy  gracious  car  ? 
While  feeble  mortals  raise  their  cries, 
Wilt  thou,  the  great  Jehovah,  hear  ? 

2  How  shall  thy  servants  give  thee  rest. 

Till  Zion's  moldering  walls  thou  raiso ; 
Till  tliine  own  power  shall  stand  confessed, 
And  make  Jerusalem  a  praise? 

3  Look  down,  O  God,  with  pitying  eye. 

And  view  the  desolation  round : 
See  what  wide  realms  in  darkness  lie, 
And  hurl  their  idols  to  the  ground. 

4  Loud  let  the  gospel  trmmoet  blow, 

And  call  the  natio|^M||k|^ : 
Let  all  the  isles  thdMJ^^V^w. 
And  earth's  ten  -v\. 
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4  My  Father,  God !  and  may  these  lips 

Pronounce  a  name  so  dear  ? 
Not  thus  could  heaven's  sweet  harmony 
Dch'ght  my  listening  car. 

5  For  ever  let  my  grateful  heart 

His  boundless  grace  adore. 
Which  gives  ten  thousand  blessings  now, 
And  bids  me  hope  for  more. 

6  Transporting  hope ! — still  on  my  soul 

With  radiant  glories  shine, 
Till  thou  thyself  art  lost  in  joys 
Immortal  and  divine. 

1089.  7U  Godly  Chad, 

1  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

How  fair  the  lily  grows ! 
How  sweet  the  breatn,  beneath  the  hill, 
Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose ! 

2  Lo  !  such  the  child,  whose  early  feet 

The  paths  of  peace  have  trod, 
Whose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet, 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

3  By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

The  lily  must  decay; 
The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill, 
Must  shortly  fade  away. 

4  And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wint'ry  hour 

Of  man's  maturer  a^ 
Will  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow'spower. 
And  stormy  passion's  rage. 

5  O  thou,  whose  iniant  feet  were  found 

Within  thy  Father's  shrine. 
Whose  years,  with    changeless  virtue 
crowned, 
Were  all  alike  divine, — 

6  Dependent  on  thy  bounteous  breath. 

We  seek  thy  grace  alone, 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death. 
To  keep  us  still  thine  own. 


5{^4-      **  ^y  RighUoumtttt^  «MA  Thint  only.'" 
^^"*-*  PMlmTL 

1  My  Saviour !  my  almighty  Friend ! 

When  I  begin  thy  praise, 
Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end, 
The  numbers  of  thy  grace  ? 

2  Thou  art  my  everlasting  trust ; 

Thy  goodness  I  adore : 
And  since  I  knew  thy  graces  firsts 
I  speak  thy  glories  more. 

3  My  feet  shall  travel  all  the  length 

Of  the  celestial  road ; 
And  march,  with  courage  in  thy  strength, 
To  see  my  Father,  God. 

4  When  I  am  filled  with  sore  distress 

For  some  surprising  sin, 
I  '11  plead  thy  perfect  righteousness, 
And  mention  none  but  thine. 

5  How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell 

The  victories  of  my  King  I 
My  soul,  redeemed  from  sin  and  hell, 
Shall  thy  salvation  sing. 

0  Awake,  awake,  my  tuncfm  powers ! 

With  this  delightful  song 
I  '11  entertain  the  darkest  hours, 
Nor  think  the  season  long. 

9  7  0  •  "  ^^'^^  9orrou>  •haa  be  turned  iniojoyr 

1  Come,  humble  souls, — ^ye  mourners,  come. 

And  wipe  away  your  tears : 

Adieu  to  all  your  sad  complaints, 

Your  sorrows  and  your  fears. 

2  Come,  shout  aloud  the  Father's  grace. 

The  Saviour's  dying  love : 
Soon  shall  you  join  the  glorious  theme 
In  loftier  strains  above. 

3  God,  the  eternal,  mighty  God, 

To  dearer  names  descends : 
Calls  you  his  treasure,  and  his  joy, 
His  children,  and  his  friends. 
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328  •  **  ^^^  <•  «»y  Frimidr^  Cant  6:  10-lC. 

1  Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned 

Upon  the  Saviour's  brow ; 
His  head  with  radiant  glories  crowned, 
His  lips  with  grace  o'erflow. 

2  No  mortal  can  with  him  compare, 

Among  the  sons  of  men ; 
Fairer  is  he  than  all  the  fair 
That  fill  the  heavenly  train. 

3  He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress. 

He  flew  to  my  relief; 
For  me  he  bore  the  shameful  cross, 
And  carried  all  my  grief. 

4  To  him  I  owe  my  life  and  breath, 

And  all  the  joys  I  have ; 
He  makes  mo  tnumph  over  death. 
He  saves  me  from  the  grave. 

5  To  heaven,  the  place  of  his  abode. 

He  brings  my  weary  feet ; 
Shows  me  the  glories  of  my  God, 
And  makes  my  joy  complete. 

6  Since  from  his  bounty  I  receive 

Such  proofe  of  love  divine, 
Had  I  a  thousand  hearts  to  give, 
Lord  I  they  should  all  be  thine. 

406.  (hir  Saviour. 

1  Wk  *ll  sing  the  power  of  him  who  died 

His  people  to  redeem ; 
He  is  our  oayiour,  true  and  tried, 
And  he  shall  be  our  theme. 

2  For  lie  is  precious  in  the  sight 

Of  all  who  know  his  voice : 
n7  was  he  who  bron^t  us  to  the  lights 
And  taught  us  to  rejoice. 

3  From  worldly  snares,  and  Satan's  wile, 

He  guards  us  by  his  power ; 


And  keeps  us  safe  from  force  and  guile 
In  every  trying  hour. 

4  And  till  his  ransomed  people  come, 

His  house  above  to  nil, 
'T  is  he  who  safely  guides  them  home. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  ill. 

5  Then  let  us  ever  make  our  boast 

Of  him,  and  him  alone. 
Who  came  from  heaven  to  seek  the  lost, 
And  brings  us  to  his  throne. 

0  0^,     7***  Pofcer  of  Man  in  Praytr. 

1  There  is  an  eye  that  never  sleeps 

Beneath  the  wing  of  night ; 
There  is  an  ear  that  never  shuts, 
When  sink  the  beams  of  light. 

2  There  is  an  arm  that  never  tires, 

When  human  strength  gives  way ; 
There  is  a  love  that  never  fails. 
When  earthly  loves  decay. 

3  That  eye  is  fixed  on  seraph  throngs ; 

That  arm  upholds  the  sW; 
That  ear  is  filled  with  angel  songs ; 
That  love  is  throned  on  high. 

4  But  there's  a  power  which  man  can  wield 

When  mortal  aid  is  vain, 
That  eye,  that  arm,  that  love  to  reach. 
That  listening  ear  to  gain. 

5  That  power  is  prayer,  which  soars  on  high. 

Through  Jesus,  to  the  throne ; 
And  moves  the  hand  which  moves  the 
world, 
To  bring  salvation  down  ! 

DOXOLOOT. 

Let  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  adored, 
Where  there  are  works  to  make   him 
known. 

Or  saints  to  love  the  Iat4\ 
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^55.    ^^*  qfOodinVu  Gi/t  of  ChrUU 

1  Raise  your  triumphant  songs 

To  an  immortal  tunc ; 
Wide  let  the  earth  resound  the  deeds 
Celestial  grace  has  done. 

2  Sing  how  eternal  love 

Its  chief  Beloved  chose, 
And  bade  him  raise  our  wretched  race 
From  their  abyss  of  woes. 

3  His  hand  no  thunder  bears ; 

No  terror  clothes  his  brow : 
No  bolts  to  drive  our  guilty  souls 
To  fiercer  flames  below. 

4  'T  was  mercy  filled  the  throne, 

And  wratn  stood  silent  by, 
When  Christ  was  sent  with  pardons  down 
To  rebels  doomed  to  die. 
6  Now,  sinners,  dry  your  teai*s ; 
Let  hopeless  sorrow  cease : 
Bow  to  the  scepter  of  his  love, 
And  take  the  offered  peace. 
C  Lord,  wo  obey  thy  call ; 
We  lay  an  humble  claim 
To  the  salvation  thou  hast  brought, 
And  love  and  praise  thy  name. 

Q  Q 1  «7>k«  Bong  of  the  lAxmbr 

OOL.  Bey.  15:8,4. 

1  Awake,  and  sing  the  song 

Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb ! 
Wake,  every  heart,  and  every  tongue, 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name ! 

2  Sing  of  his  dying  love ; 

Sing  of  his  rismg  power : 
Sing  how  he  intercedes  above 

For  those  whose  sins  he  bore. 
8  Sing,  till  we  feel  our  hearts 

Ascending  with  our  tongues ; 
Sing,  till  the  love  of  sin  departs, 

And  grace  inspires  our  songs. 


4  Sing  on  your  heavenly  way. 

Ye  ransomed  sinners,  sing ! 
Sing  on,  rejoicing  every  day 
In  Christ,  th'  exalted  King. 

5  Soon  shall  we  hear  him  say, 

"  Ye  blessed  children,  come  !'* 
Soon  will  he  call  us  hence  away 

To  our  eternal  home. 
G  Soon  shall  our  raptured  tonguo 

His  endless  praise  proclaim, 
And  sweeter  voices  tunc  the  soDg 

Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 


*  Endure  hardnett*^  ae  a  good  eetldier  o^ 
Jeem  ChrieV' 


893. 

1  Arise,  ye  saints,  arise  I 

The  Lord  our  Leader  is ; 
The  foe  before  his  banner  flies, 
For  victory  is  his. 

2  Lead  on,  almighty  Lord, 

Lead  on  to  victoiy ! 
Encouraced  by  the  bright  reward. 
With  joy  we  '11  follow  thee. 

3  We'll  follow  thee,  our  Guide, 

Our  Saviour  and  our  King ; 
We'll  follow  thee,  through  grace  supplied 
From  heaven's  eternal  spring. 

4  We  hope  to  see  the  day 

When  all  our  toils  shall  cease ; 
When  we  shall  cast  our  arms  away, 
And  dwell  in  endless  peace. 
6  This  hope  supports  us  here. 
It  makes  our  burdens  light ; 
'T  will  serve  our  drooping  hearts  to  cheer, 
Till  faith  shall  end  in  sight ; 
6  1^1,  of  the  prize  possessed. 
We  hear  of  war  no  more ; 
And  oh,  sweet  thought  I  for  ever  rest 
«eaceftil  shore ! 
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Q  ^  Q  ,  **  Tr<rfcA  a«<f  pray'^ 

1  My  soul !  be  on  thy  guard ; 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise ; 
The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 
To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

2  Oh,  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray! 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er ; 
Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won. 

Nor  once  at  ease  sit  down ; 
Thy  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  obtain  thy  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 

Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God ! 
He  '11  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath, 
TJp  to  his  blest  abode. 

1  1  Q    '*BUs»  Vte  Lord,  your  God^  for  tntr  and 
±XO*  «c«r.''— Neh.  9 :  ft. 

1  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 
Ye  people  of  his  choice ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 
With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice. 

WATCHMAN.    S.M. 

J         I 


2  Though  high  above  all  praise, 

AbSve  all  blessing  high. 
Who  would  not  fear  his  holy  name, 
And  laud,  and  magnify  ? 

3  Oh,  for  the  living  flame 

From  his  own  altar  brought. 
To  touch  our  lips,  our  souls  inspire, 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought  I 

4  God  is  our  strength  and  song. 

And  his  salvation  ours ; 
Then  be  his  love  in  Christ  proclaimed 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

5  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord; 

The  Lord  your  God  adore ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  his  glorious  name, 
Henceforth,  for  evermore ! 

DOXOLOOY. 

To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit,  glory  be. 
As  was,  and  is,  and  shall  remain 

Through  all  eternity  I 
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*^ff6  r€9tUd  not  agaiiC* 


1  What  grace,  O  Lord,  and  beauty  shone 

Around  thy  steps  below ; 
What  patient  love  was  seen  in  all 
Thy  life  and  death  of  woe. 

2  For,  ever  on  thy  burdened  heart 

A  weight  of  sorrow  hung ; 
Yet  no  ungentle,  murmuring  word 
Escaped  thy  silent  tongue. 

3  Thy  foes  might  liate,  despise,  revile, 

Thy  friends  unfaithful  prove ; 
Unwearied  in  forgiveness  still, 
Thy  heart  could  only  love. 

4  Oh,  give  us  hearts  to  love  like  thee ! 

Like  thee,  0  Lord,  to  grieve 
Far  more  for  others'  sins  than  all 

The  wrongs  that  we  receive. 
6  One  with  thyself,  may  every  eye, 

In  us,  thy  brethren,  see 
The  gentleness  and  grace  that  spring 

From  union,  Lord !  witli  thee. 


TK6  Holy  Spirit  our  Fri€nd, 


460. 

1  Lord,  am  I  precious  in  thy  sight  ? 

Lord,  wouldst  thou  have  me  thine  ? 
May  it  be  given  me  to  delight 
The  Majesty  divine  ? 

2  Lord,  dost  thou  sweetly  urge  and  press 

My  soul  thy  Heaven  to  win  ? 

Lord  dost  thou  love  my  holiness  ? 

Lord,  dost  thou  hate  my  sin  ? 

3  O  Holy  Spirit  I  dost  thou  mourn 

When  I  from  thee  depart  ? 
Dost  thou  rejoice  when  I  return, 
And  give  thee  back  my  heart  ? 

4  O  happy  Heaven  I  where  thine  embrace 

I  never  more  shall  leave, 
Nor  ever  cast  away  thy  grace, 
Nor  once  thy  Spirit  grieve. 


5  Oh,  let  me.  Lord,  each  grace  posseea 
Tliat  makes  thy  heaven  more  bright, 
And  bring  the  humble  holiness 
That  gives  my  God  delist ! 

505.  "/«<^*«  gix^  you  rettr-UM.  11 :  M-80. 

1  Come  unto  me,  all  ye  who  moum. 

With  guilt  and  fear  oppressed  ; 
Resign  to  me  the  willing  neart. 
And  I  will  give  you  rest. 

2  Take  up  my  yoke,  and  learn  of  mo 

A  meek  and  lowly  mind  ; 
And  thus  your  weary,  troubled  souls 
Repose  and  peace  shall  find. 

3  For  light  and  gentle  is  my  yoke  : 

The  burden  I  impose 
Shall  ease  the  heart  which  groaned  before 
Beneath  a  load  of  woes. 

i  8y«  0n4  tcith  Ou-iH. 

1  Lord  Jesus,  arc  we  one  with  thee  f 

0  height,  O  depth  of  love ! 
With  thee  we  died  upon  the  tree ; 
In  thee  we  live  above. 

2  Such  was  thy  grace,  that  for  our  sake 

Thou  didst  from  heaven  come  down, 
Our  mortal  flesh  and  blood  partake. 
In  all  our  misery  one. 

3  Our  sins,  our  guilt,  in  love  divine, 

Were  borne  on  earth  by  thee ; 
The  gall,  the  curse,  the  wrath  were  thine 
To  set  thy  members  free. 

4  Ascended  now  in  glory  bright, 

Still  one  with  us  tliou  art ; 
Nor  life,  nor  death,  nor  depth,  nor  height, 
Thy  saints  and  thee  can  part. 

5  Soon,  soon  shall  come  that  glorious  day, 
seated  on  thy  throne, 
'  to  wondering  worlds  display 

with  us  art  one ! 
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0  J.  Ztm  "  ^^»  »»y  eaeeeding  Joy."^ 

1  To  thee,  O  God,  my  prayer  ascends, 

But  not  for  golden  stores ; 
Nor  covet  I  the  brightest  gems 
Tliat  shino  on  eastern  shores ; 

2  Nor  that  deluding,  empty  joy, 

Men  call  a  mighty  name ; 
Nor  greatness,  with  its  pride  and  state, 
My  restless  thoughts  inflame ; 

3  Nor  pleasure's  £Eiscinating  charms 

My  fond  desires  allure ; 
But  nobler  things  than  these  from  thee 
My  wishes  would  secure. 

4  The  faith  and  hope  of  things  unseen 

My  best  affections  move — 
Thy  light,  thy  favor,  and  thy  smiles. 
Thine  everlasting  love. 

5  Tlicse  are  the  blessings  I  desire  : 

Lord,  be  these  blessings  mine ; 
And  all  the  glories  of  the  world 
I  cheerfully  resign. 

y  ^  ij  •  Prayer  for  a  pure  ITeart, 

1  O  Lord,  our  carnal  mind  control, 

And  make  us  pure  within ; 
Purge  more  and  more  our  inmost  soul 
From  willful  thoughts  of  sin. 

2  Let  not  the  world  with  spot  or  soil 

Our  secret  heart  defile ; 
Nor  Satan  round  our  spirit  coil 
His  chain  of  fraud  and  guile. 

3  Bo  ours  the  blessed  lot  of  those, 

Who  every  evil  flee ; 
Whose  holy  converse  clearly  shows 
Communion  full  with  thee ; — 

4  That  when  thon  ahalt  in  mig^fcj 

We  may  thy  grace  de  *       "" 
And  thence  through 
year 
Thy  glorious  Iringdom  < 


I  92."  W*«»  /r«  thaU  appear  toe  ehaU  he  like  Ilimr 

1  Oh!  mean  may  seem  this  house  of  clay, 

Yet 't  was  the  Lord's  abode  ; 
Our  feet  may  mourn  this  thorny  way. 
Yet  here  Immanuel  trod. 

2  This  fleshly  robe  the  Lord  did  wear ; 

This  watch  the  Lord  did  keep ; 
These  burdens  sore  the  Lord  did  bear ; 
These  tears  the  Lord  did  weep  ! 

3  Our  very  frailty  brings  us  near 

TJnto  the  Lord  of  heaven; 
To  every  grie^  to  every  tear. 
Such  glory  strange  is  given. 

4  But  not  this  fleshly  robe  alone 

Shall  link  us,  Lord,  to  thee ; 
Nor  always  in  the  tear  and  groan 
Shall  tne  dear  kindred  be. 

5  We  shall  be  reckoned  for  thine  own, 

Because  thy  heaven  we  share ; 

Because  we  smff  around  thy  tlirone, 

And  thy  brignt  raiment  wear. 

^  Q  O     "  Who  dUd  for  «m  0Ui<  we  ehmOd  lire  with 

1  Thou,  to  our  woe  who  down  didst  come, 

Who  one  with  us  wouldst  be, 

Wilt  lift  us  to  thy  heavenly  home. 

Wilt  make  us  one  with  thee. 

2  Our  earthly  garments  thou  hast  worn, 

And  we  thy  robes  shall  wear  I 
Our  mortal  burdens  thou  hast  borne. 
And  we  thy  bliss  may  bear  I 

3  Oh,  mighty  grace  1  our  life  to  live. 

To  make  our  earth  divine ; 
Oh,  mighty  grace !  thy  heaven  to  give. 
And  lift  our  life  to  thine ! 

4  Oh,  strange  the  gifts  and  marvelous, 

By  thee  received  and  given  1 
Thon  tookest  woe  and  death  from  us, 
And  we  receive  thy  heaven  1 
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357«      "  7%<m  A<M<  2«2  aipt<«<lj^  eapMo*."* 

1  The  happy  mom  is  come ; 

Trimnpnant  o'er  the  grave, 
The  Saviour  leaves  the  tomb, 

Almighty  now  to  save  : 
Captivity  is  captive  led, 
For  Jesus  liveth,who  was  dead. 

2  Who  now  accuseth  them. 

For  whom  the  Surety  died  f 
Or  who  shall  those  condemn. 

Whom  God  hath  justified ! 
Captivity  is  captive  led, 
For  Jesus  liveth,who  was  dead. 

3  The  ransom  Christ  hath  paid — 

The  glorious  work  is  done ; 
On  him  our  help  is  laid. 

By  him  our  victory  won : 
Captivity  is  captive  led, 
For  Jesus  livetn,who  was  dead. 

4  All  hail,  triumphant  Lord  I 

The  resurrection,  thou ; 
All  hail,  incarnate  Lord ! 

Before  thy  throne  we  bow : 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
For  Jesus  liveth,who  was  dead. 


Baftly  in  tnuHng  <7<Nf.—Psalm  ISS. 


672. 

1  Their  hearts  shall  not  be  moved 

Who  in  the  Lord  confide. 
But,  firm  as  Zion's  hill, 

They  ever  shall  abide : 
As  mountains  shield  Jerusalem, 
The  Lord  shall  be  a  shield  to  them. 

2  Ills  blessing  on  them  rests. 

Like  freshening  dew  from  heaven ; 


And  succor  from  his  throne 
In  all  their  need  is  mven  : 
Omnipotence  shall  guard  them  well, 
And  peace  remain  on  Israel. 

3  One  like  the  Son  of  God 
Is  walking  at  their  side, 
When  by  the  fervid  fiame 
And  fiery  furnace  tried ; 
And  't  is  enough  that  he  is  near. 
To  strengthen  them  in  every  fear. 


'  Th€  Saviour  calk:  Oh^  kear Ilitvoieer 


1092. 

1  From  yon  delusive  scene. 

Where  death  and  ruin  smile, 
Beneath  a  treacherous  mien. 

The  sinner  to  beguile. 
The  Saviour  calls  :  Oh,  hear  his  voice, 
And  make  his  love  your  early  choice  1 

2  Down  from  the  realms  of  light, 

To  this  dark  world  of  woe, 
He  came  with  speedy  flight, 

Redemption  to  bestow : 
The  Saviour  calls :  Oh,  hear  his  voice, 
And  make  his  love  your  only  choice ! 

3  With  pardon  in  his  hands, 

And  purity  and  joy. 
How  sweet  are  his  commands  I 

His  bliss  without  alloy : 
The  Saviour  calls :  Oh,  hear  his  voice. 
And  make  his  love  your  happy  choice ! 

4  Through  life  your  guard  and  guide, 

In  death  your  stren^  and  stay. 
He  '11  keep  you  near  his  side. 

Nor  ever  turn  away : 
The  Saviour  calls :  Ob,  hear  his  voice. 
And  make  his  love  your  lasting  choice  I 
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*  A  day  in  Thy  eourte.''— Psalm  84. 


1  Lord  of  the  worlds  above, 
How  pleasant  and  how  fair, 
The  dwellings  of  thy  love. 
Thine  earthly  temples  are ! 


To  thine  abode 
My  heart  aspires, 


With  warm  desires, 
To  see  my  God. 


2  Oh,  happy  souls  that  pray 

Where  God  appoints  to  hear  I 
Oh,  happy  men  that  pay 
Their  constant  servico  there  ! 
They  praise  thee  still ;  I  Who  love  the  way 
And  happy  they         |  To  Zion's  hilL 

8  They  go  from  strencth  to  strength, 
llirough  this  darK  vde  of  tears. 
Till  each  arrives  at  length, 
Till  each  in  heaven  appears. 


Oh,  glorious  seat, 
When  God  our  King 


Shall  thither  bring 
Our  willing  feet ! 


4  The  Lord  his  people  loves; 
His  hand  no  good  withholds 
From  those  his  heart  approves, 
From  pure  and  fright  souls. 
Thrice  happy  he,       I  Whose  spirit  trusts 
0  God  of  hosts,         I  Alone  in  thee! 
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,  **6lory  to  Godr-Good  will  to  mM."*— Luko  2. 


1  Hark  !  what  celestial  sounds. 
What  music  fills  the  air! 
Soft  warbling  to  the  morn, 
It  strikes  the  ravished  ear : 


Now  all  is  still ; 
Now  wild  it  floats 


In  tuneful  notes, 
Loud,  sweet,  and  shrill. 


2  Th'  angelic  hosts  descend. 

With  harmony  divine; 
See  how  from  heaven  they  bend, 

And  in  full  chorus  join  : 
"  Fear  not,"  say  they,  I  Jesus,  your  King, 
"Great  joy  we  bring :  |  Is  born  to-day. 

3  "  He  comes,  your  souls  to  save 

From  deatli's  eternal  ffloom ; 
To  realms  of  bliss  and  light 
He  lifts  you  from  the  tomb : 


Tour  voices  raise, 
With  sons  of  light ; 


Your  songs  unite 
Of  endless  praise. 


4  "Glory  to  God  on  high! 

Ye  mortals,  spread  the  sound, 
And  let  your  raptures  fly 
To  earth's  remotest  bound : 
For  peace  on  earth,    I  To  man  is  ^ven, 
From  God  in  heaven,  |  At  Jesus'  burih " 
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Tfi6  Watch  of  the  Sritp7ierds.—L\x\io  2. 


1  While  shepherds  watched  their  flocks 

by  night, 
xVU  seated  on  the  ground ; 
The  angel  of  the  Lord  camo  down, 
And  glory  shone  around. 

2  "  Fear  not,"  said  he  (for  mighty  dread 

Had  seized  their  troubled  mind), 
**  Glad  tidings  of  great  joy  I  bring 
To  you  and  all  mankind. 

3  "  To  you,  in  David's  town,  this  day. 

Is  born  of  David's  line. 
The  Saviour,  who  is  Christy  the  Lord, 
And  this  shall  be  the  sign  : 

4  "  The  heavenly  Babe  you  there  shall  find. 

To  human  view  displayed, 
All  meanly  wrapped  in  swatiiing  bands. 
And  in  a  manger  laid." 

5  Thus  spake  the  seraph ;  and  forthwith 

Appeared  a  shining  throng 

Of  angels,  praising  God,  and  thus 

Addressed  their  joyfiil  song : 

6  "  All  glory  be  to  God  on  high, 

And  to  the  earth  be  peace ; 
Good-will,  henceforth,  ft*om  heaven  to  men 
Begin,  and  never  cease  1" 


Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky. 

And  air,  and  earth,  and  seas. 
Conspire  to  lift  thy  glories  high. 

And  speak  thine  endless  praise. 
The  whole  creation  join  in  one, 

To  bless  the  sacred  name 
Of  him  who  sits  upon  the  throne. 

And  to  adore  the  Lamb ! 


^ITosanna  to  the  Son  of  David." 
Mattel:  9. 


*  The  voice  of  many  AnoeU.'"—'Biev.  0. 


338. 

1  Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 

With  angels  round  the  throne ; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  "  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,"  they  cry, 

"To  be  exalted  thus!" 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb !"  our  lips  reply, 

"  For  he  was  slain  for  us." 
8  Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honor  and  power  divine ; 
And  blessings,  more  than  we  can  give 

Be,  Lord,  for  ever  thine ! 


390. 

1  HosANNA !  bo  our  cheerful  song 

To  Christ  our  Saviour  King ; 
His  praise,  to  whom  we  all  bclongr. 
Let  all  unite  to  sing. 

2  Hosanna!  here  in  jo)^l  bands. 

Let  old  and  young  proclaim ; 
And  hail,  with  voices,  hearts,  and  hands, 
The  Son  of  David's  name. 

3  Hosanna !  sound  from  hill  to  hill, 

And  spread  from  plain  to  plain ; 
While  louder,  sweeter,  clearer  still, 
Woods  echo  to  the  strain. 

4  Hosanna  I  on  the  wings  of  light, 

O'er  earth  and  ocean  fly, 
Till  mom  to  eve,  and  noon  to  night, 
And  heaven  to  earth  reply. 

1  1  4.Q       ^*  Season*  ordained  hy  God. 
J-J-^t/.  Psalm  U7. 

1  With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud, 

Address  the  Lord  on  high ; 
Over  the  heavens  ho  spreads  his  cloud, 
And  waters  vail  the  sky. 

2  He  sends  his  showers  of  blessings  down 

To  cheer  the  plains  below ; 
He  makes  the  grass  the  mountains  crown, 
And  com  in  valleys  grow. 

3  His  steady  counsels  change  the  face 
Of  the  declining  year ; 

Jbids  the  sun  cut  short  his  race, 
wint*ry  days  appear. 
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4  His  hoary  frost,  his  fleecy  snow, 

Descend  and  clothe  the  ground ; 
The  liquid  streams  forbear  to  flow, 
In  icy  fetters  bound.  • 

5  He  sends  his  word,  and  melts  the  snow, 

The  fields  no  longer  mourn ; 
He  calls  the  warmer  gales  to  blow, 
And  bids  the  sprint  return. 

6  The  changing  wind,  the  flying  cloud. 

Obey  his  mighty  word ; 
With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud. 
Praise  ye  the  sovereign  Lord! 

Olt/«  Th6  CdronaUon, 

1  All  hail,  the  power  of  Jesus'  name ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall : 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all ! 

2  Crown  him,  ye  martyrs  of  our  God, 

Who  from  his  altar  call ; 
Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all ! 

3  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

A  remnant  weak  and  small. 
Hail  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all ! 

4  Ye  Gentile  sinners,  ne'er  foiget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall; 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all ! 

6  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 
On  this  terrestrial  bail. 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all ! 

6  Oh,  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng. 
We  at  his  feet  may  fall! 
We  '11  join  the  everlasting  sons 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all  f 
$ 


m**La  the  children  qf  Zlon  b4  joyful 
•  in  their  Kingr 

1  SiNo,  ye  redeemed  of  the  Lord, 

Your  great  Deliverer  sing ; 
Pilgrims  for  Zion's  city  bound, 
fie  joyful  in  your  King. 

2  His  hand  divine  shall  lead  you  on 

Through  all  the  blissful  road. 
Till  to  the  sacred  mount  you  rise. 
And  see  your  smiling  God. 

3  There  garlands  of  immortal  joy 

Shall  bloom  on  every  head ; 
While  sorrow,  sighing,  and  distress. 
Like  shadows,  all  are  fled. 

4  March  on  in  your  Redeemer's  strength  ; : 

Pursue  his  footsteps  still; 
And  let  the  prospect  cheer  your  eye, 
While  laboring  up  the  hill. 

1  n  ^  ^     "  ^<  '^«  vUdemeM  and  the  ciUet  li/t- 
XVtJO.     np  their  fxticer—lulMk  42 :  10-12. 

1  SiNo  to  the  Lord  in  joyful  strains  I 

Let  earth  his  praise  resound ; 
Ye,  too,  who  on  the  ocean  dwell, 
And  fill  the  isles  around  ! 

2  O  city  of  the  Lord !  begin 

The  universal  song. 
And  let  the  scattered  villages 
Thy  joyful  notes  prolong. 

3  Let  Kedar's  wilderness  afar 

Lift  up  the  lonely  voice ; 
And  let  the  tenants  of  the  rock. 
With  accent  rude  rejoice. 

4  Oh,  from  the  streams  of  distant  lands,. 

Unto  Jehovah  sing! 
And  joyful  from  the  mountain  tops 
Shout  to  the  Lord,  the  King. 

5  Let  all  combined,  with  onej 

Jehovah's  glories  rail 
Till  in  Temo\je&\»\K3raLTki^  V 
The  ivatvoTv^  «o^ttxA\u 
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1  Great  God !  to  thee  my  evenipg  song 

With  humble  gratitude  I  raise : 
Oh,  let  thy  mercy  tune  my  tongue, 
And  fill  my  heart  with  lively  praise. 

2  My  days,  unclouded  as  they  pass, 

And  every  gently  rolling  hour, 
Are  monuments  of  wondrous  grace. 
And  witness  to  thy  love  and  power. 

3  And  yet  this  thoughtless,  wretched  heart. 

Too  oft  regardless  of  thy  love, 
Ungrateful,  can  from  thee  depart, 
And,  fond  of  trifles,  vainly  rove. 

4  Seal  my  forgiveness  in  the  blood 

Of  tfesus ;  his  dear  name  alone 
I  plead  for  pardon,  gracious  God ! 
And  kind  acceptance  at  thy  throne. 

5  Let  this  blest  hope  mine  eyelids  close ; 

With  sleep  refresh  my  feeble  frame ; 
Safe  in  thy  care  may  I  repose, 

And  wake  with  praises  to  thy  name  I 


A  Ilymn  of  the  R^rmatUm  on  Vu 
Birth  <tf  Christ 


263. 

1  All  praise  to  thee,  eternal  Lord ! 
Clothed  in  a  garb  of  flesh  and  blood ; 
Choosing  a  manger  for  thy  throne. 
While  worlds  on  worlds  are  thine  alone. 

2  Once  did  the  skies  before  thee  bow ; 
A  virgin's  arms  contain  thee  now : 
Angels' who  did  in  thee  rejoice 
Now  listen  for  thine  infant  voice. 

)  A  little  child,  thou  art  our  guest, 
That  weary  ones  in  thee  may  rest; 
Forlorn  and  lowly  is  thy  birth, 
That  we  may  rise  to  heaven  firom  earth. 

i,  Thou  comest  in  the  darkscMne  night 
To  make  us  children  of  the  lifffati — 
To  make  us,  in  the  realms  divine, 
Like  thine  own  angels  round  thee  shii 


5  All  this  for  us  thy  love  hath  done ; 
By  this  to  thee  our  love  is  won  : 
For  this  we  tune  our  cheerful  lays, 
And  shout  our  thanks  in  ceaseless  praise 

9Q  ^       *" Behold  how  JTe  lo9€d  him  r 
^dOO.  John  11: 86. 

1  "  See  how  he  loved !"  exclaimed  the  Jews, 

As  tender  tears  from  Jesus  fell ; 
My  grateful  heart  the  thought  pursues 
And  on  the  theme  delights  to  dwell. 

2  See  how  ho  loved,  who  traveled  on. 

Teaching  the  doctrine  from  the  skies  I 
Who  bade  disease  and  pain  begone, 
And  called  the  sleepmg  dead  to  rise. 

3  See  how  he  loved,  who  never  shrank 

From  toil  or  danger,  pain  or  death  I 
Who  all  the  cup  of  sorrow  drank. 
And  meekly  yielded  up  his  breath. 

4  Such  love  can  we,  unmoved,  survey  ? 

Oh,  may  our  breasts  with  ardor  glow, 
To  tread  his  steps,  his  laws  obey. 
And  thus  our  warm  affections  show  I 

525.  Invitattotia  qf  ChriA 

1  How  sweetly  flowed  the  gospel  sound 

From  lips  of  gentleness  and  grace. 
When    listening    thousands    gathered 
round, 
And  joy  and  reverence  filled  the  place ! 

2  From  heaven  he  came,  of  heaven  he 

spoke, 
To  heaven  he  led  his  followers'  way ; 
Dark  clouds  of  bloomy  niffht  he  broke, 
Unvailing  an  immortal  oay. 

"Come,  wanderers,  to  my  Father's  home ; 
le,  all  ye  weary  ones,  and  rest;" 
'  Teacher,  we  will  come, 
'ee,  love  thee,  and  be  blest. 
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^\)t     -^^  aneUnt  Ptalm  <tf  tt«  Morning. 

1  O  Cheist  !  with  each  returning  morn 
Thine  imago  to  our  heart  be  borne ; 
And  may  Vc  ever  clearly  see 

Our  God  and  Saviour,  Lord,  in  tlicc ! 

2  All  hallowed  be  our  walk  this  day ; 
May  meekness  form  our  early  ray. 
And  faithful  love  our  noontide  liglit, 
And  hope  our  sunset,  calm  and  bright. 

3  May  grace  each  idle  thought  control. 
And  sanctify  our  wajTward  soul ; 
May  guile  depart,  and  malice  cease. 
And  all  within  be  joy  and  peace. 

4  Our  daily  course,  O  Jesus,  bless ; 
Make  plain  the  way  of  holiness : 
From  sudden  falls  our  feet  defend, 
And  cheer  at  last  our  journey's  end. 

^jOD*   -^^  aneUiU  JTymn  to  ths  Htd^emer. 

J  O  Christ  !  our  King,  Creator,  Lord ! 
Saviour  of  all  who  trust  thy  word ! 
To  tliem  who  seek  thee  ever  near, 
Now  to  our  praises  bend  thine  ear. 

2  In  thy  dear  cross  a  grace  is  found — 

It  flows  from  every  streaming  wound — 
Whose  power  our  inbred  sin  controls. 
Breaks  the  firm  bond,  and  frees  our  souls ! 

3  Thou  didst  create  the  stars  of  night ; 
Yet  thou  hast  vailed  in  flesh  thy  Tight — 
Hast  deigned  a  mortal  form  to  wear, — 
A  mortal's  painful  lot  to  bear. 

4  When  thou  didst  hang  upon  the  tree, 
The  quaking  earth  acknowledged  thee ; 
When  thou  didst  there  yield  np  thy 

breath. 
The  world  grew  dark  as  shades  of  death. 


5  Now  in  the  Father's  glory  high, 
Great  Conqu'ror,  never  more  to  die. 
Us  by  thy  mighty  power  defend, 
And  reign  through  ages  without  end ! 


Prayer  of  ihd  penitent  Thi^. 


605. 

1  Tnou  that  didst  hang  upon  the  tree. 

Our  curse  and  suf^rings  to  remove. 
Pity  the  souls  that  look  to  thee, 
And  save  us  by  thy  djdng  love. 

2  Canst  thou  reject  our  d3dng  prayer. 

Or  cast  us  out  who  come  to  thee  ? 
Our  sins,  ah !  wherefore  didst  thou  bear  ? 
Jesus,  remember  Calvary  I 

3  For  us  wast  thou  not  lifted  up  ? 

For  us  a  bleeding  victim  made, 
That  we,  vile  sinners,  we  might  hope 
Thou  hast  for  all  a  ransom  paid  ? 

4  Oh,  might  we,  with  believing  eyes. 

Thee  in  thy  bloody  vesture  see ! 
And  cast  us  on  thy  sacrifice : 
Jesus,  my  Lord,  remember  me ! 


** Dear  Lordy  to  Thee  I iootUd  return* 


983. 

1  Ah  !  wretched,  vile,  ungrateful  heart, 
That  can  from  Jesus  thus  depart ; 
Thus  fond  of  trifles,  vainly  rove, 
Forgetful  of  a  Saviour's  love. 

2  Dear  Lord !  to  thee  I  would  return, 
And  at  thy  feet  repenting  mourn  : 
There  let  me  view  thy  pardoning  love. 
And  never  from  thy  sight  remove. 

3  Oh,  let  thy  love,  with  sweet 
Bind  every  passion  of  my  8C 
Bid  every  vain  desire  depart, 
And  dwell  for  ever  i&  m^  V^<^ 
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My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  War,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

5  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart, 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 
But  when  I  SCO  thee  as  thou  art, 
I  Ul  praise  thee  as  I  ought 

0  Till  then  I  would  thy  lovo  proclaim, 

With  every  fleeting  breath ; 
And  may  the  music  of  thy  namo 
liefresh  my  soul  in  death. 

1191     "-^^"^^^'^^  ^«?(<>»«*  '*•  weUina 

1  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight. 

Where  saints  immortal  reign ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night. 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2  Tlicrc  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-wiuiering  flowers : 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea^  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3  Sweet  fields,  beyond  the  swelling  floocly 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood. 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

4  But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink. 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea ; 
And  linger,  shivering,  on  the  brink, 
And  ^r  to  launch  away. 

6  Oh,  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove. 

Those  ffloomy  doubts  that  rise. 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  lovo 
With  unbeclouded  eyes ! — 

0  Could  wo  but  climb  where  Moses  stood. 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er. 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

17o«  "^ifJ^  it  A  Ikat  oaU^  four 

1  Begin,  my  tongue,  some  heavenly  theme, 

And  Bpeak  some  boundless  thing, 


^O  8  •  ^**  ^^^  ^f  ^  Father, 

1  Come,  happy  souls,  approach  your  God 

With  now,  melodious  songs ; 

Come,  render  to  almighty  Grace 

The  tribute  of  your  tongues. 

2  So  strange,  so  boundless  was  the  love 

That  pitied  dying  men, 
Tlie  Father  sent  his  equal  Son 
To  give  them  life  again. 

3  Thy  hands,  dear  Jesus,  were  not  armed 

With  a  revenging  rod ; 
No  hard  commission  to  perform 
The  vengeance  of  a  God. 

4  But  all  was  mercy,  all  was  mild, 

And  wrath  forsook  the  throne, 
When  Christ  on  the  kind  errand  came, 

And  brought  salvation  down. 
6  Here,  sinners,  come  and  heal  your  wounds ; 

Come,  wipe  your  sorrows  dry : 
Come,  trust  the  mighty  Saviour's  name. 

And  you  shall  never  die. 
C  See,  dearest  Lord,  our  willing  souls 

Accept  thine  offered  grace ; 
We  bless  the  great  Redeemer's  love, 

And  give  the  Father  praise. 

1  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  ear ! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds. 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole. 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 
Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  By  thee,  my  prayers  acceptance  gain. 

Although  with  sin  defiled : 
Satan  accuses  me  in  vain, 
And  I  am  owned  a  child. 

4  Jesus!  my  Shepherd,  Gbardian,  Friend, 

My  Fropheti  Priest,  and  King; 
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The  mighty  works,  or  mightier  name, 

Of  oar  eternal  King. 
Tell  of  hia  wondrous  faithfulness. 

And  sound  his  power  abroad ; 
Sing  the  sweet  promise  of  his  grace, 

And  the  performing  God. 
Ilis  very  word  of  grace  is  strong, 

As  that  which  built  the  skies ; 
The  Toice  that  rolls  the  stars  along 

Speaks  all  the  promises. 
Oh,  might  I  hear  thy  heavenly  tongue 

But  whisper,  **  Thou  art  mine  !" 
Those  gentle  words  should  raise  my  song 

To  notes  almost  divine. 


A  Song  to  crtaUng  Wimiam. 


183. 

1  Etebkal  Wisdom !  thee  we  praise ; 

Tliee  the  creation  sings : 
With  thv  loved  name,  rocks,hills,  and  seas, 
And  neaven's  high  palace  rings. 

2  Thy  hand,  how  wide  it  spread  the  sky  I 

How  glorious  to  behold ! 
Tinged  with  a  blue  of  heavenly  dye, 
And  starred  with  sparkling  gold. 

3  Infinite  strength,  and  equal  skill, 

Shine  through  the  worlds  abroad, 
Our  souls  with  vast  amazement  fill, 
And  speak  the  builder,  God. 

4  But  still  the  wonders  of  thy  grace 

Our  softer  passions  move ; 
Pity  divine  in  Jesus'  face 
We  see,  adore,  and  love. 

274:«    Ol^set  <if  ChrUf$  Advenl—Lvkt  % 

1  IlARK,thefflad sound!  the Saviourcomes, 

Tihe  Saviour  promised  long; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  a  throne, 
And  every  voice  a  song. 

2  lie  comes,  tfie  prisoner  to  release, 

In  Satan^a  bondage  held ; 


The  gates  of  brass  before  him  burst, 

The  iron  fetters  yield, 
lie  comes,  from  thickest  films  of  vice 

To  clear  the  mental  ray. 
And  on  the  eyes  long  closed  in  night 

To  pour  celestial  £iy. 
He  comes,  the  broken  heart  to  bind, 

Tlio  bleeding  soul  to  cure. 
And,  with  the  treasures  of  his  grace. 

Enrich  the  humble  poor. 
Our  glad  hosannas.  Prince  of  Peace, 

Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim. 
And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 

With  thy  beloved  name. 


309. 


The  Throne  </  Zor«. 


1  Come,  let  us  lid  our  joyful  eyes 

Up  to  the  courts  above. 
And  smile  to  see  our  Father  there, 
Upon  a  throne  of  love. 

2  Come,  let  us  bow  before  his  feet. 

And  venture  near  the  Lord : 
No  fiery  cherubs  guard  his  seat, 
Nor  double-fiaming  sword. 

3  The  peaceful  gates  of  heavenly  bliss 

Are  opened  by  the  Son ; 
High  let  us  raise  our  notes  of  praise. 
And  reach  th*  almighty  Throne. 

4  To  thee  ten  thousand  thanks  we  bring. 

Great  Advocate  on  hidi ; 
And  glory  to  th'  eternal  King, 
Who  lays  his  anger  by. 

DOXOLOOT. 

Let  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  adored. 
Where  tnere  are  works  to  make  hici 
known. 

Or  saints  to  love  lK<i  LAit<i« 
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zLAft  Prrtf««  to  OirUi  in  VUto  ofth6  FuUnew 
^*U.  hU  Glory. 

1  Jesus,  the  Christ  of  God, 

The  Father's  blessed  Son  ! 
The  Father's  bosom  thine  abode. 
The  Father's  love  thine  own. 

2  Jesus,  the  Lamb  of  God, 

Who,  us  from  hell  to  raise, 

Ilast  shed  thy  reconciling  blood, 

Wo  give  thee  endless  praise. 

3  God,  and  yet  Man,  thou  art ; 

True  God,  true  Man  art  thou : 
Of  man  and  of  man's  earth  a  part. 
One  with  us  thou  art  now. 

4  Great  Sacrifice  for  sin. 

Giver  of  life  for  life ; 
Restorer  of  the  peace  within. 
True  Endcr  of  the  strife. 

5  To  thee,  the  Christ  of  God, 

Thy  saints  exulting  sing — 
The  bearer  of  our  heavy  Toad, 
Our  own  anointed  King. 


?=^=^ 
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503. 


**A9k^  and  ye  nha:i  receive."* 
Matt.  7:  7. 


1  "  Ask,  and  ye  shall  receive," — 

On  this  my  hope  I  build ; 
I  ask  forgiveness,  and  believe 
My  prayer  shaJl  be  fulfilled. 

2  Seek,  and  expect  to  find  : 

Wounded  to  death  in  soul, 

I  seek  the  Saviour  of  mankind. 

For  he  can  make  me  whole. 

3  Knock,  and  with  patience  wait, 

By  faith  free  entrance  gain  : 
I  stand,  and  knock  at  mercy's  gate 
Till  I  thy  grace  obtain. 


Shall  I  then  ask  in  vain ; 

Seek,  and  not  find  the  Lord  ? 
Knock,  and  yet  no  admittance  gain. 

And  doubt  thy  holy  word  ? 

No,  Lord,  thou  'It  ne'er  deceive ; 

Thy  promises  are  sure  : 
Li  thy  good  time  I  shall  receive ; — 

What  can  I  ask  for  more  ? 


506. 


"77i*  Spirit  and  the  Bride  %ay.  Own*." 
Rev.  22:  17. 


1  The  Spirit,  in  our  hearts. 

Is  whispering,  "  Sinner,  come  ;■' 
The  bride,  the  church  of  Christ,  proclaims 
To  all  his  children,  "Come!" 

2  Let  him  that  heareth  say 

To  all  about  him,  "Come ;" 
Let  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 
To  Christ,  the  Fountain,  come  I 

3  Yes,  whosoever  will, 

Oh,  let  him  freely  come. 
And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life; 
'T  is  Jesus  bids  him  come. 

4  Lo !  Jesus,  who  invites. 

Declares,  "  I  quickly  come  ;" 
Lord,  even  so  ;  we  wait  thine  hour ; 
O  blest  Redeemer,  come ! 


"  WaU  on  the  Zortf. ''—Paalm  27. 


507. 

1  Comb,  ye  with  sin  distressed, 

And  wait  upon  tlic  Lord : 
He  will  bestow  the  promised  rest, 
And  timely  aid  afford. 

2  What  though  he  hide  his  face, 

And  should  awhile  delay ; 
He  '11  grant  you  fresh  supplies  of  grace 
For  every  trying  day. 
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S  His  wisdom,  love,  and  power 
Are  all  engaged  for  you, 
And  in  affliction's  fiery  hour 
Will  bring  you  safely  through. 

4  He  knows  your  every  pain ; 

He  counts  your  every  tear ; 
And,  while  your  mourning  souls  complain, 
He  lends  a  pitying  ear. 

5  Then  wait  his  gracious  will 

In  persevering  prayer ; 
His  own  blest  word  will  ho  fulfill, 
And  make  your  souls  his  care. 


533. 


Gits  ihy  ffsari. 


1  Give  to  the  Lord  thiqq  heart ; 
In  him  all  pleasures  meet : 
Oh,  come  and  choose  the  better  part. 
Low  at  the  Saviour's  feet 


2  Hear,  and  your  soul  shall  live ; 

His  peace  shall  be  your  stay — 
Peace,  which  the  world  can  never  give, 
Can  never  take  away. 

3  Go  with  him  to  his  cross, 

Go  with  him  to  his  tomb ; 
Your  richest  gain  account  but  loss, 
And  tarry  till  he  come. 

4  Then,  when  you  hear  his  voice. 

Your  faithful  Shepherd's  call, 
Lift  up  your  heads,  in  him  rejoice, 
Your  God,  your  Guide,  your  All ! 

DOXOLOOY. 

The  Father  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit  we  adore ; 
We  praise,  we  bless,  we  worship  thee, 

Both  now  and  evermore ! 


BADEA.    S.M. 


J=T^=3 


^ 


^ 


r  ;7  r'^^ 


r  '  f  r  Y  f^ 


m 


^^ 


^  ^  ^  J 


^ 


^ 


\HV,^V'^ 


f 


m 


l'll'l'l^'ll':l 


J 1  i 

m 


# 


^ 


^ 


^F 


J20         ^^^  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 
ALPHEUS.  CM. 


jij  J  J 


^r    f^'.rl 


ry 


^=A=J=i 


r  r  r  r 


r  r  f  r 


22= 


J  jiJ  j.^ 


i 


^ 


f 


f 


r  r  r 


?i 


^ 


T 


^-i-^ 


^ 


5^^^ 


f  r  r^ 


Q  A 'T      •*  ?^  -^''<^  A^*'^  ^^  on  nim  the  inknUty 

1  O  Christ,  our  ever  blessed  Lord, 

For  man's  transgression  slain, 
We  thy  redeeming  love  record 
In  songs  of  thankful  strain. 

2  We  upward  lift  our  longing  eyes, 

And  muse  on  Calvary ; 

On  thy  mysterious  sacnfice, 

Thy  shame  and  agony. 

3  We  idl  like  erring  sheep  had  strayed 

From  God  the  Father's  care; 

The  guilt  of  all  on  thee  was  laid, 

Our  burden  thou  didst  bear. 

4  O  Christ,  be  thou  our  present  joy. 

Our  future  great  reward ; 
Our  only  glory  may  it  be. 

To  glory  in  the  Lord ! 
r>  Oh  mav  we  through  thy  cross  and  paio, 

Wim  all  who  thee  adore, 
A  blessed  resurrection  gain, 

And  life  for  evermore  I 

Q  T  A  **  '^«»  «'*"«  "^  reign  vjUh  ITimr 

0  i  \J^  2  Tim.  2:  12. 

1  Jesus,  our  Head,  once  crowned  with 

thorns, 
Is  crowned  with  glory  now ; 
Heaven's  royal  diadem  adorns 
The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

2  Delight  of  all  who  dwell  above, 

The  joy  of  saints  below ; 
To  us  still  manifest  thy  love. 
That  wo  its  depths  may  know. 

3  To  us  thy  cross,  with  all  its  shame, 

With  all  its  grace  be  given ; 
Though  earth  disowns  thy  lowly  name. 
All  worship  it  in  heaven. 

4  Who  suffer  with  thee,  Lord,  below. 

Will  reign  with  thee  above ; 


Then  let  it  bo  oiu*  joy  to  know 
This  way  of  peace  and  love. 

5  To  lis  thy  cross  is  life  and  health. 

Though  shame  and  death  to  thee ; 
On  earth,  it  is  our  joy  and  wealth, 
In  heaven,  our  crown  shall  be. 

Qq  I  ,  CfirM  our  only  Joy. 

1  Jesus  !  the  very  thought  of  theo 

With  gladness  fills  my  breast ; 
But  dearer  far  thy  face  to  see. 
And  in  thy  presence  rest 

2  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame, 

Nor  can  the  memory  find 
A  sweeter  sound  than  thy  blest  name, 
O  Saviour  of  mankind  ! 

3  O  Hope  of  every  contrite  heart, 

O  Joy  of  all  the  meek ! 
To  those  who  fall,  how  kind  thou  art, 
How  good  to  those  who  seek ! 

4  And  those  who  find  thee,  find  a  bliss 

Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show  : 
The  love  of  Jesus — ^what  it  is. 
None  but  his  loved  ones  know. 

6  Jesus,  our  only  joy  be  thou ! 

As  thou  our  prize  wilt  be ; 
Jesus,  be  thou  our  glory  now. 
And  through  eternity ! 

U  y  7  •  SympaVty  iciih  Christ, 

1  How  wondrous  was  the  burning  zeal 
Which  filled  the  Master's  breast, 
When,  all  his  suflferings  full  in  view, 
To  Salem's  towers  he  pressed ! 

Dear  Lord  !  no  tongue  can  duly  tell 
ge's  prevailing  might ; 
^^ean  comprehend  its  length, 
"  ,  and  depth,  and  height  I 
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3  Tetgrant  that  we  may  follow  theo  I 

TBrongli  all  thine  hours  of  scorn ;        I 
And  learn  with  thee  to  watch  and  pray,  ' 
With  thee  to  weep  and  mounu 

4  AndstillyOhleae^d  Jesus  Christ! 

The  more  thy  cross  we  see, 
The  more  may  each  exclaim  with  joy, 
The  Saviour  died  for  me ! 


*  7b  T%M  my  inmott  $plrU  crUsJ" 


706. 

1  O  Jesus  I  thou  the  heauty  art 

Of  angel-worlds  above ; 
Thy  name  is  music  to  the  heart, 
Enchanting  it  with  love. 

2  O  Jesusy  Saviour  1  hear  the  sighs 

Which  mito  thee  I  send ; 

To  thee  my  inmost  spirit  cries, 

My  beii^s  hope  and  end. 

3  Stay  with  us,  Lord,  and  with  thy  light 

Illume  the  souFs  abyss ; 
Scatter  the  darkness  of  our  night, 
And  fill  the  world  with  bliss. 

4  O  Jesus,  King  of  earth  and  heaven, 

Our  life  and  ioy  1  to  theo 
Be  honor,  thanks,  and  blessings  given 
Through  all  eternity  I 

79 1-  **  Joint  hetrt  wWi  Chrittr 

1  Blessed  be  God !  for  ever  blest. 

And  glorious  be  his  name ! 
Ilis  Son  he  gave  our  souls  to  save 
From  everlasting  shame. 

2  Th'  eternal  Ufe  his  life  laid  down — 

Such  was  the  wondrous  plan — 
And  Christ,  the  Son  of  God,  was  made 
A  curse  for  cursed  man ! 

5  Our  flesh  he  took,  our  sras  he  bore, 

Himself  for  us  ho  gave ; 


Ilis  cross  was  ours,  and  we  with  him 
Were  buried  in  one  grave. 

4  With  him  wo  rose,  with  him  we  live, 

With  him  we  sit  above ; 
With  him  for  ever  wo  shall  share 
The  Father's  boundless  love. 

5  Bless,  then,  Jehovah's  blessed  name ; 

And  bless  our  blessed  King ! 
And  songs  of  glad  deliverance 
For  ever,  ever  sing ! 

0  A  Q       An  aneUni  JEfymn  on  ChrUt  as  our 

1  0  Jesus  !  King  most  wonderful, 

Thou  Conqueror  renowned ; 

Thou  sweetness  most  ineffable. 

In  whom  all  joys  are  found ! 

2  When  once  thou  visitest  the  heart, 

Then  truth  begins  to  shine, 
Then  earthly  vanities  depart, 
Then  kindles  love  divine. 

3  O  Jesus,  Light  of  all  below ! 

Thou  Fount  of  life  and  fire ! 
Surpassing  all  the  joys  we  know, 
All  that  we  can  desire, — 

4  May  every  heart  confess  thy  name, 

And  ever  thee  adore ; 
And,  seeking  thee,  itself  infiamo 
To  seek  thee  more  and  more. 

5  Theo  may  our  tongues  for  ever  bless ; 

Thee  may  we  love  alone ; 

And  ever  in  our  life  express 

The  image  of  thine  own. 

DOXOLOGT. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God,  whom  we  adore. 

Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  be  evermore  I 
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43 1  •  "  ^'«  Loving  kindne-y 

1  Awake,  my  soul,  to  joyful  lays, 

And  sing  tne  great  Reaecnier*8  praise ; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me : 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  iBree ! 

2  Ho  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall, 

Yet  loved  me,  notwithstanding  all ; 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate : 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  great  I 

3  Though  numerous  hosts  of  mighty  foeai 
Though  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose. 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  along  : 

His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  strong ! 

4  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  clond. 
Has  gathered  thick  and  thundered  loodi 
Ho  near  my  soul  hath  always  stood : 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  good ! 

6  Soon  shall  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale ; 
Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  must  fiail : 
Oh,  may  my  last  expiring  breath 
His  lovmg-kiudness  sing  in  death  I 
let  me  mount  and  soar  away 
bright  world  of  endless  day; 
*^  with  rapture  and  surprise, 
'  ^ndness  in  the  skies ! 


TKe  star  of  BtthUKem, 


428. 

1  When  marshaled  on  the  nightly  plain. 
The  glittering  host  bestud  the  sky, 
One  star  alone,  of  all  the  train, 

Can  fix  the  sinner's  wandering  eye. 

2  Hark !  hark !  to  God  the  chorus  breaks, 
From  every  host,  from  every  gem  ; 
But  one  alone,  the  SaNnour,  speaks : 

It  is  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

8  Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode  : 

The    storm    was   loud,  the   night    was 

dark; 
The  ocean  yawned,  and  rudely  blowed 
The  wind  that  tossed   my  foundering 

bark. 

4  Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  froze ; 
Death-struck  I  ceased  the  tide  to  stem ; 
When  suddenly  a  star  arose ! 

It  was  the  Star  of  Bethlehem. 

5  It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all ; 
It  bade  my  dark  forebodings  cease ; 
And  thro'  the  storm,  and  danger's  thrall, 
It  led  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 

6  Now  safely  moored,  my  perils  o'er, 
I  '11  sing,  first  in  night's  diadem, 
For  ever  and  for  evermore, 
The  Star— the  Star  of  Bethlehem  I 
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(jfjl[}^  An  ancient  JTynm  to  Vic  Redeemer. 

1  Thou  art  the  everlasting  Son, 

O  Christ !  and,  high  upon  thy  throne, 
Thou  art  at  tho  right  hand  of  God, 
And  hast  redeem^  us  by  thy  blood ; 
And  heaven  and  earth  are  full  of  thee, — 
The  glory  of  thy  Majesty  I 

2  When  all  tho  sharpness  of  our  death 
Was  overcome  in  thy  last  breath, 
Then  didst  thou  open  wide  heaven's  door 
To  all  believers  evermore  : 

O  Lamb  of  God  I  and  thou  wilt  come, 
To  be  our  Judge,  and  take  us  home. 

3  In  thee  wo  trust :  we  pray  thee,  Lord, 
Remember  thy  most  precious  blood ! 
In  honor  may  we  numbered  be 
"With  all  the  noble  company, 

Who  bow  before  thy  mercy-seat. 
And  cast  their  treasures  at  thy  feet. 

OU  X  •    *^^^  vrttt  bj/  faUh,  not  by  tighV* 

1  We  did  not  see  thee  lifted  hiffh, 
When  men  tliy  sacred  body  slew. 
Nor  hear  thy  meek,  imploring  cry : 
**Forgive,  they  know  not  what  they  do!" 
Yet  we  believe  the  deed  was  done, 
Which  shook  the  earth  and  vailed  the  sun. 

2  We  stood  not  by  the  empty  tomb 
Wliere,  Lord,  thy  sacred  body  lay, 
Nor  sat  within  that  upper  room, 
Nor  met  thee  in  the  open  way ; 
But  we  believe  that  angels  said, 

**  Why  seek  the  living  with  the  dead?" 

3  We  did  not  mark  the  chosen  few. 
When  thou  didst  through  the  clouds 

ascend, 
First  lift  to  heaven  iheir  wondering  view. 
Then  to  the  earth  all  prostrate  bend  : 
Yet  we  believe  that  mortal  eyes 
Beheld  that  journey  to  the  skies. 


4  And  now  that  thou  dost  reign  on  high, 
And  thence  thy  waiting  people  bless ; 
No  ray  of  glory  from  the  sky 
Doth  shine  upon  our  wilderness ; 
But  we  believe  thy  faithful  word, 
And  trust  in  our  redeeming  Lord. 

4:t)  I  •    An  ancient  Hymn  to  the  Trinity. 

1  Let  glory  be  to  God  on  high : 
I*eace  be  on  earth  as  in  the  sky ; 
Good  will  to  men  !     We  bow  the  knee, 
We  praise,  we  bless,  we  worship  thee ; 
We  give  thee  thanks,  thy  name  we  sing. 
Almighty  Father  1  Heavenly  King ! 

2  O  Lord,  the  sole  begotten  Son, 

Who  bore  the  crimes  which  we  had  done ; 
Son  of  the  Father,  who  wast  slain 
To  take  away  the  sins  of  men ; 
0  Lamb  of  God,  whose  blood  was  spilt 
For  all  the  world,  and  all  its  guilt ; — 

3  Have  mercy  on  us,  through  thy  blood  ; 
Receive  our  prayer,  O  Lamb  of  God  I 
For  thou  art  holy ;  thou  alone. 

At  God's  right  hand,  upon  his  throne, 

In  all  his  glory,  art  adored. 

With  thee,  0  Holy  Ghost,  One  Lord. 

J)  J.  A  •     "  Come  unto  Jlle^  all  ye  that  Uibor."" 

1  Peace,  troubled  soul,  whose  plaintive 

moan 
Hath  taught  each  scene  the  notes  of  woe ; 
Cease  thy  complaint,  suppress  thy  groan, 
And  let  thy  tears  forget  to  flow  : 
Behold,  the  precious  balm  is  found. 
To  lull  thy  pain,  to  heal  thy  wound. 

2  Come,  freely  come,  by  sin  oppressed ; 
On  Jesus  cast  thy  weighty  load ; 

In  him  thy  refuge  find,  thy  rest, 

Safe  in  the  mercy  of  thy  God : 

Thy  God 's  thy  Saviour — ^^onovv^^^'t^N 

Oh,  hear,  \Mi\\<i\e,  «civ^\>\^ia&>^^V«t^\ 
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That  wo  may  be  where  now  thou  art, 
And  look  upon  thy  face. 

3  And  ever  on  thine  earthly  path 

A  gleam  of  glory  lies ; 
A  light  still  breaks  behind  the  clond 
That  vails  thee  from  our  eyes. 

4  Lift  up  our  thoughts,  lift  up  our  songs, 

And  let  thy  OTacc  be  given, 
That,  while  we  linger  yet  below. 
Our  hearts  may  be  m  heaven  ; — 

5  That,  where  thou  art  at  God's  right  hanil. 

Our  hope,  our  love  may  be : 
Dwell  in  us  now,  that  we  may  dwell 
For  evermore  in  thee. 

out).  **Whyetk  ye  the  living  anumfftk^dtadr 

1  Why  search  ye  in  the  narrow  tomb 

For  him  who  lives  on  high  ? 
Heaven  spreads  her  gates  to  make  him 
room : 
His  glory  fills  the  sky. 

2  Lift  up  your  hearts,  and  stretch  your  eyes; 

The  Saviour  is  not  here  : 
Behold  the  Conqueror  arise, 
To  grace  a  brighter  sphere. 

3  Angels  with  loud,  exulting  songs, 

Welcome  their  Lord  again : 
To  us  the  victory  belongs ; 
For  us  the  Lamb  was  slain. 

4  And  shall  we.  Lord,  ascend  with  thee, 

And  see  thee  as  thou  art. 
From  death's  terrific  power  made  free, 
And  saved  from  Satan's  dart? 

5  Saviour,  since  thou  art  gone  before, 

Oh,  grant  that  we  may  go 
Whegftjip^B  dark  empire  is  no  more, 
k  vinqaished  foe  I 


150.  "(^oda  I^nr*."— lJolm4:  a 

1  Amid  the  splendors  of  thy  state, 

O  God !  thy  love  spears, 
Soft  as  the  radiance  of  the  moon 
AmoDg  a  thousand  stars. 

2  In  all  thy  doctrines  and  commands. 

Thy  counsels  and  designs. 
In  every  work  thy  hands  have  framed. 
Thy  love  supremely  shines. 

3  Sinai,  in  clouds,  and  smoke,  and  fire. 

Thunders  thine  awfiil  name  1 
But  Zion  sings,  in  melting  notes, 
The  honors  of  the  Lamb. 

4  Angels  and  men,  the  news  proclaim 

Tlirough  earth  and  heaven  above ; 
And  all,  with  holy  transport,  sing 
That  God  the  Lord  is  love. 

Q  22  "  ^^  re<i«m/)/iof»  <if  their  eoul  U  preciouer 

1  Worlds  can  not  reach  the  mighty  price 

Of  one  immortal  soul : 
No :  Lord !  thy  blood  and  sacrifice 
Alone  can  make  us  whole. 

2  In  thee  be  our  salvation  sure ; 

No  other  wealth  we  seek : 
We  're  rich  in  thee,  however  poor. 
And  strong,  however  weak. 


**/  go  to  prepare  a  pHaee/br  yot^^ 


365. 

1  Tu'  eternal  gates  lift  up  their  heads. 

The  doors  are  opened  wide ; 
The  King  of  glory  is  ^ono  up 
TJnto  his  Father's  side. 

2  Thou  art  gone  in  before  us,  Lord| 

Thou  hast  prepared  a  place, 
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'7^/1      **  Factory  <Arou^A  our  Lord  Jd9u$  ChrUV* 
I  0'±*  lC<jrl5:66. 

1  Oh  for  an  overcoming  fkith 

To  cheer  my  dying  hours ! 
To  triumph  o'er  the  monster,  death, 
And  all  his  frightful  powers. 

2  Joyful,  witli  all  the  strength  I  have, 

My  quivering  lips  should  sing, 
**  Where  is  thy  l^asted  victory,  ^ave  ? 
And  where  the  monstcr^s  sting  t" 

3  If  sin  be  pardoned,  I  *m  secure ; 

Death  hath  no  sting  beside : 
The  law  gives  sin  its  damning  power, 
But  Christ,  my  ransom,  died. 

4  Now  to  the  God  of  victory 

Immortal  thanks  be  paid. 
Who  makes  us  conquerors  while  we  die. 
Through  Christ,  our  living  Head  I 

1  A  ^  P\      ParicTt  Prayer  at  the  Retnovat  of  Vie 
L\J  i  O.  ^r*.— Psalm  182. 

1  Arise  !  0  King  of  grace,  arise ! 

And  enter  to  thy  rest ; 
Lo !  thy  church  waits  with  longing  eyes. 
Thus  to  be  owned  and  blest. 

2  Enter  with  all  thy  glorious  train. 

Thy  Spirit  and  thy  word ; 
All  that  the  ark  did  once  contain 
Could  no  such  grace  afford. 

3  Here,  mighty  God,  accept  our  vows ; 

Here  let  tiiy  praise  be  spread ; 

Bless  the  provisions  of  thy  house, 

And  fill  thy  poor  with  bread. 

4  Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign ; 

Let  God's  Anointed  shine ; 
Justice  and  truth  his  court  maintain, 
With  love  and  power  divine. 

5  Here  let  him  hold  a  lasting  throne, 

And,  as  his  kingdom  grows, 


Fresh  honors  shall  adorn  his  crown, 
And  shame  confound  his  foes. 


*^Saying9  tf  oldr-VtaXm  7a 


1090. 

1  Let  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds, 

Which  God  performed  of  old, — 
Which  in  our  younger  years  we  saw. 
And  which  our  fathers  told. 

2  He  bids  us  make  his  glories  known, 

His  works  of  power  and  grace ; 
And  we  '11  convey  his  wonders  down 
Through  every  rising  race. 

3  Our  lips  shall  tell  them  to  our  sons, 

And  they  again  to  theirs^ 
That  generations  yet  unborn 
May  teach  them  to  their  heirs. 

4  Thus  thcv  shall  learn,  in  God  alono 

Their  hope  securely  stands, 
Tliat  they  may  ne'er  forget  his  works, 
But  practice  his  commands. 

1150. 

1  T  IS  by  thy  strength  the  mountains  stand, 

God  of  etemai  power ! 
The  sea  grows  calm  at  thy  command. 
And  tempests  cease  to  roar. 

2  Thy  morning  light  and  evening  shade 

Successive  comforts  bring ; 
Thy  plenteous  fruits  make  harvest  glad , 
Thy  flowers  adorn  the  spring. 

3  Seasons  and  times,  and  moons  and  hours, 

Heaven,  earth,  and  air  are  thine ; 
When  clouds  distill  in  frohfiil.4  ~ 
The  author  is  divine ! 

4  Thy  showers  the  thirsty 

And  ranks  of  com  s' 
Thy  ways  abound  with  _ 
Thy  goodness  crowns  " 


**■  Thou  crownut  Vie  year  ttiVi  Thy 
goodnessy—^tuAm  66. 
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1  Let  us,  with  a  gladsome  mind, 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  kind : 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

2  He,  with  all-commanding  might. 
Filled  the  new-made  world  with  light : 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 

Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

3  All  things  living  he  doth  feed ; 
His  full  hand  supplies  their  need  : 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

4  He  his  chosen  race  did  bless, 
In  the  wasteful  wilderness : 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

5  He  hath,  with  a  piteous  eye, 
Looked  upon  our  misery  : 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

6  Let  us,  then,  with  gladsome  mind, 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  kind : 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure. 
Ever  fiuthful,  ever  sure. 


Go^t  J>eli9$ranceti  of  hU  People. 
Psftlm  107. 


^dl«  PsAlmloY. 

1  Thank  and  praise  Jehovah^s  name ; 
For  his  mercies,  firm  and  sure. 
From  eternity  the  same. 
To  ptemitv  Andnm. 


rom  eternity  toe  sam( 
To  eternity  endure. 


2  Let  the  ransomed  thus  rejoice, 
Gathered  out  of  every  land ; 
As  the  people  of  his  choice. 

Plucked  from  the  destroyei^s  hand. 


^ 


3  In  the  wilderness  astray. 

Hither,  thither,  while  they  roam, 
Hungry,  fainting  by  the  way. 
Far  from  refine,  shelter,  home ; — 

4  Then  unto  the  Lord  they  cry ; 

He  inclines  a  gracious  ear, 
Sends  deliverance  from  on  high. 
Rescues  them  from  all  their  fear. 

5  To  a  pleasant  land  he  brings. 

Where  the  vine  and  olive  grow ; 

Where,  from  flowery  hills,  the  springs 

Through  luxuriant  valleys  flow. 

6  Oh  that  men  would  praise  the  Lord, 

For  his  goodness  to  their  race ; 
For  the  wonders  of  his  word, 
And  the  riches  of  his  grace ! 

1  Hark  !  the  song  of  jubilee ; 

Loud  as  mighty  thunders  roar, 
Or  the  fullness  of  the  sea, 
When  it  breaks  upon  the  shore. 

2  Hallelujah  !  for  the  Lord 

Gotl  omnipotent  shall  reign  : 
Hallelujah  !  let  the  word 

Echo  round  the  earth  and  main. 

3  Hallelujah  ! — ^hark  !  the  sound. 

From  the  depths  unto  the  skies. 
Wakes  above,  beneath,  arouiui. 
All  creation's  harmonies. 

4  See^Jehovah's  banner  furled ; 
"led  his  sword:  he 

1 

of  the  world 
loms  of  his  Son. 
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5  He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole, 

"With  supreme,  unbounded  sway ; 
lie  shall  reign  when,  like  a  scroll, 
Yonder  heavens  have  passed  away. 

6  Then  the  end ; — ^beneath  his  rod 

Man's  last  enemy  shall  fall : 
Hallehijah  !  Christ  in  God, 
God  in  Christ  is  all  in  all ! 

354.  ^'ChHtt.lhefinl'Jhiiur 

1  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day  I 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say : 
Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high ; 
Sing,  ye  heavens !  and  earth,  reply  ! 

2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done. 
Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  won : 
Lo !  our  sun's  eclipse  is  o'er ; 
Lo !  he  sets  in  blood  no  more. 

d  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal — 
Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell : 
Death  in  vain  forbids  nia  rise, 
Christ  hath  opened  paradise. 

4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King ! 
Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting  ? 
Once  he  died,  our  souls  to  save : 
Where 's  thy  vict'ry,  boasting  Grave  f 

5  Soar  we  now  where  Christ  hath  led, 
Following  our  exalted  Head : 
Made  like  him,  like  him  we  rise, 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies  I 

11J.9    *"  lord,  7%ouka*i  hem  fawMrall^wUo 

1  Praise  to  God,  iounortal  praise, 
For  the  love  that  crowns  oar  days ! 
Bounteous  source  of  every  joy, 
Let  thy  praise  onr  tongnes  employ  I 


2  For  the  blessings  of  the  field, 
For  the  stores  Sie  gardens  yield, 
For  the  joy  which  harvests  tring. 
Grateful  praises  now  we  sing. 

3  Clouds  that  drop  refreshing  dews ; 
Suns  that  gonial  heat  diffuse ; 
Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain  ; 
Yellow  sheaves  of  ripened  grain ; 

4  All  that  Spring,  with  bounteous  hand. 
Scatters  o'er  the  smiling  land ; 

All  that  liberal  Autumn  pours 
From  her  overflowing  stores ; 

5  These,  great  God,  to  thee  wo  owe, 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow ; 
And,  for  these,  our  souls  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows,  and  solemn  praise. 


••  7%d  Lord  Je^t*  thall  he  revealed 
from  hsavenJ" 


1268. 

1  Hark  !  that  shout  of  rapturous  joy, 

Bursting  forth  from  yonder  cloud  I 
Jesus  comes,  and  through  the  sky 
Angels  tell  their  joy  aloud ! 

2  Hark !  the  trumpet's  awful  voice 

Sounds  abroad,  through  sea  and  land ; 
Let  his  people  now  rejoice  I 
Their  redemption  is  at  hand. 

8  See !  the  Lord  appears  in  view ; 
Heaven  and  earth  before  him  fly ! 
Rise,  ye  saints,  he  comes  for  you-— 
Rise  to  meet  him  in  the  Aj. 


Go,  and  dwell  with  him 
Where  no  foe  can  e*er 

Happy  in  the  Savioai's  Uxw^t 
Ever  blessings  over  blmdL 


rmoUV 
lofjv 
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0  0  9  •       Looking  into  ih6  Sepulcher. 

1  Yk  humble  souls  that  seek  the  Lord, 

Chase  all  your  fears  away ; 
And  bow,  with  pleasure,  down  to  see 
The  place  where  Jesus  lay. 

2  Thus  low  the  Lord  of  life  was  brought — 

Such  wonders  love  can  do- 
Thus  cold  in  death  that  bosom  lay, 
Which  throbbed  and  bled  for  you. 

b  A  moment  now  indulge  your  grief: 
Let  grateful  sorrows  rise ; 
And  wash  the  crimson  stains  away 
With  torrents  from  your  eyes. 

4  Then  raise  your  eyes,  and  tune  your  songs, 

The  Saviour  lives  again  ! 
Not  all  the  bolts  and  bars  of  death 
The  Conqueror  could  detain. 

5  High  o^er  th'  angelic  bands  he  rears 

His  once  dishonored  head  ; 
And  through  unnumbered  years  he  reigns. 
Who  dwelt  among  the  dead. 

6  With  joy  like  his,  shall  every  saint 

His  empty  tomb  survey ; 
Then  rise  with  his  ascending  Lord, 
Through  all  his  shining  way. 


*  Thou  Son  qf  Zktvid,  have  mercy  on  me." 


610. 

1  Jesus,  and  didst  thou  condescend, 

When  vailed  in  human  clay, 
To  heal  the  sick,  the  lame,  the  blind, 
And  drive  disease  away  ? 

2  Didst  thou  regard  the  beggar's  cry. 

And  give  the  blind  to  see  ? 
Jesus,  thou  Son  of  David,  hear — 
Have  mercy,  too^  on  met 

8  Aiid< 


Then  pity.  Lord !  and  save  my  soul, 
Which  needs  thy  mercy  more. 
4  Didst  thou  regard  thy  servant's  cry. 
When  sinkmg  in  the  wave  ? 

I  perish.  Lord !  oh,  save  my  soul  I 
fbr  thou  alone  canst  save. 


*'/  knoio  the  Jjord  can  «enr«.** 


682. 

1  Affliction  is  a  stormy  deep, 

Where  wave  resounds  to  wave ; 
Though  o'er  my  head  the  billows  roll, 
I  know  the  Lord  can  save. 

2  Tlio  hand  that  now  withholds  my  joys 

Can  soon  restore  my  peace ; 
And  he  who  bade  the  tempest  rise 
Can  bid  that  tempest  cease. 

3  In  darkest  scenes  when  sorrows  roso 

And  pressed  on  every  side, 
The  Lord  has  still  sustained  my  steps, 
And  still  has  been  my  ffuide. 

4  Here  will  I  rest,  and  build  my  hope, 

Nor  murmur  at  his  rod ; 
lie 's  more  than  all  the  world  to  mo — 
My  Health,  my  Life,  my  God  I 

705.  Se^lo9iinChrUL 

1  My  God,  my  God !  to  thee  I  cry; 

Thee  only  would  I  know  : 
Thy  purifying  blood  apply, 
And  wash  me  white  as  snow. 

2  But  art  thou  not  already  mine  I 

Answer,  if  mine  thou  art ! 
Whisper  within,  thou  Love  Divine, 
And  cheer  my  drooping  heart 

3  Oh  !  could  I  k)se  myself  in  thee, 

Tbj  depth  of  mercy  prove, 
Ihoa  vast,  un&thomi^le  sea 
Of  onexhaoated  love  1 
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4  My  hnmbled  soul,  when  thou  art  near, 

In  dust  and  ashes  lies ! 
How  shall  a  sinfal  worm  appear, 
Or  meet  thy  purer  eyes ! 

5  I  loathe  myself  when  God  I  sec, 

And  into  nothing  fall ; 
Content  if  thou  exalted  be, 
And  Christ  be  All  in  All ! 

761.  Not  Jbnaken, 

1  And  wilt  thou  now  forsake  me,  Lord  ? 

I  feel  it  can  not  be ; 
No  earthly  tongue  can  ever  tell 
What  uiou  hast  been  to  me. 

2  Through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life 

Thy  love  hath  sheltered  me ; 
And  wilt  thou  now  forget  thy  child  ? 
I  feel  it  can  not  be. 

3  Thy  love  hath  been  my  heritage 

Through  many  a  weary  year; 
I  've  trusted  in  thy  promises,  ' 
And  thou  hast  dried  each  tear. 

4  In  life  or  death,  I  take  my  stand 

Where  I  have  ever  stood, 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  thy  cross, 
And  trusting  in  thy  blood. 

5  And  then,  when  youth  and  health  and 

strength 
And  energy  have  fled. 
The  shades  of  evening  peacefully 
Shall  close  around  my  head. 

6  And  when  in  all  the  helplessness 

Of  death  I  turn  to  tbcc, 
Thou  wilt  not  then  forsake  me.  Lord ! 
I  feel  it  can  not  be. 

947«  ** it « 0WNf  >br MM <ftal/ AoMfrMfi 

1  I  CAH  not  call  affliction  sweet, 
And  yet 't  was  good  to  bear: 


Affliction  brought  me  to  thy  feet, 
And  I  found  comfort  there. 

2  My  weaned  soul  was  all  resigned 

To  thy  most  gracious  will ; 
Oh,  had  I  kept  that  better  mind, 
Or  been  afflicted  still ! 

3  Where  are  the  vows  which  then  I  vowed. 

The  joys  which  then  I  knew  ? 
Those  vanished  like  the  morning  cloud. 
These  like  the  early  dew. 

4  Lord,  grant  me  grace  for  every  day. 

Whatever  my  state  may  be. 
Through  life,  in  death,  with  truth  to  say, . 
My  God  is  all  to  me  I 

1  1  ft  Q    **Thnt  I  may  know  howfraU  I  amr 

1  Teach  me  the  measure  of  my  days. 

Thou  Maker  of  my  frame ; 
I  would  survey  life's  narrow  space, 
And  learn  how  frail  I  am. 

2  A  span  is  all  that  we  can  boast. 

An  inch  or  two  of  time ! 
Man  is  but  vanity  and  dust. 
In  all  his  flower  and  prime. 

3  Wliat  should  I  wish,  or  wait  for,  then,. 

From  creatures,  earth  and  dust  ? 
They  make  our  expectations  vain. 
And  disappoint  our  trust 

4  Now  I  forbid  my  carnal  hope, 

My  fond  desire  recall : 
I  give  my  mortal  interest  up. 
And  make  my  God  my  all. 


DOXOLOOT. 


To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God,  whom  we  adore, 

Be  glory  as  it  waa,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  evennore ! 
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5  Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove ; 
We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice, 
And  sing  his  bleeding  love. 

690. 

1  Not  with  our  mortal  eyes 

Have  we  beheld  the  Lord ; 

Yet  we  rejoice  to  hear  his  name, 

And  love  him  in  his  word. 

2  On  earth  we  want  the  sight 

Of  our  Redeemer's  fece ; 
Yet,  Lord,  our  inmost  thoughts  delight 
To  dwell  upon  thy  grace. 

3  And  when  we  taste  thy  love, 

Our  joys  divinely  grow 
Unspeakable,  like  those  above, 
And  heaven  begins  below. 

0  5  4:  •  BoldntM  in  Prayer, 

1  Behold  the  throne  of  grace  : 

The  promise  calls  me  near ; 

There  Jesus  shows  a  smiling  &ce, 

And  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

2  That  rich  atoning  blood, 

Which  sprinkled  round  I  see. 
Provides  for  those  who  come  to  God 
An  all-prevailing  plea. 

3  My  soul !  ask  what  thou  wilt ; 

Thou  canst  not  be  too  bold  : 
Since  his  own  blood  for  thee  he  spilt. 
What  else  can  he  withhold  ? 

4  Thine  image.  Lord,  bestow. 

Thy  presence  and  thy  love ; 
I  ask  to  serve  thee  here  bdow, 
And  reign  with  thee  above. 


God  our  JBen^aetor. 


203. 

1  My  Maker  and  my  King ! 

To  thee  my  all  I  owe ; 
Thy  sovereign  bounty  is  the  spring, 
Whence  all  my  blessings  flow. 

2  The  creature  of  thy  hand. 

On  thee  alone  I  live ; 
My  God !  thy  benefits  demand 
More  praise  than  I  can  give. 

3  Lord,  what  can  I  impart, 

Wlien  all  is  thine  oefore; 
Thy  love  demands  a  thank^l  heart : 
The  gift,  alas,  how  poor ! 

4  Shall  I  withhold  thy  due? 

And  shall  my  passions  rove  ? 
Lord  form  this  wretched  heart  anew. 
And  fill  it  with  thy  love. 

299.  ^^  Sacrifice, 

1  Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts. 

On  Jewish  altars  slain, 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace. 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

2  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 

Takes  all  our  sins  away — 
A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 

On  that  dear  head  of  thine. 
While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

4  My  soul. looks  back  to  see 

The  burdens  thou  didst  bear 
When.hai^nff  on;the  corsM  tree, 
And  hopea  >^r  ^ilt  was  there. 


^  Whom  having  noi  9€en  yslove."" 
1  Poter  1 :  8. 
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6  Teach  me  to  live  by  faith ; 
Conform  mv  will  to  thine ; 
Let  me  victonous  be  in  death, 
And  then  in  gloiy  shine. 


The/onntr  thtngt  ars  pasted  atcaj/J^ 


1225. 

1  The  people  of  the  Lord 

Are  on  their  way  to  heaven ; 
There  they  obtain  their  great  reward, 
The  prize  will  there  be  given. 

2  'T  is  conflict  here  below ; 

T  is  triumph  there,  and  peace : 
On  earth  we  wrestle  with  the  foe  ; 
In  heaven  our  conflicts  cease. 

3  T  is  ^loom  and  darkness  here ; 

'T  IS  light  and  joy  above : 


There  all  is  pure,  and  all  is  clear ; 
There  all  is  peace  and  love. 

4  There  rest  shall  follow  toil, 

And  ease  succeed  to  care  : 
The  victors  there  divide  the  spoil ; 
They  sing  and  triumph  there. 

5  Then,  let  us  joyful  sing ! 

The  conflict  is  not  long : 
Wc  hope  in  heaven  to  praise  our  King 
In  one  eternal  song. 

DOXOLOOT. 

The  Father  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit  we  adore  ; 
Wc  praise,  wo  bless,  we  worship  thee, 

Both  now  and  evermore  ! 


ST.  THOMAS.    S.M. 
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279.  MlrcMlea  </  ChritL 

1  Oh,  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea  ? 

Oh,  where  is  he  that  spake, 
And  lepers  from  their  pains  are  free, 

And  slaves  their  fetters  break  ? 
The  lame  and  palsied  freely  rise, 

With  joy  the  dumb  do  sing ; 
And,  on  the  darkened,  blinded  eyes, 

Glad  beams  of  morning  spring ! 

2  Oh,  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea  ? 

Oh,  where  is  he  that  spake, 
And  demons  from  their  victims  flee. 

The  dead  from  slumber  wake  ? 
Here,  here  art  thou,  almighty  Lord ! 

Oh,  speak  to  us  once  more. 
And  let  thy  healing,  quickening  word. 

Our  ruined  souls  restore ! 

0*1.  lJohn4:19. 

1  Wb  love  thee.  Lord,  because  when  we 

Had  erred  and  gone  astray, 
Thou  didst  recall  our  wandering  souls 

Into  the  homeward  way ; 
When  helpless,  homeless,  we  were  lost 

In  sin  and  sorrow's  night, 
Thou  didst  send  forth  a  guiding  ray 

Of  thy  benignant  light ; — 

2  Because,  when  we  forsook  thy  waya^ 

Nor  kept  thy  holy  will. 
Thou  wert  not  the  avenging  Judge, 

But  gracious  Father  still ; — 
Because,  though  we  Ve  forgot  thee.  Lord, 

Thou  hast  not  us  forgot, — 
Though  we  have  oft  forsaken  thee. 

Yet  thou  forsakest  not ; — 

3  Because,  O  Lord,  thou  lovedst  us 

With  everlasting  love ; 
Becanae  thou  gav'st  thy  Son  to  die, 
Hiat  we  might  lire  above ; 


Because,  when  we  were  heirs  of  wratii. 
Thou  ffav'st  the  hopes  of  heaven : 

We  love  because  we  much  have  sinned, 
And  much  have  been  forgiven. 


913. 


Communion  with  God  in  Setirement, 


1  Far  from  the  world,  O  Lord,  I  flee, 

From  strife  and  tumult  far ; 
From  scenes  where  Satan  wages  still 
Ills  most  successful  war. 

2  The  calm  retreat,  the  silent  shade, 

With  prayer  and  praise  agree ; 
And  seem  by  thy  sweet  bounty  made 
For  those  who  follow  thee. 

3  There,  if  thy  Spirit  touch  the  soul. 

And  grace  her  mean  abode. 
Oh,  with  what  peace,  and  joy,  and  lovci 
She  communes  with  her  God ! 

4  There,  like  the  nightingale  she  pours 

Her  solitary  lays ; 
Nor  asks  a  witness  of  her  song. 
Nor  thirsts  for  human  praise. 

5  Author  and  Guardian  of  my  life  ! 

Sweet  Source  of  light  divine, 
And — all  harmonious  names  in  one-^ 
My  Saviour ! — ^thou  art  mine ! 

6  What  thanks  I  owe  thee,  and  what  love — 

A  boundless,  endless  store — 
Shall  echo  through  the  realms  above, 
When  time  shall  be  no  more. 

Q  rC  1     **/7Si  hoik  put  a  new  wng  in  mv  mtmUC* 

1  I  WAITED  patient  for  the  Lord : 

He  bowed  to  hear  my  cry ; 

He  saw  me  resting  on  his  word. 

And  brought  salvation  nigh. 

2  He  raised  me  from  a  horrid  pit. 

Where,  mooming,  long  I  lay. 
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3  To  thee  we  flee,  to  thee  we  pray ; 

Tliou  shalt  our  Father  be : 
More  than  the  fondest  parent's  care 
We  find,  O  Lord,  in  thee  I 

4  Already  thou  hast  heard  our  cry. 

And  wiped  away  our  tears : 
Thy  mercy  has  a  refuge  found, 
to  guard  our  helpless  years. 

6  Oh,  let  thjr  love  descend  on  those 
Who  pity  to  us  show ; 
Nor  let  their  children  ever  taste 
The  orphan's  cup  of  woe ! 

1206. 


And  from  my  bonds  released  my  feet — 

Deep  bonds  of  miry  clay. 
Firm  on  a  rock  ho  made  me  stand, 

And  taught  my  cheerful  tongue 
To  praise  tne  wonders  of  his  hand 

In  new  and  thankful  song. 
I  Ml  spread  his  works  of  grace  abroad ; 

The  saints  with  joy  shall  hear, 
And  sinners  learn  to  make  my  God 

Their  only  hope  and  fear. 


963. " 


77^0  secret 


place  of  i 
Psalm  91. 


the  Moit  High,'* 


1  There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place 

Beneath  the  wings  divine, 
llescrved  for  all  the  heirs  of  grace : 
Oh,  be  that  refuge  mine! 

2  The  least  and  feeblest  there  may  bide, 

Uninjured  and  unawed ; 
While  thousands  fall  on  every  side. 
He  rests  secure  in  God. 

3  He  feeds  in  pastures  large  and  fair. 

Of  love  and  truth  divine ; 
O  child  of  God,  O  glory's  heir ! 
How  rich  a  lot  is  thine  1 

4  A  hand  almighty  to  defend. 

An  ear  for  every  call, 
An  honored  life,  a  peaceful  end, 
And  heaven  to  crown  it  all! 

1103.  "-'^  ^««»  the/aOierUMjlnddh  tMrcy^ 

1  O  GRACIOUS  Lord !  whose  mercies  rise 

Above  our  utmost  need. 
Incline  thine  ear  unto  our  cry. 
And  hear  the  orphan  plead. 

2  Bereft  of  all  a  mother's  love, 

And  all  a  fieither's  care. 
Lord,  whiUier  shall  we  flee  for  help! 
To  whom  direct  our  prayer? — 


•*  Sorroto  not  even  a»  othere  Vihieh  have 
no  hopeJ" 

1  Dear  as  thou  wert,  and  justly  dear. 

We  will  not  weep  for  thee : 
One  thought  shall  check  the  starting  tear : 
It  is,  that  thou  art  free. 

2  And  thus  shall  faith's  consoling  power 

The  tears  of  love  restrain  : 
Oh,  who  that  saw  thy  parting  hour, 
Could  wish  thee  back  again ! 

3  Triumphant  in  thy  closing  eye 

The  hope  of  glory  shone ; 
Joy  breatned  in  thine  expiring  sigh, 
To  think  the  fight  was  won. 

4  Gently  the  passing  spirit  fled. 

Sustained  by  grace  divine  : 
Oh,  may  such  grace  on  me  be  shed, 
And  make  my  end  Iflie  thine ! 


DOXOLOOY. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God,  whom  we  adore, 

Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  be  evermore  I 
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7  OO  •         i'^ac*  <n  ^  JB2(Hxf  of  Christ 

1  AVuERE  shall  I  look  for  holy  calm, 

But  in  thy  blood,  thou  dying  Lamb  ? 
My  only  hope  of  mercy  lies 
In  thine  atoning  sacrifice. 

2  The  world's  temptations  may  assail, 

Its  friendships  cease,  its  comforts  fail ; 
But  if  thy  peace,  dear  Lord,  be  mine, 
All  else  submissive  I  resign. 

3  Oh,  let  my  spirit  meekly  rest 

In  whatsoe'er  thy  love  sees  best ; 
Confiding  in  thy  sovereign  grace. 
And  trusting  where  I  fail  to  trace. 

4  Lord,  let  thy  peace  my  soul  sustain, 

'Mid  mingled  scenes  of  joy  and  pain; 
Till,  in  the  fullness  of  thy  love, 
I  reach  the  Fountain-head  above. 

4  Q  Q  .        **  Jestu^  remember  Calvary.'^ 

1  Mv  suff'e rings  all  to  thee  are  known, 

Tempted  in  every  point  like  me ; 
Regard  my  grief,  regard  thine  own : 
Jesus,  remember  Calvary ! 

2  For  whom  didst  thou  the  cross  endure  ? 

Who  nailed  thy  body  to  the  tree  ? 
Did  not  thy  death  my  life  procure  ? 
Oh,  let  thy  mercy  answer  me ! 

3  Art  thou  not  touched  with  human  woe  ? 

Hath  pity  left  the  Son  of  man  ? 
Dost  thou  not  all  my  sorrows  know, 
And  claim  a  share  in  all  my  pain  ? 

4  Thou  wilt  not  break  a  bruised  reed. 

Or  quench  the  smallest  spark  of  grace, 
Till  through  the  soul  thy  power  is  spread 
Thine  all-nctorious  righteousness. 

5  The  day  of  small  and  feeble  things, 

I  know  thou  never  wilt  despise ; 
^  And  soon,  with  healing  in  his  wings, 
'^c  Son  of  rightconsness  shall  rise. 


7Q^        ^'IwiUlhaiiheyheviith  3f€,t6h4re 

1  Let  me  bo  with  thee  where  thou  art, 

My  Saviour,  my  eternal  Rest ; 
Then  only  will  this  longing  heart 
Be  fully  and  for  ever  blest. 

2  Let  mo  be  with  thee  where  thou  art. 

Thine  unvailed  glory  to  behold ; 
Then  only  will  this  wandering  heart 
Ceaso  to  bo  false  to  thee  and  cold. 

3  Let  mo  be  with  thee  where  thou  art, 

Where  spotless  saints  thy  name  adore 
Then  only  will  this  sinful  heart 
Be  enl  and  defiled  no  more. 

4  Let  me  be  with  thee  where  thou  art. 

Where  none  can  die,where  none  remove 
There  neither  death  nor  life  will  j>art 
Me  from  thy  presence  and  thy  love. 


Liting  to  the  Glory  of  God. 


829. 

1  O  THOU,  who  hast  at  thy  command 
The  hearts  of  all  men  in  thy  hand ! 
Our  wayward,  erring  hearts  incline 
To  know  no  other  will  but  thine. 

r 

2  Our  wishes,  our  desires,  control ; 
Mold  every  purpose  of  tlie  soul ; 
O'er  all  may  we  victorious  be 

That  stands  between  ourselves  and  thee. 

3  Tlirice  blest  will  all  our  blessings  prove, 
When  through  them  all  we  see  thy  love-, 
When  each  glad  heart  its  tribute  pays 
Of  humble  gratitude  and  praise. 

4  And  while  we  to  thy  glory  live, 
May  wo  to  thee  all  glory  give ; 
Until  the  joyful  summons  come, 
That  calls  thy  willing  servants  home. 

0  O  O  •    **  ForgMng  one  anofA^r."— Eph.  4 :  80-88. 

1  The  Spirit,  like  a  poaceftil  dove. 

Flics  from  the  realms  of  noise  and  strife: 
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Why  should  we  vex  and  grieve  his  love, 
Who  seals  our  souls  toneavcnly  life ! 

Tender  and  kind  be  all  our  thoughts ; 

Through  all  our  lives  let  mercy  run : 
So  Go<l  forgives  our  numerous  faults, 

For  the  dear  sake  of  Christ,  his  Son. 


Prayer  Jbr  the  Guidance  of  (he  Spirit. 


454. 

1  Come,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
With  light  and  comfort  from  above ; 
Be  thou  our  guardian,  thou  our  guide. 
O'er  every  thought  and  step  preside. 

2  The  light  of  truth  to  us  display. 

And  make  us  know  and  choose  thy  way ; 
Plant  holy  fear  in  every  heart. 
That  we  from  God  may  ne'er  depart 

3  Lead  us  to  holiness — the  road 
Which  we  must  take  to  dwell  with  God ; 
Lead  us  to  Christ,  the  living  way, 

Nor  let  us  from  his  pastures  stray. 

4  Lead  us  to  God,  our  final  rest, 
To  be  with  him  for  ever  blest; 

Lead  us  to  heaven,  its  bliss  to  share — 
Fullness  of  joy  for  ever  there ! 

4:0O«   **  ^'^  ^*  ^  «»<>'•*  '<»  ^  retumr 

1  O  Lord,  and  shall  our  fainting  souls 

Thy  ^ust  displeasure  ever  mourn  f 
Thy  Spirit  grieved,  and  long  withdrawn. 
Will  he  no  more  to  us  return  ? 

2  Great  Source  of  light  and  peace !  return. 

Nor  let  us  mourn  and  si^h  in  vain ; 
Come,  repossess  these  longing  hearts 
With  all  the  graces  of  thy  train. 

8  This  temple,  hallowed  by  thine  hand. 
Once  more  be  with  thy  presence  blest ; 


Here  be  thy  grace  anew  displayed, 
Be  this  Uiine  everlasting  rest ! 

^OO,  Repentance  at  the  Croee, 

1  Herb,  at  thy  cross,  my  gracious  Lord, 

I  lay  my  soul  beneath  thy  love : 
Oh,  cleanse  me  with  atoning  blood, 
Nor  let  me  from  thy  feet  remove ! 

2  Should  worlds  conspire  to  drivemethencc. 

Moveless  and  firm  this  heart  should  lie; 
Resolved,  for  that  ^s  my  last  defense, 
If  I  must  perish,  there  to  die. 

3  But  speak,  my  Lord,  and  calm  my  fear ; 

Am  I  not  safe  beneath  thy  shade  ? 
Thy  vengeance  will  not  strike  me  here, 
Nor  Satan  dare  my  soul  invade. 

4  Yes,  I  'm  secure  beneath  thy  blood. 

And  all  my  foes  shall  lose  their  aim : 
Hosanna  to  my  Saviour  God ! 
And  loudest  praises  to  his  name. 

1 0  O  7  •  ^^rd,  I  am  Thine,  entirely  Thiner 

1  Lord,  I  am  thine,  entirely  thine, 
Purchased  and  saved  by  blood  divine ; 
With  full  consent  I  thine  would  be, 
And  own  thy  sovereign  right  in  me. 

2  Here,  0  my  Lord,  my  soul,  my  all, 
I  yield  to  thee  beyond  recall ; 
Accept  thine  own, — so  long  witlilicld. 
Accept  what  I  so  freely  yield. 

3  Grant  one  poor  sinner  more  a  place 
Among  the  children  of  thy  grace ; 
A  wretched  sinner  lost  to  God, 
But  ransomed  by  ImmanuePs  blood. 

4  The  vow  is  past  beyond  repedj 
Now  will  I  set  the  solemn 
Thine  would  I  live,  thint!^ 
Be  thine  through  all 


\ 


136 


NEW  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 


SABBATH. 


6    LINES. 

1st  tiihe, 


00»  ^^  LordTa  Day, 

1  Safely  through  another  week 

God  has  brought  us  on  our  way ; 
Let  us  now  a  blessing  seek, 

Waiting  in  his  courts  to-day : 
Day  of  all  the  week  the  best, 
Emblem  of  eternal  rest 

2  While  we  pray  for  pardoning  ffracc, 

Through  the  dear  Redeemers  name, 
Show  thy  reconciling  fece ; 

Take  away  our  sin  and  shame : 
From  our  worldly  cares  set  free, 
May  we  rest  this  day  in  thee. 

3  Here  we  come,  thy  name  to  praise ; 

Let  us  feel  thy  presence  near ; 
May  thy  glories  meet  our  eyes. 

While  we  in  thy  house  appear : 
Here  afford  us,  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  our  everlasting  feast. 

4  May  the  Gospel's  joyful  sound 

Conauer  sinners,  comfort  saints; 
Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound ; 

Bring  relief  for  all  complaints : 
Thus  let  all  our  Sabbaths  prove, 
Till  we  rest  in  thee  above. 


Imitation  of  Chriti  in  hit  mild  Vlriuei. 
PhU.  8 : 6. 


808. 

1  Ever  patient,  gentle,  meek. 

Holy  Saviour !  was  thy  mind ; 
Vainly  in  myself  I  seek 

Likeness  to  my  Lord  to  find ; 


Yet,  that  mind  which  was  in  thee, 
May  be,  must  be  formed  in  me. 

2  Days  of  toil,  'mid  throngs  of  men, 

Vexed  noti,  ruffled  not  thy  soul ; 
Still  collected,  calm,  serene. 

Thou  each  feeling  conldst  control : 
Lord,  that  mind  which  was  in  thee, 
May  be,  must  be  formed  in  me. 

3  Though  such  griefe  were  thine  to  lK*ar, 

For  each  siSfrer  thou  couldst  feel ; 
Every  mourner's  burden  share, 

Every  wounded  spirit  heal : 
Saviour !  let  thy  grace  in  me 
Form  that  mind  which  was  in  thee. 

4  Wlien  my  pain  is  most  intense. 

Let  thy  cross  my  lesson  prove ; 
Let  me  hear  thee,  e'en  from  thence. 

Breathing  words  of  peace  and  love : 
Saviour !  let  thy  grace  in  me 
Form  that  mind  which  was  in  thco. 


*  The  preeioua  JSont  <if  ZionJ" 


957. 

1  Blessed  are  the  sons  of  God ! 
They  are  bought  with  Jesus'  blood ; 
They  are  ransomed  from  the  grave ; 
Life  eternal  they  shall  have : 
With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Here,  and  in  eternity ! 

-2  God  did  love  them  in  his  Son 
Long  before  the  world  begun ; 
All  their  sins  are  washed  away ; 
They  shall  stand  in  God's  great  day : 
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With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 
Here,  and  in  eternity ! 

3  They  are  harmless,  meek,  and  mild. 
Holy,  humble,  undefiled ; 

They  arc  by  the  Spirit  sealed. 
They  with  love  and  peace  are  filled : 
With  them  numbered  may  wo  be. 
Here,  and  in  eternity  I 

4  They  are  lights  upon  the  earth. 
Children  of  a  heavenly  birth  j 
One  with  God,  with  Jesus  one. 
Glory  is  in  them  begun : 

With  them  numbered  may  we  be. 
Here,  and  in  eternity  I 


Onueeration  to  ihs  TIHnUy, 


475. 

1  Now,  O  God,  thine  own  I  am ! 

Now  I  give  thee  back  thine  own : 
Freedom,  friends,  and  health,  and  fame. 

Consecrate  to  thee  alone : 
Thine  I  live,  thrice  happy  I ! 
Happier  still,  if  thine  I  die. 

2  Take  me,  Lord,  and  all  my  powers ; 

Take  my  mind,  and  heart,  and  will ; 
All  my  goods,  and  all  my  hours, 

All  I  know,  and  all  I  feel, 
All  I  think,  or  speak,  or  do- 
Take  my  soul  and  make  it  new  I 

3  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 


As  by  the  celestial  host. 

Let  thy  will  on  earth  be  done : 
Praise  by  all  to  thee  be  given 
Glorious  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven  I 


909.  '^  ehildUkt  JTmH. 

1  Quiet,  Lord,  my  froward  heart ; 

Make  me  teachable  and  mild. 
Upright,  simple,  free  from  art ; 

M^e  mo  as  a  weaned  child,^ 
From  distrust  and  envy  free. 
Pleased  with  all  that  pleases  thee. 

2  What  thou  shalt  to-day  provide, 

Let  me  as  a  child  receive ; 
What  to-morrow  may  betide, 

Calmly  to  thy  wisdom  leave : 
'T  is  enough  that  thou  wilt  care ; 
Why  should  I  the  burden  boar  ? 

3  As  a  little  child  relies 

On  a  care  be^'ond  his  own. 
Knows  he 's  neither  strong  nor  wise, 

Fears  to  stir  a  step  alone ; 
Let  me  thus  with  thee  abide, 
As  my  Father,  Guard,  and  Guide. 


DOXOLOOY. 

Blessino,  honor,  glory,  might. 
And  dominion  infinite, 
To  the  Father  of  our  Lord, 
To  the  Spirit  and  the  W< 
As  it  was  all  worlds  batot% 
Is,  and  shall  be  evemu^v. 


sn^ 
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176. 


Ood  faithful  to  Bia  PromUet, 


The  promises  I  sing, 

Which  sovereign  love  hath  spoke ; 
Nor  will  th'  eternal  King 

His  words  of  grace  revoke : 


They  stand  secure 
And  steadfast  still : 


Not  Zion's  hill 
Abides  so  sure. 


2  The  mountains  melt  away, 

When  once  the  Judge  appears ; 
And  sun  and  moon  decay, 

That  measure  mortal  years  : 
But  still  the  same,  I  The  promise  shines 
In  radiant  lines,      |  Through  all  the  flame. 

3  Their  harmony  shall  sound 

Through  my  attentive  ears, 
When  thunders  cleave  the  ground, 

And  dissipate  the  spheres  : 
'Mid  all  the  shock      I  I  stand  serene, 
Of  that  dread  scene,  |  Thy  word  my  rocL 


Looking  tfp.— Psalm  121. 


194. 

1  Upward  I  lift  mine  eyes, 

From  God  is  all  my  aid  ; 
The  God  who  built  the  skies, 

And  earth  and  nature  made : 
God  is  the  tower       I  His  grace  is  nigh 
To  which*  I  fly ;        |  In  every  hour. 

2  My  feet  shall  never  slide, 

And  fall  in  fatal  snares, 
Since  God,  my  guard  and  guide. 

Defends  me  from  my  fears : 
Those  wakeful  eyes,  I  Shall  Israel  kee^) 
That  never  sleep,      |  When  dangers  rise. 

8  No  burning  heats  by  day. 
Nor  blasts  of  evening  air, 


Shall  take  my  health  away, 
If  God  be  with  me  there : 
Thou  art  my  sun,  ^  I  To  guard  my  head 
And  thou  my  shade,  |  By  night  or  noon. 

4  Hast  thou  not  given  thy  word 
To  save  ray  soul  from  death  ? 
And  I  can  trust  my  Lord 
To  keep  ray  mortal  breath  : 


I  '11  go  and  come. 
Nor  fear  to  die. 


Till  from  on  high 
Thou  call  mo  home. 


356. 


^TfioH  rUing^rHgning  Qod.'* 


1  Yes,  the  Redeemer  rose ; 
The  Saviour  left  the  dead ; 
And  o'er  our  hellish  foes 

High  raised  his  conquering  head  : 


In  wild  dismay. 
The  guards  around 


Fall  to  the  ground. 
And  sink  away. 


2  Lo !  the  angelic  bands 
In  full  assembly  meet, 
To  wait  his  high  commands. 
And  worship  at  his  feet : 


Joyful  they  come. 
And  wing  their  way 


From  realms  of  day 
To  Jesus'  tomb. 


8  Then  back  to  heaven  they  fly. 
And  the  glad  tidings  bear : 
Hark !  as  they  soar  on  high. 
What  music  fills  the  air ! 
Their  anthems  say  :  I  Hath  left  the  dead, 
"  Jesus  who  bled       |  He  rose  to-day." 

4  Ye  mortals,  catch  the  sound. 
Redeemed  by  him  from  hell ; 
And  send  the  echo  round 
The  globe  on  which  vou  dwell : 
Transported  cry :      I  Hath  left  the  dead, 
"^  Jesus  who  bled         No  more  to  die." 
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5  All  hail,  triumphant  Lord, 

Who  sav'st  us  with  thy  blood  ! 
Wide  be  thy  name  adored, 
Thou  rising,  reigning  God  ? 


With  thee  we  rise, 
With  thee  wo  reign, 


And  empires  gain. 
Beyond  the  skies. 


**Fi{fhi  ihs  ooodJlohV 


900. 

1  FiQiiT  the  good  fight !  lay  hold 

Upon  eternal  me ; 
Keep  but  thy  shield, — be  bold  I 

Stand  through  the  hottest  strife : 
With  thy  great  Captain  on  the  field, 
Thon  canst  not  fail,  unless  thou  yield. 

2  No  force  of  earth  or  hell, 

Though  fiends  with  men  unite, 
Truth's  champion  can  compel, 

However  pressed,  to  flight : 
He  stands  unmoved  upon  the  field ; 
He  can  not  fiftU,  unless  he  yield. 

3  Trust  in  thy  Saviour's  might; 

Yea,  till  thy  latest  breath. 
Fight,  and  like  him  in  fight, 

By  dying  conquer  death  : 
And,  all-victorious  in  the  field. 
Then,  with  thy  sword,  thy  spirit  yield. 

4  Great  words  are  these,  and  strong ; 

Yet,  Lord,  I  look  to  thee ; 
To  whom  alone  belong 

Valor  and  victory : 
With  thee,  my  Captain,  in  the  field, 
I  must  prevail— I  cannot  yield ! 

1004*       *'3ySUHHpetwar€htalsdr 

1  Thy  works,  not  mine,  0  Christ ! 
8feak  gladness  to  this  heart; 


They  tell  me  all  is  done ; 
They  bid  my  fear  depart : 


To  whom,  save  thee 
Who  canst  alone 


For  sin  atone, 
Lord!  shall  I  flee? 


2  Thy  tears,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 
Have  wept  my  guilt  away ; 
And  turned  this  night  of  mine 
Into  a  blessed  day : 


To  whom,  save  thee 
Who  canst  alone 


For  sin  atone. 
Lord!  shall  I  flee? 


3  Thy  wounds,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 
Uan  heal  my  bruised  soul ; 
Thy  stripes,  not  mine,  contain 
The  balm  that  makes  me  whole  : 


To  whom,  save  thee 
Who  canst  alone 


For  sin  atone, 
Lord!  shall  I  fleet 


4  ITiy  cross,  not  mine,  O  Christ, 
Has  borne  the  awful  load 
Of  sins  that  none  could  bear 
But  the  incarnate  God  : 


To  whom,  save  thee 
Who  canst  alone 


For  sin  atone. 
Lord!  shall  I  flee! 


6  Thy  death,  not  mine,  0  Christ, 
Has  paid  the  rai:som  due; 
Ten  thousand  deaths  like  mine 
Would  have  been  all  too  few : 


To  whom,  save  thee 
Who  canst  alone 


For  sill  atone. 
Lord!  shall  I  flee? 


6  Thy  righteousness  alone 
Can  clothe  and  beautify ; 
I  wrap  it  round  my  soul; 
In  this  I  '11  live  and  die : 
To  whom,  save  thee  I  For  li 
Who  canst  alono         Lord  I  A 
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434 


**  Unto  vou  tckieh  laUvs  Ue  it  precioutT 
1  Pot  2 :  7. 

1  Oh,  speak  of  Jesus !  other  names 
Have  lost  for  me  their  interest  now ; 
His  is  the  only  one  that  claims 

To  be  an  antidote  for  woe : 

It  falls  like  music  on  the  ear, 

When  nothing  else  can  soothe  or  cheer. 

2  Oh,  speak  of  Jesus !  of  his  power. 
As  perfect  God,  and  perfect  man, 
Which  day  by  day,  and  hour  by  hour, 
As  he  wrought  out  the  wondrous  plan. 
Led  him,  as  God,  to  save  and  heal ; 
As  man  to  sympathize  and  feel. 

3  Oh,  speak  of  Jesus — of  his  death  I 
For  us  he  lived,  for  us  he  died ; 

"T  is  finished,"  with  his  latest  breath, 
The  Lord,  Jehovah-Jesus,  cried  ; 
That  death  of  shame  and  agony 
Won  life,  eternal  life  for  me  I 

4  Yes,  spsak  of  Jesus,  while  mine  ear 
Can  listen  to  a  human  voice  I 

That  name  my  parting  soul  will  cheer. 
Will  bid  me  cv*n  in  death  rejoice  ; 
Then  prove,  when  these  clay  bonds  arc 

riven, 
My  passport  at  the  gates  of  heaven. 

553.  ""mreismfJUarC* 

1  Here  is  my  heart — ^I  give  it  thee  I 
My  God,  I  heard  thee  call,  and  say, 

"  Not  to  the  world,  my  child — ^to  mo !" 
I  heard  thy  voice  and  will  obey  : 
Here  is  love's  offering  to  my  ffing, 
Which  in  glad  sacrifice  I  bring. 

2  Here  is  my  heart ! — ^the  gift  tho'  poor, 
Thou,  O  my  God,  wilt  not  despise ; 


Long  have  I  sought  to  make  it  pure 
And  fit  to  meet  3iy  searching  eyes  : 


Corrupted  first  in  Adam's  i 
The  stains  of  sin  pollute  it  all. 


3  Here  is  my  heart ! — so  hard  before. 
But  now  by  thy  rich  grace  made  meet ; 
Yet  bruised  and  sad  it  can  but  pour 

Its  tears  and  anguish  at  thy  feet : 
It  groans  bcncaui  tho  weight  of  sin, 
It  sighs  salvation's  joy  to  win. 

4  Here  is  my  heart ! — its  lonjrings  end 
In  Christ  as  near  his  cross  it  draws  ; 

It  says,  "  Thou  art  my  rest,  my  Friend, 
Thy  precious  blood  my  ransom  was :" 
In  thee,  the  Saviour,  it  has  found 
That  peace  and  blessedness  abound. 


•*  7%ins  whoUjff  Thins  dUnu,'* 


694. 

1  Jesus  I  thy  boundless  love  to  me 

No  thought  can  reach,  no  tongue  declare; 
Oh,  knit  my  thankful  heart  to  thee. 
And  reign  without  a  rival  there ! 
Thine  ¥molIy,  thine  alone,  I  live : 
Thyself  to  me,  my  Saviour,  give ! 

2  O  Love !  how  cheering  is  thy  ray ! 
All  pain  before  thy  presence  flies ; 
Care,  anguish,  sorrow,  melt  away. 
Where'er  thy  healing  beams  arise : 
O  Jesus  I  nothing  may  I  see. 
Nothing  desire,  or  seek,  but  thee ! 

3  What  in  thy  love  possess  I  not  f 
My  star  by  night,  my  sun  by  day. 

My  spring  of  life  when  parched  vriik 

drought, 
My  wine  to  cheer,  my  bread  to  stay ; 
My  strength,  my  shield,  my  safe  abode. 
My  robe  before  the  throne  of  God. 
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OU^rf.  PhU.2:9. 

1  There  is  none  other  name  than  thine, 
Jehovah  Jesus  I  Name  divnnc  ! 

On  which  to  rest  for  sins  forgiven — 
For  peace  with  God,  for  hope  of  heaven. 

2  There  is  none  other  name  than  thine, 
When  cares,  and  fears,  andgriefsare  mine. 
That,  with  a  gracious  power,  can  heal 
Each  care,  and  fear,  and  grief  I  feel. 

3  There  is  none  other  name  than  thine. 
When  called  my  spirit  to  resign, 

To  bear  me  through  that  latest  strife. 
And  ev^n  in  death  to  be  my  life. 

4  Name,  above  every  name !  thy  praise 
Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days  : 
Jehovah  Jesus !  Name  divine, 
Rock  of  salvation !  thou  art  mine. 


^Seeaiu^  J  //««,  y€  tJuill  live  aUoJ^ 
John  14 :  19. 


750. 

1  When  sins  and  fears  prevailing  rise. 
And  fainting  hope  almost  expires, 
Jesus,  to  thee  I  lift  my  eyes. 

To  thee  I  breathe  my  soul's  desires. 

2  If  my  immortal  Saviour  lives. 
Then  my  immortal  life  is  sure ; 
His  woixl  a  firm  foundation  gives ; 
Here  let  me  build,  and  rest  secure. 

3  Here  let  my  feith  unshaken  dwell ; 
Immovable  the  promise  stands ; 
Not  all  the  powers  of  earth  or  hell 
Can  e'er  dissolve  the  sacred  bands. 

4  Here,  O  my  soul !  thy  trust  repose : 
If  Jesus  18  for  ever  mine. 

Not  death  itse^  that  Uist  of  foes, 
Shall  break  a  union  so  divine. 


1  Weary  with  sin,  I  lift  mine  eyes 
To  him  who  toiled  and  died  for  me  ; 
My  struggling  spirit  longs  to  rise 

And  reign,  my  Saviour !  one  with  thee. 

2  For  thee  I  count  all  things  but  los?, 
So  let  me  gain  thy  promised  throne ; 
For  me  why  didst  tnou  bear  thy  cross, 
If  not  to  make  me  share  thy  crown  ? 

3  Give,  give  to  me  the  good  I  crave ; 
Cleanse  me  in  thine  atoning  blood  : 
Why  didst  thou  love  me  in  thy  grave. 
If  not  t'  enthrone  me  near  my  God  ? 

4  Oh,  let  my  hope,  so  dear,  so  bright. 
Illumine  my  dark  hour  of  death  ! 
What  if  thy  glories  blind  my  sight  ? 
Let  them  allure  and  cheer  my  faith. 

830.  ""My^a/ J  giver 

1  While  in  the  hours  of  bloomiYig  youth, 
My  God,  I  Ve  felt  and  owned  thy  truth ; 
Thy  mercies,  with  increasing  age. 
Shall  still  my  grateful  heart  engage. 

2  No  human  power  shall  e'er  control 
This  settled  purpose  of  my  sonl ; 
Or  urge  my  constant  mind  to  stray, 
But  where  thy  wisdom  points  the  way. 

3  To  thee,  O  Lord,  myself  I  ^ve ; 
'T  is  to  thy  glory  I  would  live  : 

My  God !  my  Strength,  my  Hope,  my  Joy, 
Thy  praise  shdl  all  my  powers  employ. 

DOXOLOOT. 

PRAiBsGodffirom  whomal^ 
Praise  him,  all  creaturet 
Praise  him  above,  ye 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and 
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^4:0.  Sovtreignty  of  God  in  BU  Gift  qf  Grace. 

1  O  GIFT  of  gifts !     O  Grace  of  faith ! 

My  God,  how  can  it  be 
That  thou,  who  hast  discerning  love, 
Shouldst  give  that  gift  to  me ! 

2  IIow  many  hearts  thou  might'st  have  had 

More  innocent  than  mine ! 
IIow  many  souls  more  worthy  far 
Of  that  pure  touch  of  thine ! 

3  Ah,  Grace !  into  nnlikelicst  hearts 

It  is  thy  boast  to  come ; 

The  glory  of  thy  light  to  find 

In  darkest  spots  a  home. 

4  Thy  choice,  O  God  of  goodness !  then 

I  lovingly  adore ; 
Oh,  give  me  grace  to  keep  thy  grace. 
And  grace  to  long  for  more ! 

395.  77^  <^ood  Sli^pJksrd. 

1  To  thee,  my  Shepherd  and  my  Lord, 

A  grateful  song  I  '11  raise ; 
Oh,  let  the  feeblest  of  thy  flock 
Attempt  to  speak  thy  praise ! 

2  But  how  shall  mortal  tongue  express 

A  subject  so  divine  ? 
Do  justice  to  so  vast  a  theme. 
Or  praise  a  love  like  thine  ? 

8  My  life,  my  joy,  my  hope,  I  owe 
To  thine  amazing  love; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  comforts  here, 
And  nobler  bliss  above. 

4  To  thee  my  trembline  spirit  flies, 

With  sin  and  grief  oppressed ; 
Thy  gentle  voice  dispels  my  fears. 
And  lolls  my  cares  to  rest 

5  Lead  on,  dear  Shepherd ! — led  by  thee, 

No  evil  shall  I  fear; 


Soon  shall  I  reach  thy  fold  above, 
And  praise  thee  better  there. 


436.    '^''^'{i 


'refU  Price, 
:46. 


1  Yb  glittering  toys  of  earth,  adieu ! 

A  nobler  choice  be  mine ; 
A  real  prize  attracts  my  view, 
A  treasure  all  divine. 

2  Jesus,  to  multitudes  unknown, 

O  name  divinely  sweet! 
Jesus,  in  thee,  in  thee  alone, 
Wealth,  honor,  pleasure  meet. 

3  Should  earth's  vain  treasures  all  depart, 

Of  this  dear  gift  possessed, 
I  'd  clasp  it  to  my  joyful  heart, 
And  be  for  ever  blest 

4  Dear  Sovereign  of  my  soul's  desires. 

Thy  love  is  bliss  divine ; 
Accept  the  gift  that  love  inspires, 
And  bid  me  call  thee  mine. 

on         u pf.Qy  yjjy  ^  pMce  qf  Jerueale/uC 
^O*  Paolm  122: 

1  Oh,  't  was  a  joyful  sound  to  hear 

Our  tribes  devoutly  say : 
"  Up,  Israel,  to  the  temple  haste, 
And  keep  your  festal  day !" 

2  At  Salem's  courts  we  must  appear. 

With  our  assembled  powers, 
In  strong  and  beauteous  order  ranged. 
Like  her  united  towers. 

3  Oh,  pray  we  then  for  Salem's  peace  I 

For  they  shall  prosperous  be. 
Thou  holy  city  of  our  God, 
Who  bear  true  love  to  thee. 

4  May  peace  within  thy  sacred  walls 

A  constant  guest  be  found ; 
With  plenty  and  prosperity 
Thy  palaces  be  crowned. 
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Oo5*  '*^^  ff*^**^  ffrace  to  the  humbUJ* 

1  Come,  let  us  to  the  Lord  our  God 

With  contrite  hearts  return ! 
Our  God  is  gracious,  nor  will  leave 
The  desolate  to  mourn. 

2  His  voice  commands  the  tempest  forth, 

And  stills  the  stormy  wave ; 
His  arm,  though  it  be  strong  to  smite. 
Is  also  strong  to  save. 

3  Our  hearts,  if  God  we  seek  to  know. 

Shall  know  him  and  rejoice : 
His  coming  like  the  mom  shall  be ; 
Like  morning  songs  his  voice. 

4  As  dew  upon  the  tender  herb, 

Diffusing  fragrance  round ; 
As  showers  that  usher  in  the  spring. 
And  cheer  the  thirsty  ground : 

5  So  shall  his  presence  bless  our  souls, 

And  shed  a  joyful  light ; 
That  hallowed  mom  shall  chase  away 
Tlie  sorrows  of  the  night. 

I  00.  7^  beloved  Kame. 

1  Blest  Jesus !  when  my  soaring  thoughts 

O'er  all  thy  ^aces  rove. 
How  is  my  soul  in  transport  lost, — 
In  wonder,  joy,  and  love  I 

2  Not  softest  strains  can  charm  my  ears. 

Like  thy  beloved  name ; 
Nor  aught  beneath  the  skies  inspire 
My  heart  with  equal  flame. 

3  Where'er  I  look,  my  wondering  eyes 

Unnumbered  blessings  see ; 

But  what  is  life,  with  m  its  bliss. 

If  once  compared  with  thee  ? 

4  Hast  thou  a  rival  in  my  breast  t 

Search,  Lord^  for  thou  canst  tell 
If  anght  can  raise  my  paasiona  thus, 
Or  please  my  aoul  so  well. 


6  No :  thou  art  precious  to  my  heart. 
My  portion  and  my  joy  : 
For  ever  let  thy  boundless  grace 
My  sweetest  thoughts  employ. 

QIJ.    '^Wt  eofM  unto  Th€e;  for  Thou  art  our 

1  I  ASK  not  now  for  gold  to  gild 

An  aching,  weary  frame ; 
The  yearning  of  the  mind  is  stilled, — 
I  ask  not  now  for  fame. 

2  But,  bowed  in  lowliness  of  mind, 

I  make  my  wishes  known ; 
I  only  ask  a  will  resigned, 
O  Father,  to  thine  own. 

3  In  vain  I  task  my  aching  brain, 

The  sage's  thoughts  to  scan ; 
I  only  feel  how  weak  I  am, 
How  poor  and  blind  is  man. 

4  And  now  my  spirit  sighs  for  home, 

And  longs  for  light  to  see. 
And,  like  a  weary  child,  would  come, 
O  Father  I  unto  thee. 

QJ.7     ^'Jt^inV  among  you  qjgHieUdt   Ztthim 

1  No,  never  shall  my  heart  despond. 

Long  as  my  lips  can  pray ; 
My  latest  breath,  with  effort  fond, 
Shall  pass  in  prayer  away. 

2  There  is  a  heavenly  mercy-seat 

To  calm  the  sinner's  fears ; 

There  is  a  Saviour  at  whose  feet 

The  mourner  dries  his  tears. 

3  When  friends  depart,  and  hopes  are  riven, 

And  g^therinfir  storms  I  see. 
My  soul  is  but  the  sooner  driven, 
Eternal  Bock  I  to  thee. 

4  Oh  for  a  voice  of  sweeter  ammd. 

For  every  wind  to  i 
To  teach  the  listenii 
The  blessednew  < 
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1  Father  of  love  and  power, 
Guard  thou  our  evening  hour, 

Shield  with  thy  might : 
For  all  thy  care  this  day 
Our  grateful  thanks  wc  pay, 
And  to  our  Father  pray, 

Bless  us  to-night. 

2  Jesus  Immanuel, 

Come  in  thy  love  to  dwell 

In  hearts  contrite : 
For  many  sins  we  grieve, 
But  we  thy  grace  receive. 
And  in  thy  word  believe ; 

Bless  us  to-night 

3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love. 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Shed  forth  thy  light ! 
Heal  every  sinner's  smart, 
Still  every  throbbing  heart. 
And  thine  own  peace  impart; 

Bless  us  to-night. 


1  Come,  all  ye  saints  of  God, 
Wide  through  the  earth  abroad 

Spread  Jesus'  fame : 
Tell  what  his  love  hath  done ; 
Trust  in  his  name  alone ; 
Shout  to  his  lofty  throne, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb!" 

2  Hence,  gloomy  doubts  and  fears  I 
Dry  up  your  mournful  tears ; 

Swell  the  ^ad  theme : 
To  Christ,  our  ffracious  King, 
Strike  each  melodiouB  string ; 
Join  heart  and  voice  to  sing, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb r 


3  Hark !  how  the  choirs  above, 
Filled  with  the  Saviour's  love, 

Dwell  on  his  name  I 
There,  too,  may  we  be  found, 
With  light  and  glory  crowned. 
While  all  the  heavens  resound, 
"Worthy  the  Lamb r 

3  4 1  •  "  ^^  ^»^  ^^*  ««»  alain,"— Eey. ». 

1  Glory  to  God  on  high  ! 
Let  heaven  and  earth  reply, 

"  Praise  ye  his  name  1 
His  love  and  grace  adore. 
Who  all  our  sorrows  bore ; 
Sing  loud  for  evermore, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb r 

2  While  they  around  the  throne 
Cheerfully  join  in  one, 

Praising  his  name, — 
Ye,  who  have  felt  his  blood 
Sealing  your  peace  with  God, 
Sound  his  dear  name  abroad, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb!" 

3  Join,  all  ye  ransomed  race, 
Our  Lord  and  God  to  bless : 

Praise  ye  his  name ! 
In  him  we  will  rejoice. 
And  make  a  joyful  noise. 
Shouting  with  heart  and  voice, 

"Worthy  the  Lamb!" 

4  Soon  must  we  change  our  place. 
Yet  we  will  never  cease 

Praising  his  name : 
To  him  our  songs  we  bring ; 
Hail  him  our  gracious  King ; 
And,  through  all  ages  sing,  - 

"Worthy  the  Lamb!" 
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1  CoMS,  thou  almighty  King, 
Help  us  thy  name  to  sing, 

Help  us  to  praise ! 
Fadier  all  glorious. 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come,  and  reign  over  us, 

Ancient  of  Days  I 

2  Jeans,  our  Lord,  descend ; 
From  all  our  foes  defend. 

Nor  let  us  &11 ; 
Let  thine  almighty  aid 
Our  sure  defense  be  made. 
Our  souls  on  thee  be  stayed : 

Lord,  hear  our  call ! 

3  Come,  thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  thy  mighty  sword ; 

Our  prayer  attend : 
Come,  and  thy  people  bless. 
And  give  thy  word  success : 
Spirit  of  holiness. 

On  us  descend. 

4  Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear 

In  this  glad  hour : 
Thou,  who  almighhr  art. 
Now  rule  in  every  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart. 

Spirit  of  power. 

5  To  thee,  great  One  in  Three, 
The  hi^est  praises  be, 

Hence  evermore ! 
Thy  loverngn  niajesty 
10 


476. 


May  we  in  glory  see, 
And  to  eternity 
Love  and  adore ! 

Prayer  to  ths  TrinUy  for  the  WorUTa 
Convertion, 

1  Thou,  whose  almighty  word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard. 

And  took  their  flight, 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray, 
And,  where  the  gospel  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

"  Let  there  be  light" 

2  Thou,  who  didst  come  to  bring. 
On  thy  redeeming  wing, 

Healing  and  sight. 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind. 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind. 
Oh,  now  to  all  mankind 

"  Let  there  be  light." 

3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life^ving,  Holv  Dove, 

Speed  forth  thy  fliffht ; 
Move  on  the  waters'  mce. 
Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace ; 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place 

«  Let  there  be  lighf^ 

DOXOLOOY. 

We  praise,  we  worship  thee,. 
Blessed  and  holy  Three, 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might! 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide, 
Boiling  in  fullest  pride. 
O'er  the  world  far  and  wide, 

•«  Let  there  be  light  1" 
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8. 


*  Surely  th6  Lord  U  in  this  place. 


1  Lo,  God  is  here ! — ^let  us  adore, 
And  own  how  dreadful  18  this  place ! 
Let  all  within  us  feel  his  power, 
And  silent  bow  before  his  face ! 

2  Lo,  God  is  here ! — ^him,  day  and  night, 
United  choirs  of  angels  sincr : 

To  him,  enthroned  above  all  height. 
Let  saints  their  humble  worship  bring. 

3  Lord  God  of  hosts !  Oh,  may  our  praise 
Thy  courts  with  grateful  incense  fill ! 
Still  may  wo  stand  before  thy  fiace. 
Still  hear  and  do  thy  sovereign  will ! 

283.  "^  Oh,  vM  liks  Thes  r 

1  How  beauteous  were  the  marks  divine, 
That  in  thy  meekness  used  to  shine, 
That  lit  thy  lonely  pathway,  trod 

In  wondrous  love,  O  Son  of  God ! 

2  Oh,  who  like  thee,  so  calm,  so  bright, 
So  pure,  so  made  to  live  in  light  ? 
Oh,  who  like  thee  did  ever  go 

Sq  patient  through  a  world  of  woe  ? 

3  ©h,  who  like  thee  so  humbly  bore 
7he  9Com,  the  scoffs  of  men,  before  f 
So  meek,  forgiving,  ^dlike,  high, 
j^  jglorious  in  humility  ? 

4  Ev'n  death,  which  sets  the  prisoner  free, 
Was  jai^,  and  scoff,  and  scorn,  to  thee ; 
Yet  love  through  all  thy  torture  glowed, 
Andmercy  with  thy  life-blood  flowed. 

5  Oh,  in  thy  light  be  arine  to  go, 
Illuming  all  my  way  of  woe! 
Aind^ve  me  ever  on  tiio  road 
Xottrace  thy  footi^^^ivfion  of  GodI 


9QQ      JTU  Jtnal  JPntranes  into  JenttaUm, 
ArfOt/.  John  12:  12— 15. 

1  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die : 

O  Christ  I  thy  triumphs  now  begin 
O^er  captive  death  and  conquered  siiu 

2  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
Tlio  winged  squadrons  of  the  sky 
Look  down,  with  sad  and  wondering  eyca, 
To  see  th'  approaching  sacrifice. 

3  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 

Thy  last  and  fiercest  strife  is  nigh  : 
The  Father,  on  his  si^phiro  throne, 
Expects  his  own  anointed  Son. 

4  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die : 
Bow  thy  meek  head  to  mortal  pain ; 
Then  take,  O  God,  thy  power,  and  reign ! 

1267*     ^'^e  J^rd  ehaU  comer 

1  The  Lord  shall  come!  the  earth  shall 

quake ; 
The  mountains  to  their  center  shake ; 
And,  withering  from  the  vault  of  nights, 
The  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light. 

2  The  Lord  shall  come !  but  not  the  same 
As  once  in  lowly  form  he  came, — 

A  silent  Lamb  before  his  foes, 
A  weary  man,  and  full  of  woes. 

3  The  I^ard  shall  come !  a  dreadful  form. 
With  wrpath  of  flame,  and  robe  of  storm. 
On  cherab-wings,  and  wings  of  wind. 
Anointed  Judge  of  human  kind !  . 

4  Can  this  be  he,  who  wont  to  stray 
A  pilgrim  on  <iie  world's  highway. 

By  power  (pressed,  and  mocked  by 

pride^ — 
The  Naarone^  the  Gnioifled  t 
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5  ^'liilo  sinners  in  despair  shall  call, 
**  Rocks,  hide  us!  mountains,  on  us  fall  T 
The  saints,  ascending  from  the  tomb, 
Shall  sing  for  joy,  "The  Lord  is  come !" 


Refuge  in  the  Sanctuary. 


10. 

1  Forth  from  the  dark  and  stormy  sky. 
Lord,  to  thine  altar^s  shade  we  liy ; 
Forth  from  the  world,  its  hope  and  fear, 
Father,  we  seek  thy  shelter  here ; 
Weary  and  weak,  thy  grace  we  pray ; 
Turn  not,  0  Lord !  thy  guests  away. 

2  Long  have  we  roamed  in  want  and  pain. 
Long  liave  we  sought  thy  rest  in  vam ; 
Wildered  in  doubt,  m  darkness  lost, 
Long  have  our  souls  been  tempest-tossed ; 
Low  at  thy  feet  our  sins  we  lay ; 

Turn  not>  O  Lord !  thy  guests  away. 


*Ko  nuritt  qfmy  otm.** 


723. 

1  Father  of  mercies,  God  of  love ! 
Oh,  hear  a  humble  suppliant^s  cry ! 
Bend  from  thy  lofty  seat  above. 
Thy  throne  of  glorious  majesty : 

Oh,  deiffn  to  hear  my  mournful  voice, 
And  bid  my  drooping  heart  rejoice ! 

2  I  urge  no  merits  of  my  own, 

No  worth,  to  claim  thy  gracious  smile : 
No :  when  I  bow  before  thy  throne. 
Dare  to  converse  with  God  awhile. 
Thy  name,  blest  Jesus,  is  my  plea — 
Dearest  and  sweetest  name  to  mo ! 

3  Father  of  mercies,  God  of  love! 
Then  hear  thy  humble  suppliant^s  ciy; 
Bend  from  thy  lofty  seat  above, 

Thy  throne  of  glorious  majesty : 

One  pardoning  word  can  make'me  whole, 

And  soothe  the  angaish  of  my  soul. 


1  nnO     "Who  it  a  God  like  unio  ThttV 
±UUt7.  MIcahT.lS. 

1  Great  God  of  wondere !  all  thy  ways 
Are  worthy  of  thyself, — divine ; 
But  the  bright  glories  of  thy  grace, 
Beyond  thine  other  wonders  shine : 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  thee  \ 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

2  Pardon  from  an  offended  God : 
Pardon  for  sins  of  deepest  dye ; 
Pardon  bestowed  through  Jesus'  blood ; 
Pardon  that  brings  the  rebel  nigh  : 
Where  is  the  pardoning  God  like  thee? 
Or  where  the  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

3  Oh,  may  this  glorious,  matchless  love. 
This  godlike  miracle  of  grace. 

Teach  mortal  tongues,  like  those  above. 
To  raise  this  song  of  lofty  praise : 
AMio  is  a  pardoning  God  like  thcc  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  \ 


*  Hdp  m6  in  my  hour  of  need."" 


1181. 

1  When  from  my  sight  all  fades  away. 
And  when  my  tongue  no  more  can  say, 
And  when  mine  ears  no  more  can  hear, 
And  when  my  heart  is  racked  with  fear, — 
When  all  my  mind  is  darkened  o'er, 
And  human  help  can  do  no  more, — 

2  Thencome,  Lord  Jesus!  come  with  speed. 
And  help  me  in  my  hour  of  need ; 
Then  hide  my  sins,  and  let  my  faith 

Be  brave,  and  conquer  ev'n  in  death ; 
Then  let  me,  resting  on  thy  word, 
Securely  sleep  in  thee,  my  Lord. 

DOXOLOGT. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  aO  1 
Praise  him,  all  creataret  I 
Praise  him  above,  jehem 
Praise  Father,  Soii^  and  Ik 
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^O'X.  CWwry.— Luke  28:  83. 

1  There  is  a  dear  and  hallowed  spot 

Oft  present  to  my  eve — 
By  saints  it  ne'er  can  be  forgot — 
That  place  is  Calvary. 

2  Oh,  what  a  scene  was  there  displayed 

Of  love  and  agony, 
When  our  Redeemer  bowed  his  head, 
And  died  on  Calvary ! 

3  When  fainting  under  guilt's  dread  load. 

Unto  the  cross  I  '11  fly ; 
And  trust  the  merit  of  that  blood 
Which  flowed  at  Calvary. 

4  Whene'er  I  feel  temptation's  power, 

On  Jesus  I  '11  rely ; 
And,  in  the  sharp,  conflicting  hour, 
Repair  to  Calvary. 

6  When  seated  at  the  feast  of  love, 

Then  will  I  fix  mine  eye 
On  him  who  intercedes  above. 

Who  bled  on  Calvary. 
6  When  the  dark  scene  of  death,  the  last 


Momentous  hour  draws  nigh. 
Then,  with  my  dying  eyes,  I°ll 
A  look  on  Calvary. 


cast 


447.      ''CotM.nol^y  SpiHi^cwMr 

1  Spirit  Divine  I  attend  our  prayer. 

And  make  our  hearts  thy  home ; 
Descend  with  all  thy  gracious  power : 
Come,  Holy  Spint,  come ! 

2  Come  as  the  light ;  to  us  reveal 

Our  sinfulness  and  woe ; 
And  lead  us  in  those  paths  of  life 
Where  all  the  righteous  go. 

3  Come  as  the  fire,  and  purge  our  hearts, 

lake  sacrificial  flame : 


Let  our  whole  soul  an  offering  be 
To  our  Redeemer's  name. 

4  Come  as  the  dew,  and  sweetly  bless 

This  consecrated  hour; 
May  barrenness  rejoice  to  own 
Thy  fcrtili2ing  power. 

5  Come  as  the  wind,  with  rushing  soimd, 

With  Pentecostal  grace ; 
And  make  the  mat  salvation  known. 

Wide  as  the  numan  race. 
C  Spirit  Divine,  attend  our  prayer. 

And  make  our  hearts  uiy  home ; 
Descend  with  all  thy  gracious  power ; 

Come,  Holy  Spirit^  come  I 


Tht  Ustohe.—Eat  4:  IflL 


558. 

1  Come,  trembling  sinner,  in  3rhose  breast 

A  thousand  Noughts  revolve ; 
Come,  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppressed. 
And  make  this  last  resolve  : — 

2  "  I  '11  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 

High  as  the  mountains  rose ; 
I  know  his  courts,  I  '11  enter  in, 
Whatever  may  oppose. 

3  "  Prostrate  I  '11  lie  before  his  throne, 

And  there  my  guilt  confess ; 

I  '11  tell  him  I  'm  a  wretch  undone, 

Without  his  sovereign  grace. 

4  "  I  'U  to  the  gracious  King  approach, 

Whose  scepter  pardon  rives ; 
Perhaps  he  may  command  my  touch. 
And  then  the  suppliant  lives. 

5  ''Perhapshe  will  admit  my  plea, 

Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer ; 
But  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray. 
And  perish  only  there. 
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That  love  shall  vainer  loves  expel, 
Tliat  fear  all  fears  beside. 

3  And  since,  by  passion's  force  subdued, 

Too  oft  with  stubborn  will 
Wc  blindly  shun  the  latent  good, 
And  grasp  the  specious  ill ; — 

4  Not  what  we  wish,  but  what  we  want. 

Lot  mercy  still  supply ; 
The  good  wc  ask  not,  Father,  grant ; 
The  ill  we  ask,  deny. 


C  "  I  can  but  perish  if  I  go ; 
I  am  resolved  to  try ; 
For  if  I  stay  away,  I  know 
I  must  for  ever  die." 


^Ts  ars  iUl  atu  in  Chritt  Jetut,^ 


869. 

1  Let  saints  below  in  concert  sing 

With  those  to  glory  gone : 
For  all  the  servants  of  our  King, 
In  earth  and  heaven,  are  one. 

2  One  family — we  dwell  in  him — 

One  church  above,  beneath, 
Though  now  divided  by  the  stream— 
The  narrow  stream  of  death ; 

3  One  army  of  the  living  God, 

To  his  command  we  bow ; 
Part  of  the  host  have  crossed  the  flood. 
And  part  are  crossing  now. 

4  Ev'n  now  to  their  eternal  home 

Some  happy  spirits  fly ; 
And  we  are  to  the  margin  come. 
And  soon  expect  to  die. 

5  Ev'n  now,  by  faith,  wc  join  our  hands 

With  those  that  went  before, 
And  greet  the  ransomed  blcssod  bands 
Upon  th'  eternal  shore. 

6  Lord  Jesus !  be  onr  constant  guide ; 

And,  when  the  word  is  given. 
Bid  death's  cold  flood  its  waves  divide. 
And  land  us  safe  in  heaven. 

660«  IM  my  ioOl,  Ina  Thine. 

1  Author  of  good !  to  thee  we  turn : 

Thine  ever-wakeful  eye 
Alone  can  all  our  wants  discern — 
Thy  hand  alone  supply. 

2  Oh,  let  tby  love  within  us  dwell, 

Thy  feiur  our  footsteps  guide; 


ITappifutt  in  Ood  only. 


665. 

1  In  vain  I  trace  creation  o'er, 

In  search  of  solid  rest : 
The  whole  creation  is  too  poor, 
Too  mean,  to  make  me  blest. 

2  Let  earth  and  all  her  charms  depart. 

Unworthy  of  the  mind : 
In  God  alone  this  restless  heart 
Enduring  bliss  can  find. 

3  Thy  favor,  Lord,  is  all  I  want ; 

Here  would  my  spirit  rest : 
Oh,  seal  the  rich,  the  boundless  grant, 
And  make  me  fully  blest ! 

I  OU«  ^Mng  hy  Faith  on  ths  Son  qf  God, 

1  Blest  Jesus,  while  in  mortal  flesh 

I  hold  my  frail  abode, 
Still  would  my  spirit  rest  on  thee, 
My  Saviour,  and  my  God  ! 

2  On  thy  dear  cross  I  fix  my  eyes. 

Then  raise  them  to  thy  seat ; 
Till  love  dissolves  my  inmost  soul, 
At  my  Redeemer's  feet. 

3  Be  dead,  my  heart!  to  workDjj 

Be  dead  to  every  sin; 
And  tell  the  boldest  foe ' 
That  Jesus  reigns  within* 
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1 0  4.      7'^'^  Vertian  qf  Ptakn  117. 

1  -:Vll  yc  nations,  praiso  the  Lord ! 

All  ye  lands,  your  voices  raise ; 
Ileaven  and  earth,  with  loud  accord, 
Praise  the  Lord — for  ever  praise ! 

2  For  his  truth  and  mercy  stand, 

Past,  and  present,  and  to  be, 
Like  the  years  of  his  right  hand. 
Like  his  own  eternity. 

1  A  ^  .Bri«/  can  to  praUe^  from 

Jl\JO.  Psalm  180. 

1  Praise,  oh,  praise  the  Name  divine! 
Praise  him  at  the  hallowed  shrine ; 
Let  the  firmament  on  high 

To  its  Maker's  praise  reply. 

2  All  who  vital  breath  enjoy. 

In  his  praise  that  breath  employ ; 
Heaven  and  earth  the  chorus  join; 
Praise,  oh,  praise  the  Name  divinel 

0  O  7  •    "  ^^^^  ^  ***  ^*^y  ^f  talvationr 

1  IIaste,  O  sinner  1  now  be  wise ; 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun : 
Wisdom  if  you  still  despise, 
Harder  is  it  to  be  won. 

2  Haste,  and  mercy  now  implore ; 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
Lest  thy  season  should  be  o'er 
Ere  the  morrow  is  begun. 

3  Haste,  O  sinner  1  now  return ; 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
Lest  thy  lamp  should  cease  to  bum 
Ere  salvation's  work  is  done. 

4  Lord  I  do  thou  the  sinner  turn — 

Turn  him  from  his  fearful  state ; 
Let  him  not  thy  counsel  spurn. 
Nor  lament  his  choice  too  late  I 


7 09.  ^5^  7W<.-John  81 :  16. 

1  Hark,  my  soul !  it  is  the  Lord ; 
'T  is  thy  Saviour ;  hear  his  word ; 
Jesud  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee : 

"  Say,  poor  sinner,  lovest  thou  mc  ! 

2  "  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above, 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath^ 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

3  "  Thou  shalt  see  my  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  fi^race  is  done ; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be : 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lovest  thou  mc  V* 

4  Lord  !  it  is  my  chief  complaint 
That  my  love  is  cold  and  faint ; 
Yet  I  love  thee,  and  adore : 

Oh  for  grace  to  love  thee  more ! 


833. 


^For  to  me  to  live  U  ChrUtP 
PhiL  1:  21. 


1  Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the  Ground 

Christ,  the  Spring  of  all  my  joy, 
Still  in  thee  let  me  be  found, 
Still  for  thee  my  powers  employ. 

2  Fountain  of  o'erflowing  grace. 

Freely  from  thy  fullness  give ; 
Till  I  close  my  earthly  race, 
Be  it  "Christ  for  me  to  live." 

3  When  I  touch  the  blessed  shore, 

Back  the  closing  waves  shall  roll ; 

Death's  dark  stream  shall  never  more 

Part  from  thee  my  ravished  soul. 

4  Thus,  oh,  thus  an  entrance  give 

To  the  land  of  cloudless  sW ! 

Having  known  it  "  Christ  to  live,^ 

Let  me  know  it  ♦•gain  to  die.** 
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V^^*  Psalm  16. 

1  Who,  O  Lord,  when  life  is  o'er, 
Shall  to  heaven's  blest  mansions  soar  ? 
Who,  an  ever-welcome  guest, 

In  thy  holy  place  shall  rest  ? 

2  He  whose  heart  thy  love  has  warmed ; 
He  Avhose  will  to  thine  conformed, 
Bids  his  life  nnsnllied  run ; 

He  whose  words  and  thoughts  are  one  ;— 

3  He  who  shuns  the  sinner's  road. 
Loving  those  who  love  their  God ; 
Who,  with  hope  and  faith  unfeigned. 
Treads  the  path  by  thee  ordained ; — 

4  He  who  trusts  in  Christ  alone, 
Not  in  aught  himself  hath  done ; 
He,  great  God,  shall  be  thy  care, 
And  thy  choicest  blessings  share. 

1264:.  "Happy  are  O^faWiful  dsadr 

1  Hark  !  a  voice  divides  the  sky ! 
Uappy  are  the  faithful  dead 

ALBON.    Vs. 


In  the  Lord  who  sweetly  die ! 
They  from  all  their  toils  are  freed 

2  Ready  for  their  glorious  crown, 

Sorrows  past  and  sins  forgiven, — 
Here  they  lay  their  burden  down, 
Hallowed  and  made  meet  for  heaven. 

3  Yes !  the  Christian's  course  is  run ! 

Ended  is  the  glorious  strife ; 
Fought  the  fight,  the  work  is  done ; 
Death  is  swallowed  up  in  life ! 

4  Lo !  the  prisoner  is  released — 

Lightened  of  his  heavy  load! 
Where  the  weary  are  at  rest, 
lie  is  gathered  into  God ! 

5  When  from  flesh  the  spirit  freed. 

Hastens  homeward  to  return. 
Mortals  cry,  "  A  man  is  dead  !" 
Angels  sing,  "A  child  is  boml" 
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0^  X  •  "  ^^  ^^^  qffre^  Grocer— Qen.  19:  17. 

1  The  voice  of  free  grace  cries,  "Escape  to  the  mountain" 
For  Adam's  lost  race  Christ  hath  opened  a  fountain ; 
For  sin  and  uncleanness,  and  every  transgression, 

His  blood  flows  most  freely  in  streams  of  salvation. 

Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb,  who  hath  bought  us  a  pardon! 
We  '11  praise  him  again,  when  we  pass  over  Joraan. 

2  Ye  souls  that  are  wounded,  oh  flee  to  the  Saviour : 
He  calls  you  in  mercy — 'tis  infinite  favor ; 

Your  sins  are  increasing ;  escape  to  the  mountain  : 
His  blood  can  remove  tbem,  it  flows  from  the  fountain. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb,  who  hath  bought  us  a  pardon  1 
We  '11  praise  him  again,  when  we  pass  over  Jordan. 

3  When  Zion  we  see,  having  gained  the  blest  shore. 
With  harps  in  our  hands,  we  will  praise  him  the  more ; 
We  '11  range  the  sweet  plains  on  the  banks  of  the  river. 
And  sing  of  salvation  for  ever  and  ever ! 

Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb,  who  hath  bought  us  a  pardon  I 
We'll  praise  him  again,  when  we  pass  over  Jordan. 

1109.       ^'I'ord,  tav6  u$:  we  jwidL^-IOtt  8 :  85. 

1  When  through  the  torn  sail  the  wild  tempest  is  streaming, 
When  o'er  the  dark  wave  the  red  lightning  is  gleaming, 

[For  the  rotnoining  ttonxas  Me  next  i>ag«. 


NEW  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 

Nor  hope  lends  a  ray,  the  poor  seaman  to  cherish, 
We  fly  to  our  Maker  :  help,  Lord,  or  wo  perish  ! 

2  O  Jesus,  once  tossed  on  the  breast  of  the  billow, 
Ai-oused  by  the  shriek  of  despair  from  thy  pillow, 
Now  seated  in  glory,  the  manner  cherish, 
Who  cries  in  hw  danger,  "  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish !" 

8  And,  oh !  when  the  whirlwind  of  passion  is  raging. 
When  hell  in  our  hearts  its  wild  warfare  is  waging, 
Arise  in  thy  strength,  thy  redeemed  to  cherish  ! 
Hebuke  the  destroyer, — ^help.  Lord,  or  wo  perish  I 

1 2 1 8  •  ^'WeviiU  not  deplors  UueT 

1  Thou  art  gone  to  the  crave !  but  we  will  not  deplore  thee. 
Though  sorrows  and  darkness  encompass  the  tomb; 

The  Saviour  hath  passed  through  its  portals  before  thee. 
And  the  lamp  of  his  love  is  Uiy  guide  through  the  gloom. 

2  Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave !  we  no  longer  behold  thee, 
Nor  tread  the  rough  paths  of  the  world  by  thy  side  ; 

But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to  enfold  thee. 
And  sinners  may  hope,  for  the  Sinless  hath  died. 
8  Thou  art  gone  to  the  jgrave !  and,  its  mansion  forsaking, 
Perchance  thy  weak  spirit  in  doubt  lingered  long  : 

But  the  sunshine  of  glory  beamed  bright  on  thy  waking, 
And  full  on  thine  ear  burst  the  seraphim's  song. 

4  Thon  art  gone  to  the  grave !  but  we  will  not  deplore  thee. 
Since  God  was  thy  Kansom,  thy  Guardian,  and  Guide : 
He  gave  thee,  he  took  thee,  and  he  will  restore  thee ; 
And  death  has  no  sting,  for  the  Saviour  hath  died. 

*  Sing  the  small  note  only  (half  note),  in  the  Ust  measure. 
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1  Come,  ye  disconsolate !  where'er  you  languish. 

Come  to  tlie  mercy-seat,  fervently  kneel : 
Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  angniah  ; 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  can  not  heal. 

2  Joy  of  the  desolate,  Light  of  the  straying, 

Hope  of  the  penitent ;  fadeless  and  pure ; — 
Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderiy  saying, 
Eartn  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  can  not  cure. 
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685.  <?ra<aiMf«  <o  (?Ar<«e. 

1  I  LOVE  thee,  O  my  God,  but  not 

For  what  I  hope  thereby ; 
Nor  yet  because  who  love  thee  not, 

Must  die  eternally : 
I  love  thee,  O  my  God,  and  still 

I  ever  wiH  love  thee. 
Solely  because  my  God  thou  art 

Who  first  hast  loved  me. 

2  For  me,  to  lowest  depths  of  woe 

Thou  didst  thyself  abase ; 
For  me  didst  bear  the  cross,  the  shame, 

And  manifold  disgrace ; 
For  mo  didst  suffer  pains  unknown, 

Blood-sweat  and  agony. 
Yea,  death  itself— all,  all  for  me. 

For  me,  thine  enemy. 

3  Then  shall  I  not,  0  Saviour  mine ! 

Shall  I  not  love  thee  well  ? 
Not  with  the  hope  of  winning  heaven, 

Nor  of  escaping  hell ; 
Not  with  the  hope  of  earning  aught. 

Nor  seeking  a  reward, 
But  freely,  fuJly,  as  thyself 

Hast  loved  me,  0  Lord  I 

74:7.  **0/v)homlam  ehi^ 

1  I  SEE  the  crowd  in  Pilate's  hall, 

I  mark  their  wrathful  mien ; 
Their  shouts  of  "crucify"  appall, 
With  blasphemy  between. 

2  And  of  that  shouting  multitude 

I  feel  that  I  am  one ; 
And  in  that  din  of  voices  rude, 
I  recognize  my  own. 
8  I  see  the  scourges  tear  his  back, 
I  see  the  piercing  crown, 


And  of  that  crowd  who  smite  and  mock. 
I  feel  that  I  am  one. 

4  Around  yon  cross,  the  throng  I  sec, 

Mocking  the  sufferer's  groan ; 
Yet  still  my  voice  it  seems  to  be, 
As  if  I  mocked  alone. 

5  T  was  I  that  shed  the  sacred  blood ; 

I  nailed  him  to  the  tree ; 
I  crucified  the  Christ  of  God, 
I  joined  the  mockery! 

6  Yet  not  the  less  that  blood  avails 

To  cleanse  away  my  sin ! 
And  not  the  less  that  cross  prevails 
To  give  me  peace  within ! 

I  O  O*    ."  Coating  all  your  care  upon  Him.'* 

1  Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care 

Whether  I  die  or  live ; 
To  love  and  serve  thee  is  my  share, 
And  this  thy  grace  must  ^vc. 

2  If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad 

That  I  may  long  obey ; 
If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad 
To  soar  to  endless  day  ? 

3  Christ  leads  me  through  no  darker  rooms 

Than  he  went  tlirough  before ; 

No  one  into  his  kingdom  comes, 

But  through  his  opened  door. 

4  Come,  Lord,  when  grace  has  made  me 

meet 
Thy  blessdd  face  to  see ; 
For  if  thy  work  on  earth  be  sweety 
What  will  thy  gloiy  be  \ 

6  Then  shall  I  end  my  sad  complaints, 
And  weary,  sinful  days. 
And  join  with  all  triumphant  saints 
Who  sing  Jehovah's  praise. 
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C  My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small ; 
The  eye  of  faith  is  dim ; 
But  *t  is  enough  that  Christ  knows  all, 
And  I  shalTbe  with  him. 

it/^.    **Iamths  Vim,  ye  are  the  hraneheer 

1  Planted  in  Christ,  the  living  vine, 

This  day,  with  one  accord, 
Ourselves,  with  humble  faith  and  joy. 
We  yield  to  thee,  O,  Lord ! 

2  Joined  in  one  body  may  we  be  : 

One  inward  life  partake ; 
One  be  our  heart,  one  heavenly  hope 
In  every  bosom  wake. 

3  Injprayer,  in  effort,  tears,  and  toils, 

One  wisdom  be  our  guide ; 
Taught  by  one  Spirit  from  above, 
In  thee  may  we  abide. 

4  Then,  when  among  the  saints  in  light 

Our  joyiul  spirits  shine. 
Shall  anuiems  of  immortal  praise, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  be  thine! 

i  y  &  •  Union  toith  Christ  in  Sorrow, 

1  Who,  when  beneath  affliction's  rod. 

Can  inward  rest  attain. 
And  bless  the  chastening  love  of  God 
In  some  remembered  strain  ? 

2  Who,  when  in  pain  he  lies  apart, 

And  powers  of  life  decay. 
Can  muse  with  holy  joy  of  heart 
On  some  familiar  lay  ? 

3  He  can  suffice  for  these  good  things 

Whoso  mind  with  Christ^s  is  one ; 
Who  closely  in  communion  clings 
To  God's  incarnate  Son. 

4  O  Saviour !  Fount  of  wondrous  might ! 

Let  me  this  gift  receive : 


Thus,  Lord,  in  sorrow's  darkest  night 
Tliy  servant's  grief  relieve. 

5  Let  songs  of  Zion,  known  of  old 
Withm  the  hallowed  place. 
My  spirit  cheer,  my  faith  uphold 
Through  thine  all-strengthening  grace. 

0  U  U  ."  ^9vffer  ;  nevertheless,  lam  not  ashamed.'* 

1  Did  ST  thou,  dear  Jesus,  suffer  shame, 

And  bear  the  cross  for  me  ? 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  thy  name, 
Or  thy  disciple  be  ? 

2  Inspire  my  soul  with  life  divine, 

And  make  me  truly  bold ; 
Let  knowledge,  faith,  and  meekness  shine, 
Nor  love,  nor  zeal  grow  cold. 

3  Let  mockers  scoff,  the  world  defanae, 

And  treat  me  with  disdain ; 
Still  may  I  glory  in  thy  name. 
And  count  reproach  my  gain. 

4  To  thee  I  cheerfully  submit, 

And  all  my  powers  resign ; 
Let  wisdom  point  out  what  is  fit, 
And  I  '11  no  more  repine. 

y  4:0.  "  W^om  the  Lord  loveth  fie  chasieneth,^ 

1  O  THOU  whose  mercy  guides  my  way, 

Though  now  it  seem  severe, 
Forbid  my  unbelief  to  say 
There  is  no  mercy  here ! 

2  Oh !  may  I,  Lord,  desire  the  pain 

That  comes  in  kindness  down, 
Far  more  than  sweetest  earthly  gain, 
Succeeded  by  a  frown. 

3  Then  though  then  bend  my  spirit  low. 

Love  only  shall  I  see  i^^^^^^ 
The  gracious  hand  iha^^^^^Bk^^^^^ 
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895. 

1  Hark  !  how  the  gospel  trumpet  sounds ! 
Through  all  the  eartn  the  ecno  bounds ! 
And  Jesus,  b^  redeeming  blood, 

Is  bringing  smners  back  to  God, 
And  guides  them  safely  by  his  word 
To  endless  day. 

2  Hail,  Jesus  1  all  victorious  Lord ! 
Be  thou  by  all  mankind  adored ! 
For  us  didst  thou  the  fight  maintain, 
And  o'er  our  foes  the  vict'ry  gain. 
That  we  with  thee  might  ever  reign 

In  endless  day. 

EFFIELD.    8s  &  4s. 


'  Our  God  fDiUJloMJbr  i«." 


Fight  on,  ye  conquMng  sonls,  fight  oni 
And  when  the  conquest  yoa  have  won, 
Tlicn  palms  of  vict'ry  you  sihall  bear, 
And  in  his  kingdom  have  a  share, 
And  crowns  of  glory  ever  wear 
In  endless  day. 

There  in  full  chorus  shall  wo  join, 
With  saints  and  angels  all  combine 
To  sing  of  his  redeeming  love. 
When  rolling  years  shall  cease  to  move ; 
And  this  shall  be  our  theme  above 
In  endless  day. 
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4:bu«  TU  Coming  and  Offfle€qfi 

1  OuB  blest  Redeemer,  ere  he  breathed 

His  last  farewell, 
A  Guide,  a  Comforter,  bequeathed 
With  us  to  dwell. 

2  He  came  in  tongues  of  living  flame, 

To  teach,  subdue ; 
All-powerful  as  the  wind  he  camCi 
As  viewless  too,  '^ 


tht  nay  Spirii.—John  16:  7,  & 

3  He  comes,  his  graces  to  impart, 
A  willing  guest, 

While  he  can  find  one  humble  heart 
Wherein  to  rest. 

4  He  breathes  that  gentle  voice  we  hear. 
As  breeze  of  even ; 

That  checks  each  fault,  that  calms  each 
And  speaks  of  heaven.         [fear, 

[For  5th  and  Cth  stanzas  see  next  pace.] 
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973«       "7l<«««a«*-9Klng8  4:  26. 

1  Through  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour, 

All  will  be  well : 
Free  and  changeless  is  his  favor ; 

All,  all  is  well : 
Precions  is  the  blood  that  healed  us ; 
Perfect  is  the  erace  that  scaled  us ; 
Strong  the  hand  stretched  oat  to  shield  us ; 

All  must  be  well. 

2  Though  we  pass  through  tribulation, 

All  will  be  well ; 
Ours  is  such  a  full  salvation  ; 

All,  all  is  well : 
Happy,  still  in  God  confiding, 
Fniitnil,  if  in  Christ  abiding, 
Holy,  through  the  Spirit's  guiding, 

All  must  be  well. 

3  We  expect  a  bright  to-morrow ; 

All  will  be  well : 
Faith  can  sing  through  days  of  sorrow, 
All,  m  is  wen : 


On  our  Father's  love  rclyinr-, 
Jesus  every  need  supplying," 
Or  in  living,  or  in  dying,  " 
All  must  be  well. 

1175.         "  W^ap  not/or  «ii«." 

1  When  the  spark  of  life  is  waning, 

Weep  not  for  me ; 
When  the  languid  eye  is  straining. 

Weep  not  for  me ; 
When  the  feeble  pulse  is  ceasing. 
Start  not  at  its  swift  decreasing ; 
Tis  the  fettered  soul's  releasing ; 

Weep  not  for  me. 

2  When  the  pangs  of  death  assail  me. 

Weep  not  for  me ; 
Christ  is  mine — ^he  can  not  fail  me ; 

Weep  not  for  me ; 
Yes,  though  sin  and  doubt  endeavor 
From  his  love  my  soul  to  sever, 
Jesus  is  my  strength  for  ever : 

Weep  not  for  me. 


5  And  all  the  good  that  we  possess, 
His  gift  we  own ; 
Tea,  every  thought  of  holiness, 
And  Tictory  won. 


C  Spirit  of  purity  and  gracel 
Our  wealmessi 
Oh,  make  our  he 
And  worthier 


•place. 
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3  "When,  free  from  envy,  scorn,  and  prido 

Our  wislies  all  above. 
Each  can  his  brothcr^s  failings  hide, 
And  show  a  brother^s  love  I 

4  Let  love,  in  one  delightful  stream, 

Tlirough  every  bosom  flow, 
And  union  sweet,  and  dear  esteem, 
In  every  action  glow. 

5  Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds 

The  happy  souls  above ; 
And  ho 's  an  heir  of  heaven  who  finds 
His  bosom  glow  with  love. 


0  U  A  •  ^^  ^'•<w  f^^  ^**  CrovDfU 

1  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 

And  all  the  world  go  free  ? 
No  :  there 's  a  cross  for  every  one, 
And  there  *s  a  cross  for  me. 

2  How  happy  are  the  saints  above 

Who  once  went  sorrowing  here ; 
But  now  they  taste  unmingled  love, 
And  joy  without  a  tear. 

3  The  consecrated  cross  I  '11  bear, 

Till  death  shall  set  me  free, 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear,- 
For  there  *s  a  crown  for  me ! 


Imitation  of  OiHti  in,  Se^-denial, 


805. 

1  We  tread  the  path  our  Master  trod ; 

We  bear  the  cross  he  bore ; 
And  every  thorn  that  wounds  our  feet 
His  temples  pierced  before. 

2  Oft  do  our  eyes  with  joy  o'erflow^, 

And  oft  are  bathed  in  tears ; 
Yet  naught  but  heaven  our  hopes  can 

raise, 
And  naught  but  sin  our  fears. 

3  We  purge  our  mortal  dross  away, 

Refining  as  we  run ; 
And  while  we  die  to  earth  and  sense. 
Our  heaven  is  here  begun. 

859.  ^'LovtMlfnthrenr 

1  IIow  sweet,  bow  heavenly  is  the  sight, 

When  those  who  love  the  Lord 
In  one  another's  peace  delight. 
And  so  fulfill  his  word ! 

2  Wlien  each  can  feel  his  brother's  sigh, 

And  with  him  bear  a  part ! 
When  sorrow  flows  firom  eye  to  eyo^ 
And  joy  from  heart  to  heart ! 


**  Th6  cro99  h^r4  the  erawtC* 


903. 

1  Oh,  speed  thee.  Christian  I  on  thy  way, 

And  to  thine  armor  cling ; 
With  ^rded  loins  the  call  obey 
Which  grace  and  mercy  bring. 

2  There  is  a  battle  to  be  fought, 

An  upward  race  to  run, 
A  crown  of  glory  to  be  sought, 
A  victory  to  be  won. 

3  Oh,  faint  not,  Christian  !  for  thy  sighs 

Are  heard  before  the  throne ; 
The  race  must  come  before  the  prize. 
The  cross  before  the  crown. 


Salvation  wiU  God  appoint  Jbr  wiUm  and 
bukoarka,^* 


1  Aribs,  my  soul !  my  joyful  powens 

And  triumph  in  my  God ; 
Awake,  mjr  voice!  and  loud  proclaim 
His  glorious  grace  abroad. 

2  The  arms  of  everlasting  love 

Beneath  my  soul  he  placed. 
And  on  the  Rock  of  Ages  set 
My  slippery  footsteps  &8t. 
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3  The  city  of  my  blest  abode 

Is  walled  around  with  grace ; 
Salvation  for  a  bulwark  stands, 
To  shield  the  sacred  place. 

4  Arise,  my  soul !  awake,  my  voice! 

And  tunes  of  pleasure  sing ; 
Loud  hallelujahs  shall  address 
My  Saviour  and  my  King. 

X  0  7  8  •    -^  Chilcra  Gramudtjbr  OhriMtian  Birth. 

1  I  THANK  the  goodness  and  tlie  grace 

That  on  my  birth  have  smiled, 
And  made  me,  in  these  latter  days, 
A  happy,  christian  child. 

2  I  was  not  bom  as  thousands  arc. 

Where  God  is  never  known. 
And  tauffht  to  say  a  useless  prayer 
To  gods  of  wood  and  stone. 

3  I  was  not  bom  a  little  slave, 

To  labor  in  the  sun. 
And  wish  I  were  but  in  my  grave, 
And  all  my  labor  done. 

4  My  God,  I  thank  thee,  who  hast  planned 

A  better  lot  for  me. 
And  placed  me  in  this  happy  land, 
Where  I  may  hear  of  thee. 

J.U|  t/«  The  ransomed  Band, 

1  O  HAPPT  land  !  0  happy  land! 

Where  saints  and  angels  dwell ; 
We  long  to  join  that  glorious  band, 
And  all  their  anthems  swell. 

2  But  every  voice  in  yonder  throng 

On  earth  has  breathed  a  prayer : 
No  lips  untaught  may  join  that  song, 
Or  leam  the  music  there. 

3  Thou  heavenly  Friend!  thou  heavenly 

Friend! 
Oh,  hear  us  when  we  pray ! 
Now  let  thy  pardoning  grace  descendi 
And  take  onr  ana  away. 


4  Be  all  our  fresh,  om*  youtliful  days 
To  thy  blest  service  given: 
Tlicn  we  shall  meet  to  sing  thy  praise, 
A  ransomed  band  in  heaven. 

A  U  O  y  •     "  ^  •«<^*  **  ^'<  kingdom  of  Ilcn  rcu.'* 

1  Around  the  throne  of  God  in  licavcn 

Thousands  of  children  stand, — 
Children,  whose  sins  are  ail  forgiven, 
A  holy,  happy  band. 

2  AVhat  brought  them  to  that  world  above. 

That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 
Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  ? 
How  came  those  children  there  ? 

3  Because  the  Saviour  shed  his  blood 

To  wash  away  their  sin  ; 
Bathed  in  that  pure  and  precious  flood. 
Behold  them  white  and  clean. 

4  On    earth   they  sought  their  Saviour's 

grace, 
On  earth  they  loved  his  name  : 
So  now  they  see  his  bless^ni  face, 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb. 

1 1 53."  7^  ^^«  MUt  r^aice  on  every  sideT 

1  When  brighter  suns  and  milder  skies 

Proclaim  the  opening  year. 
What  various  sounds  of  joy  arise ! 
What  prospects  bright  appear ! 

2  Earth  and  her  thousand  voices  give 

Their  thousand  notes  of  praise ; 
And  all,  that  by  his  mercy  live, 
To  God  their  offering  raise. 
8  Thus,  like  the  morning,  cahn  and  clear, 
That  saw  the  Saviour  rise, 
The  spring  of  heaven's  eternal  year 
Shall  dawn  on  earih  and  skies. 
4  No  winter  there,  no  ahad^sgf^  night, 
Obscure  those  mamf 

The  ^earj  «x^  %£ 
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"  77k«  Xo/vf  it  my  SfupKerd^^ 
Psalm  S& 

1  The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is ; 

I  shall  be  well  supplied : 
Since  he  is  mine,  and  I  am  his. 
What  can  I  want  beside  ? 

2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 

Where  heavenly  pasture  grows ; 
Where  living  waters  gently  pass, 
And  full  salvation  flows. 

8  If  e'er  I  go  astray, 

He  dom  my  soul  reclaim  : 
And  guides  me,  in  his  own  right  way, 
For  his  most  hol^  name. 

4  While  he  affords  his  aid, 

I  can  not  yield  to  fear ; 
Though  I  should  walk  through  death's 
dark  shade, 
My  Shepherd 's  with  me  there. 

5  In  spite  of  all  my  foes, 

Tnou  dost  my  table  spread ; 
My  cup  with  blessings  overflows, 
And  joy  exalts  my  head. 

6  The  bounties  of  thy  love 

Shall  crown  my  future  days ; 

Nor  from  thy  house  will  I  remove, 

Nor  cease  to  speak  thy  praise. 

4:44.  Ch^^  <•  ^« 

1  O  EVERLASTING  Light ! 

Shine  graciously  within ; 
Brightest  of  all  on  earth  that 's  bright. 
Come,  shine  away  my  sin ! 

2  O  everlasting  Truth ! 

Truest  of  all  that's  true, 
Sure  guide  of  erring  age  or  youth. 
Lead  me  and  tet^  me,  too. 

3  O  everlasting  Strength ! 

Uphold  me  in  the  way ; 


Bring  me,  in  spite  of  foes,  at  length, 
To  joy,  and  light,  and  day. 

4  O  everlasting  Love  I 

Well-spring  of  CTace  and  peace, 
Pour  down  thy  fullness  from  above ; 
Bid  doubt  and  trouble  cease. 

5  O  everlasting  Rest  I 

Lift  off  life's  load  of  care ; 
Believe,  revive  this  burdened  breast, 
And  every  sorrow  bear. 

6  Thou  art  in  heaven  our  all ; 

Our  all  on  earth  art  thou : 
Upon  thy  glorious  name  we  call  ^ 
Lord  Jesus,  bless  us  now ! 


*  Commit  thy  fjoay  unto  fh^  Lord.'* 
Psalm  87. 


675. 

1  CoMMir  thou  all  thy  griefs 

And  ways  into  his  hands ; 
To  his  sure  truth  and  tender  care. 
Who  earth  and  heaven  commands — 

2  Who  points  the  clouds  their  course. 

Whom  winds  and  seas  obey ; 
He  shall  direct  thy  wandering  feet. 
He  shall  prepare  thy  way. 

3  On  God  alone  rely ; 

Then  safe  shalt  thou  go  on : 
Fix  on  his  work  thy  stef^fast  eye; 
Then  shall  thy  work  be  done. 

4  When  he  makes  bare  his  arm. 

What  shall  his  aim  withstand  ? 
When  he  will  save  his  friends  horn  harm 
Who,  who  shall  stay  his  hand  ? 

5  He  hears  thy  softest  prayer. 
He  girdeth  thee  with  might ; 

His  works  the  purest  blessings  are ; 
^ways,  the  purest  light. 
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6 7  6.     **^<***  «*<>»  -»«»  ttwiA^-Paalm  8a 

1  Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears ; 

Hope  on,  be  not  dismayed  : 
God  hears  thy  sighs  and  counts  thy  tears ; 
God  shall  lift  up  thy  head. 

2  Through  waves,  and  clouds  and  storms, 

He  gently  clears  thy  way ; 
Wait  thou  his  time  :  the  darkest  night 
Shall  end  in  brightest  day. 

3  Far,  far  above  thy  thought 

His  counsel  shall  appear, 
WTien  fully  he  the  work  hath  wrought. 
That  caused  thy  needless  fear. 

4  What  though  thou  rulest  not ! 

Yet  heaven  and  earth  and  hell 
Proclaim — God  sitteth  on  the  throne. 
And  ruleth  all  things  well. 

4  do*    **Th4r6  is  laid  up  for  mt  a  erotoii.** 

1  If  Jesud  be  my  friend, 

And  I  to  him  belong, 
I  care  not  what  my  foes  intend. 
Though  fierce  they  be,  and  strong. 

2  I  rest  upon  the  ground 

Of  Jesus  and  his  blood ; 
For  I  in  him  alone  have  found 
The  true,  eternal  good 

8  He  whispers  in  my  breast 
Sweet  words  of  holy  cheer. 
How  all  who  seek  in  God  their  rest 
Shall  ever  find  him  near; 

4  How  God  hath  built  above 

A  city  fiur  and  new, 
Where  eye  and  heart  shall  see  and  prove 
What  fJEuth  has  counted  true. 

5  My  heart  fbr  gladness  spriDgs; 

It  can  not  more  be  tad ; 
11 


For  very  joy  it  smiles  and  sings, — 
Sees  naught  but  sunshine  glad. 
C  The  sun  that  lights  mine  eyes, 
Is  Christ,  the  Lord  I  love ; 

I  sing  for  joy  of  that  which  lies 
Stored  up  for  me  above. 

7^0  Pw^M  Peace  in  ChriiL 

1  Thou  very  present  aid 

In  suffering  and  distress, 
The  soul  which  still  on  thee  is  stayed, 
Is  kept  in  perfect  peace. 

2  The  soul,  by  faith  reclined 

On  the  Redeemer's  breast, 
'Mid  raging  storms  exults  to  find 
An  everlasting  rest. 

3  Sorrow  and  fear  are  gone 

Whene'er  thy  face  appears  : 
It  stills  the  sighing  orphan's  moan. 
And  dries  toe  widow's  tears : 

4  It  hallows  every  cross ; 

It  sweetly  comforts  me ; 
Makes  me  forget  my  every  loss. 
And  find  my  all  in  thee. 

5  Jesus,  to  whom  I  fiy, 

Doth  all  my  wishes  fill : 
What  though  created  streams  are  dry;. 
I  have  the  fountain  still. 

6  Stripped  of  my  earthly  friends, 

I  find  them  all  in  One ; 
And  peace  and  joy  that  never  ends, 
And  heaven  in  Christ  begun. 

DoxoLoor. 

Thx  Father  and  the  Son 
And  Spirit  we  •^^**;^^^^ 

We  praise,  we  blei%;j[|[^^pl|^ttie^' 
Both  now  and 
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534:*  ZooibtoOrM. 

1  Weary  sinner  I  keep  thine  eyes 
On  the  atoning  Sacnfice  ; 
View  him  bleeding  on  the  tree, 
Pouring  out  his  lii'e  for  thee. 

2  Surely  Christ  thy  griefs  hath  borne ; 
Weeping  soul,  no  longer  mourn  : 
Now  by  faith  the  Son  embrace, 
Plead  his  promise,  trust  his  grace. 

3  Cast  thy  guilty  soul  on  him ;     | 
Find  him  mighhr  to  redeem : 
At  his  feet  thy  burden  lay ; 
Look  thy  douDts  and  care  away. 

4  Lord,  come  thou  with  power  to  heal ; 
Now  thy  mighty  arm  reveal : 

At  thy  feet  myself  I  lay ; 
Take,  oh,  take  my  sins  away ! 


'*/7ar« 


m^rcy  upon  m«,  O  Lard ;  /or  lam 
tMo*."— Psalm  6. 


jr,  gently  lay  thy  rod 
'  sinful  head,  O  God ! 


941. 


1  Gently, 
On  my  \ 

Stay  thy  wrath — in  mercy  stay, 
Lest  I  sink  before  its  sway ! 

2  H«al  me,  for  my  flesh  is  weak; 
Heal  me,  for  thy  grace  I  seek : 
This,  mj  only  plea,  I  make, 
Heal  me  for  thy  mercy's  sake  I 

3  Who  .within  the  silent  grave 
ShaH  proclaim  thy  power  to  save  ? 
Lord,, my  trembling  soul  reprieve; 
Spepk!  and  I  shallrise  and  live. 

4  Lo !  he  cornea;?  lie  heeds  |ny plea^ 
Lo !  -he  comes ;  /the  Bhadows  flee ; 
GJorfT/ound  me  dawM  once  moif 

Jiis^jnjr  spiritf  and  a^re  I 


994.       *»6%>r(^ttyM{rMi9M." 

1  Father  of  eternal  grace, 

Glorify  thyself  in  me ; 
Meekly  beaming  in  my  &cc, 
May  the  world  thine  imago  see. 

2  Happy  only  in  thy  love. 

Poor,  unfriended,  or  unknown, 
Fix  my  thoughts  on  things  above, 
Stay  my  heart  on  thee  alone. 

3  Humble,  holy,  all  resided 

To  thy  will — ^thy  will  be  done  I 
Give  me,  Lord,  the  perfect  mind 
Of  thy  well-belov6d  Son. 

4  Counting  gain  and  glory  loss, 

May  I  tread  the  path  be  trod, — 
Die  with  Jesus  on  tlic  cross, 
Rise  with  him  to  thee,  my  God. 

1 U U T  •  ""^  ff^^  <*'**  V^  •«««?,  thnrnghfiiA 

1  Joyful  be  the  hours  to  day ; 

Joyful  let  the  season  be ; 
Let  us  sing,  for  well  we  may : 
Jesus !  we  will  sing  of  thee. 

2  Should  thy  people  silent  be, 

Then  the  very  stones  would  ang : 
What  a  debt  we  owe  to  thee, 
Thee,  our  Saviour,  thee  our  King! 

3  Joyful  are  we  now  to  own, 

Rapture  thrills  us  as  we  trace 
All  the  deeds  thy  love  hath  done, 
All  the  riches  of  thy  grace. 

4  'T  is  thy  grace  alone  can  save ; 

Every  blessing  comes  fix)m  thee— 
All  we  have  and  hope  to  have, 
All  we  are  and  hope  to  be. 
Thine  the  Name  to  sinnen  dear! 
^Thine  the  Name  all  names  before ! 
here  and  every  where ; 
■«jUl  Tion  vdA  ibN^iii&ac^V 
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^y  (J,        Our  ESeampU  in  S^fhrii^f, 

1  Go  to  dark  Gethsemane, 

Yc  that  feel  the  tempter's  power ; 
Your  Redeemer's  conflict  see, 

^Vatch  with  him  one  bitter  hour : 
Turn  not  from  his  griefs  away, 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  pray. 

2  Follow  to  the  judgment-hall, 

View  the  Lord  of  life  arraigned : 
Oh  the  wormwood  and  the  gall ! 

Oh  the  pangs  his  soul  sustained  I 
Shun  not  suffering,  shame,  or  loss ; 
Learn  of  him  to  bear  the  cross. 

3  Calv'ry's  mournful  mountain  climb ; 

There,  adoring  at  his  feet, 
Mark  that  miracle  of  time, 
God's  own  sacrifice  complete : 
**  It  is  finished,"  hear  him  cry ; 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 

4  Early  hasten  to  the  tomb 

Where  they  laid  his  breathless  clay : 
All  is  solitude  and  ^oom ; — 

Who  hath  taken  nim  away  ? 
Christ  is  risen  1  he  meets  our  eyes : 
Saviour,  teach  us  so  to  rise. 


(^eOMfiuifM.— Lake  S9 :  80—44 


291. 


Many  woes  had  Christ  endured, 
Many  sore  temptations  met. 

Patient  and  to  pains  inured ; 
Bat  the  lorait  tnal  yet 


AVas  to  bo  sustained  in  thee. 
Gloomy,  sad  Gethsemane  I 

2  Came  at  length  the  dreadful  night; 

Vengeance,  with  its  iron  rod, 
Stood,  and  with  collected  might, 

Bruised  the  harmless  Lamb  of  God : 
See,  my  soul,  thy  Saviour  see 
Prostrate  in  Gethsemane  I 

3  There  my  God  bore  all  my  guilt : 

This,  through  grace,  can  be  believed ; 
But  the  horrors  which  he  felt 

Are  too  vast  to  be  conceived  : 
None  can  penetrate  through  thee, 
Doleful,  dark  Gethsemane  I 

4  Sins  against  a  holy  God, 

Sins  a^nst  his  righteous  laws. 
Sins  against  his  love,  his  blood, 

Sins  against  his  name  and  cause — 
Sins  immense  as  is  the  sea ! 
Hide  me,  O  Gethsemane ! 

5  Here 's  my  claim,  and  hero  alone : 

None  a  Saviour  more  can  need  ; 
Deeds  of  righteousness  I  *ve  none ; 

No  :  not  one  good  work  to  plead : 
Not  a  glimpse  of  hope  for  me. 
Only  in  Gethsemane. 

6  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

One  almighty  God  of  love. 
Hymned  by  all  the  heavenly  host, 

In  thy  shining  courts  i ' 
We  adore  thee,  gracioill  f 
Bless  thee  foY  r 
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An  Evening  Krpottuhiti<m, 

do  not  let  the  word  depart. 


1  ?i J  close  tliinc  eyes  against  the  light; 
«^r  sinnor,  harden  not  fliy  heart : 
fiion  wouldst  be  saved;  why  not  to-night? 
g  f o-niorrow's  sun  may  never  rise 

To  bless  thy  long  deluded  sight ; 

This  is  the  time ;  oh,  then  be  wise  1 

Thou  wouldst  be  saved;  why  not  to-night? 

3  Our  God  in  pity  lingers  still ; 

And  wilt  thou  thus liis  love  requite  ? 
Kcnounce  at  length  thy  stubborn  will : 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved;  why  not  to-night? 

4  Our  blessed  Lord  refuses  none 
Who  would  to  him  their  souls  unite ; 
Then  be  the  work  of  grace  begun  : 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved;  why  not  to-night? 

OO^m  ^l-ord^  vihatwiU  ThouhoM  me  to  doT 

1  Mv  gracious  Lord,  I  own  thy  right 
To  every  service  I  can  pay, 


And  call  it  my  supreme  delight 

To  hear  thy  dictates  and  oWy. 

What  is  my  being,  but  for  tlieo, 

Its  sure  support.,  its  noblest  end  ? 

Tliino  ever  smiling  face  to  see, 

And  serve  the  cause  of  such  a  FrionJ. 

3  I  would  not  breathe  for  wordly  joy, 
Or  to  increase  my  wordly  good ; 
Nor  future  days  nor  powers  employ 
To  spread  a  sounding  name  abroad. 

4  T  is  to  my  Saviour  I  would  live, 
To  him  who  for  my  ransom  died ; 
Nor  could  the  bowers  of  Eden  give 
Such  bliss  as  blossoms  at  his  side. 

5  His  work  my  hoary  age  shall  l.'lcs.s 
When  youthful  vigor  is  no  more ; 
And  my  last  hour  of  life  confe<$ 
His  dying  love,  his  saving  power. 

Q  ^  I  ^      Joy  q^  ConAecrntion  to  C%rl^(. 

1  On,  sweetly  breathe  the  lyres  above, 
When  angels  touch  the  quivering  strin- _ 
And  wake,  to  chant  Immanuers  love, 
Such  strains  as  angel-lips  can  sing ! 

2  And  sweet,  on  earth,  the  choral  swill, 
From  mortal  tongues,  of  gladsome  lay&  .' 
When  pardoned  souls  their  raptures  uU 
And,  grateful,  hymn  Immanuers  prai^. 

3  Jesus,  tliy  name  our  souls  adore; 

We  own  the  bond  that  makes  us  thine; 
And  carnal  joys,  that  charmed  before. 
For  thy  dear  sake  we  now  resign. 

4  Our  hearts,  by  dying  love  subdued, 
Accept  thine  oftered  grace  to-day ; 
Beneath  the  cross,  with  blowl  bedewed, 
We  bow,  and  give  ourselves  away. 

5  In  theo  we  trust,— on  thee  rely ; 
Though  we  are  feeble,  thou  art  strong; 
Oh,  keep  ns  till  our  spirits  fly 

To  join  the  bright,  immortal  throng ! 
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7%«  Jby  nnknaton  in  ITeaotn. 


614. 

1  Trembling,  before  thine  awful  throne, 
O  Lord,  in  dust  my  sins  I  own : 
Justice  and  mercy  for  my  life 
Contend;  oh,  smile,  and  heal  the  strife! 

2  The  Saviour  smiles — ^upon  my  soul 
New  tides  of  hope  tumultuous  roll  I 
His  voice  proclaims  my  pardon  found ; 
"Seraphic  transport  wings  the  sound  I 

3  Earth  has  a  joy  unknown  in  heaven — 
The  new-born  peace  of  sins  forgiven : 
Tears  of  such  pure  and  deep  delight, 
Ye  angels !  never  dimmed  your  sight. 

4  Ye  know  where  mom  exulting  springs. 
And  evening  folds  her  drooping  wings; 
Loud  is  your  song :  the  heavenly  plain 
Is  shaken  by  your  choral  strain. 

5  But  I  amid  your  choirs  shall  shine, 
And  all  your  knowledge  will  be  mine ; 
Ye  on  your  harps  must  lean  to  hear 
A  secret  chord  that  mine  will  bear  I 


BUt§§dnet$  qflow  to  God, 


646. 

1  Ah,  happy  hours !  whene'er  upsprings 
My  som  to  yon  eternal  Source, 
whence  the  riad  river  downward  sings, 
Watering  wi£  goodness  all  my  course. 

2  Can  I,  with  loveless  hearty  receive 
Tokens  of  love  that  never  cease? 
Can  I  be  thankless.  Lord,  and  grieve 
Thee,  who  art  all  my  joy  and  peace  ? 

3  Forth  from  tiby  rich  and  bounteous  store 
Life's  common  blessings  daily  flow ; 
More  than  I  dare  to  a^  far  more 
Than  I  deserve,  dost  thou  bestow. 


Nor  here  alone :  hope  pierces  far 
Through  all  the  shades  of  earth  and  time ; 
Faith  mounts  beyond  the  ferthest  star ; 
Yon  shining  heights  she  fain  would  climb. 

Our  faith  shall  rise  to  sight  ere  long ; 
Soon  will  that  hour  of  transport  come, 
When  we  shall  join  the  angels'  song 
Of  praise  to  him  who  brought  us  home. 


0\  happy  day^  Ihatfatd  my  choice.** 


1065. 

1  Oh,  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 
On  thee,  my  Saviour,  and  my  God ! 
Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice. 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

2  Oh,  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 
To  him  who  merits  all  my  love ! 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  'T  is  done,  the  great  transaction's  done ; 
I  am  my  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine : 

He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

4  Now,  rest,  my  long-divided  heart ! 
Fixed  on  this  blissral  center,  rest ; 
With  ashes  who  would  ffrudge  to  part. 
When  called  on  angels' bread  to  feast. 

5  High  Heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 
That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear ; 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow. 

And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 

DOZOLOGT. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessingi 

flow! 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below  t ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host  I  ' 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghofifr*^^ 
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2  Christian !  dry  your  flawing  tears ; 
Chase  those  unbelieving  fears : 
Look  on  his  deserted  grave ; 
Doubt  no  more  his  power  to  save. 

3  Ye,  who  are  of  death  afraid. 
Triumph  in  the  scattered  shade ; 
Drive  your  anxious  cares  away  : 
See  the  place  where  Jesus  lay ! 

4  Lo !  the  rising  sun  appears, 
Shedding  radiance  o  er  the  spheres; 
Lo  I  returning  beams  of  light 
Chase  the  terrors  of  the  night. 


**  Ltt  every  thiriQ  (hat  hath  breath  prait€ 
th6  LordT—PaaXm  160. 


108. 

1  Praise  the  Lord,  his  glories  show, 
Saints  within  his  courts  below, 
Angels  round  his  throne  above, 
All  tlmt  see  and  share  his  love ! 

2  Earth  to  heaven,  and  heaven  to  earth, 
Tell  his  wonders,  sing  his  worth ; 
Age  to  age,  and  shore  to  shore, 
Praise  him,  praise  him,  evermore ! 

3  Praise  the  Lord,  his  mercies  trace ; 
Praise  his  providence  and  grace — 
All  that  he  for  man  hath  done, 
All  he  sends  us  through  his  Son. 

4  Strings  and  voices,  hands  and  hearts. 
In  the  concert  bear  your  parts : 

All  that  breathe,  your  Lord  adore ; 
Praise  him,  praise  him,  evermore ! 


An  ancient  JTymn  of  the  Resurrection, 


353. 

1  Jesus  Christ  is  risen  to-day — 
Our  triumphant  holy  day — 
Who  did  once,  upon  the  cross. 
Suffer  to  redeem  our  loss. 

2  Hymns  of  praise  then  let  us  sing 
Unto  Christ,  our  heavenly  King ; 
Wlio  endured  the  cross  and  grave, 
Sinners  to  redeem  and  save. 

3  But  the  pain  which  he  endured 
Our  salvation  hath  procured ; 
Uonor,  then,  to  him,  and  praise, 
Rising  on  this  Day  of  days ! 


Morning  at  the  Tomb, 


360. 

1  Morning  breaks  upon  the  tomb ; 
Jesus  scatters  all  its  gloom : 
Dajr  of  triumph  throng  the  skies  !^ 
See  the  glorious  Saviour  rise ! 


A  victoriatte  Saviour.— Hor.  1 :  19. 


380. 

1  Crowns  of  glory  ever  bright 

Rest  upon  the  Conqueror's  head ; 
Crowns  of  glory  are  his  right, — 
His,  "  who  liveth  and  was  dead.'* 

2  Ho  subdued  the  powers  of  hell ; 

In  the  fight  he  stood  alone : 
All  his  foes  before  him  fell. 
By  his  single  arm  overthrown. 

3  His  the  battle,  his  the  toil ; 

His  the  honors  of  the  day ; 
His  the  glory  and  the  spoil : 
Jesus  bears  them  all  away. 

4  Now  proclaim  his  deeds  afar ; 

Fill  the  world  with  Ins  renown : 
His  alone  the  victor's  car ; 
His  the  everlasting  crown ! 

1  Sons  of  Zion,  raise  your  songs  I 
Praise  to  Zion's  King  belongs ; 
His  the  victor's  crown  and  tame: 
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1  Trsmblino,  before  thine  awful  throne, 
O  Lord,  in  dust  my  sins  I  own : 
Justice  and  mercy  for  my  life 
Contend;  oh,  smile,  and  heal  the  strife! 

2  The  Saviour  smiles — upon  my  soul 
New  tides  of  hope  tumultuous  roll  I 
His  voice  proclaims  my  pardon  found ; 
"Seraphic  transport  wings  tlie  sound  I 

3   Earth  haa  a  joy  unknown  in  heaven — 
The  Dew-born  peace  of  sins  forgiven : 
Tears  of  such  pure  and  deep  delight, 
Ye  angels !  never  dimmed  your  sight. 

&  Te  know  where  mom  exulting  springs, 
And  evening  folds  her  drooping  wings; 
Loud  is  your  song :  the  heavenly  plain 
Is  shaken  by  your  choral  strain. 

^  Bat  I  amid  your  choirs  shall  shine. 
And  aU  your  knowledge  will  be  mine ; 
Ye  on  your  harps  most  lean  to  hear 
A  secret  chord  that  mine  will  bear  I 

D46.        JBuHdmtm  <if  Lot*  to  God. 

1  Ah,  happy  hours !  whene'er  upsprings 
My  soul  to  yon  eternal  Source, 
TrHience  the  riad  river  downward  sings. 
Watering  wi£  goodness  all  my  course. 

2  Can  I,  with  loveless  hearty  receive 
Tokens  of  love  that  never  cease  ? 
Can  I  be  thankless,  Lord,  and  grieve 
Thee,  who  art  all  my  joy  and  peace  ? 

3  Forth  from  thy  rich  and  bounteous  store 
Life's  common  blessings  daily  flow ; 
More  than  I  dare  to  a^  far  more 
Uian  I  deserve,  dost  thou  bestow. 


Nor  here  alone :  hope  pierces  far 
Through  all  the  shades  of  earth  and  time ; 
Faith  mounts  beyond  the  ferthest  star ; 
Yon  shining  heights  she  fain  would  cliinb. 

Our  faith  shall  rise  to  sight  ere  long ; 
Soon  will  that  hour  of  transport  come, 
When  we  shall  join  the  angels'  song 
Of  praise  to  him  who  brought  us  home. 


Oh,  happy  day^  thaijkeed  my  choice,*^ 


1065. 

1  Oh,  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 
On  thee,  my  Saviour,  and  my  God ! 
Well  may  tiiis  glowine  heart  rejoice. 
And  tell  its  raptures  iJl  abroad. 

2  Oh,  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 
To  him  who  merits  all  my  love ! 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  'T  is  done,  the  great  transaction's  done ; 
I  am  my  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine : 

He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on. 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

4  Now,  rest,  my  long-divided  heart ! 
Fixed  on  this  blis^l  center,  rest ; 
With  ashes  who  would  srudge  to  part. 
When  called  on  angels' bread  to  feast. 

6  High  Heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 
That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear ; 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow. 
And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 

DOZOLOGT. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings 

flow! 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ! 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ! 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 
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f'A-'!S'^'^'*'  ^r!i  cratitn.le  divine. 

ci/'.  ^^^^hJS  gentle  reip:n  increase ! 
^  >V«'  '"^yo  the  door,  each  willing  mind ; 
Tli^f  ^,13  cDipirc  all  mankind. 

i  j4«  Enning  Expo»tuUition. 

^      do  »^'  ^^*  ^^^^  '^^*^''*^^  depart^ 
I  ?"i  close  tliinc  eyes  against  the  light; 
y^r  sinner,  harden  not  <hy  heart : 
f  jiou  wouldst  be  saved;  why  not  to-night? 
a  Ta-inorrow*s  sun  may  never  rise 
"  fo  bless  thy  long  deluded  sight ; 
This  is  the  time ;  oh,  then  Ikj  wise  I 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved;  why  not  to-night? 

3  Our  God  in  pity  lingers  still ; 

And  wilt  thou  thus  nis  love  requite  ? 
Renounce  at  length  thy  stubborn  will ; 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved;  why  not  to-night? 

4  Our  blessed  Lord  refuses  none 
Who  would  to  him  their  souls  unite ; 
Then  be  the  work  of  grace  begun : 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved;  why  not  to-night? 

OO^m  ^Lof^*  vhatwiU  Thouhaw  me  to  dor 
1  My  gracious  Lord,  I  own  thy  right 
To  every  service  I  can  pay, 


And  call  it  my  supreme  delight 
To  hear  thy  dictates  and  obey, 

2  Wliat  is  my  being,  but  for  thee, 
Its  sure  support^  its  noblest  end  ? 
Tliinc  ever  smiling  face  to  see, 

And  serve  the  cause  of  such  a  Friend. 

3  I  would  not  breathe  for  wordly  joy, 
Or  to  increase  my  wordly  good ; 
Nor  future  days  nor  i)ower8  employ 
To  spread  a  sounding  name  abroatl. 

4  T  is  t(»  my  Saviour  I  would  live, 
To  him  who  for  my  ransom  died ; 
Nor  could  the  bowers  of  Eden  give 
Such  bliss  as  blossoms  at  his  side. 

5  Ilis  work  my  hoary  age  shall  bkss, 
^Vhen  youthful  vigor  is  no  more; 
And  my  last  hour  of  life  confess 
His  dying  love,  his  saving  power. 

\JfJ  i  m     ^^*y  ^  ConitecnUion  to  ChrUt. 

1  Oh,  sweetly  breathe  the  lyres  above, 
When  angels  touch  the  quivering  strin   ^ 
And  wake,  to  chant  Inmianuers  lovc. 
Such  strains  as  angel-lips  can  sing  1 

2  And  sweet,  on  earth,  the  choral  swell. 
From  mortal  tongues,  of  gladsome  lays ; 
"When  pardoned  souls  their  raptures  tell, 
And,  grateful,  hymn  Immanuers  prai<o. 

3  Jesus,  thy  name  our  souls  adore; 

"We  own  the  bond  that  makes  us  thine ; 
And  carnal  joys,  that  charmed  before. 
For  thy  dear  sake  we  now  resign. 

4  Our  hearts,  by  dyinjx  love  sulKlued, 
Accept  thine  oftered  grace  to-day ; 
Beneath  tlie  cross,  with  bloo<l  bedewed, 
"We  bow,  and  give  ourselves  away. 

6  In  thee  we  trust, — on  thee  rely ; 
Though  we  are  feeble,  thou  art  strong; 
Oh,  keep  us  till  our  spirits  fly 

To  join  the  bright,  immortal  throng ! 
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1  Trsmblino,  before  thine  awful  throne, 
O  Lord,  in  dust  my  sins  I  own : 
Justice  and  mercy  for  my  life 
Contend;  oh,  smile,  and  heal  the  strife! 

2  The  Saviour  smiles — upon  my  soul 
New  tides  of  hope  tumultuous  roll ! 
His  voice  proclaims  my  pardon  found ; 
"Seraphic  transport  wings  the  sound  I 

t    Earth  has  a  joy  unknown  in  heaven — 
The  Dew-bom  peace  of  sins  forgiven : 
Tears  of  such  pure  and  deep  delight. 
Ye  angels !  never  dimmed  your  sight. 

t  Ye  know  where  mom  exulting  springs, 
And  evening  folds  her  drooping  wings; 
Loud  is  your  song :  the  heavenly  plain 
Is  shaken  by  your  choral  strain. 

^  Bat  I  amid  your  choirs  shall  shine. 
And  aU  your  knowledge  will  be  mine ; 
Ye  on  your  harps  most  lean  to  hear 
A  secret  chord  that  mine  will  bear ! 


d46.        M§iudmm  <f  Lo96  to  God, 

1  Ah,  happy  hours !  whene'er  upsprings 
My  seal  to  yon  eternal  Source, 
TrHience  the  srlad  river  downward  sings, 
Watering  wim  goodness  all  my  course. 

2  Can  I,  with  loveless  heart,  receive 
Tokens  of  love  that  never  cease  ? 
Can  I  be  thankless.  Lord,  and  grieve 
Thee,  who  art  all  my  joy  and  peace  ? 

3  Forth  from  thy  rich  and  bounteous  store 
life's  common  blessings  daily  flow ; 
More  than  I  dare  to  a^  far  more 
Hian  I  deserve,  dost  thou  bestow. 


4  Nor  here  alone :  hope  pierces  far 
Through  all  the  shades  of  earth  and  time ; 
Faith  mounts  beyond  the  £Eirthest  star ; 
Yon  shining  heights  she  &in  would  climb. 

5  Our  faith  shall  rise  to  sight  ere  long ; 
Soon  will  that  hour  of  transport  come, 
When  we  shall  join  the  angels'  song 
Of  praise  to  him  who  brought  us  home. 

J.  U 0  &•  "  ^*»  ^PPy  day,  ihaijkt€d  my  choice:* 

1  Oh,  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 
On  thee,  my  Saviour,  and  my  God ! 
Well  may  tiiis  glowine  heart  rejoice. 
And  tell  its  raptures  iJl  abroad. 

2  Oh,  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 
To  him  who  merits  all  my  love ! 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  'T  is  done,  the  great  transaction's  done ; 
I  am  my  Lord's,  and  ho  is  mine : 

He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on. 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

4  Now,  rest,  my  long-divided  heart ! 
Fixed  on  this  blissral  center,  rest ; 
With  ashes  who  would  sradge  to  part. 
When  called  on  angels' bread  to  feast 

5  High  Heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 
That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear ; 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow. 

And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 

DOZOLOGT. 

Praibx  God,  from  whom  all  blessings 

flow! 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ! 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ! 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 
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AC  A  0  **  Com&-^wi^out  money  and  wiiAout  pric6P 
OVt/.  I8alfth65:  1,2. 

1  Ye  wretched,  hungry,  starving  poor. 

Behold  a  royal  feast ! 
Where  mercy  spreads  her  bounteous  store 
For  every  humble  guest 

2  See,  Jesus  stands  with  open  arms ; 

He  calls,  he  bids  you  come  ; 
Guilt  holds  you  back,  and  fear  alarms ; 
But  see,  there  yet  is  room — 

8  Room  in  the  Saviour's  bleeding  heart : 
There  love  and  pity  meet ; 
Nor  will  he  bid  the  soul  depart 
That  trembles  at  his  feet 
4  Oh,  come,  and  with  his  children  taste 
The  blessings  of  his  love ; 
While  hope  attends  the  sweet  repast 
Of  nobler  joys  above. 

6  There,  with  united  heart  and  voice, 
Before  th'  eternal  throne, 
Ten  thousand  thousand  souls  rejoice 
In  ecstasies  unknown. 
6  And  yet  ten  thousand  thousand  more 
Are  welcome  still  to  come : 
Ye  longing  souls,  the  grace  adore ; 
Approach,  there  yet  is  room. 

565. 

1  I  HEARD  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

'*  Come  unto  me  and  rest ; 
Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay 

Thy  head  upon  my  breast :'' 
I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was, 

Wearjr,  and  worn,  and  sad ; 
I  found  m  him  a  resting-place, 

And  he  has  made  me  glad. 

2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"Behold,  I  freely  give 


**/  heard  Ihs  voice  qf  JenuT 


down 


The  living  water  I  thirsty  one. 
Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live." 

I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 
Of  that  life-giving  stream  : 

My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  revived 
And  now  I  live  in  him. 

3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  I  am  this  dark  world's  light : 
Look  unto  me ;  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  him  my  Star,  my  Sun ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk 

Till  all  my  journey's  done.  . 

i  \.i  .  Mine—  Thi>u.—\  Cor.  16 :  10. 

1  All  that  I  was,  my  sin,  my  guilt. 

My  death,  was  all  my  own : 
All  that  I  am  I  owe  to  thee. 
My  gracious  God,  alone. 

2  Tlie  evil  of  my  former  state 

Was  mine,  and  only  mine : 
The  good  in  which  I  now  rejoice 
Is  thine,  and  only  thine. 

3  The  darkness  of  my  former  state. 

The  bondage, — all  was  mine  : 
The  light  of  life  in  which  I  walk. 
The  liberty — is  thine. 

4  Thy  grace  first  made  me  feel  my  sin, 

And  taught  me  to  believe : 
Then,  in  believing,  peace  I  found, 
And  now,  I  live,  I  live  1 

5  All  that  I  am  cv'n  here  on  earth, 
All  that  I  hope  to  be 

When  Jesus  comes  and  glory  dawna,<— 
^  ^     ""  to  thee. 
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1  Mt  thoughts  surmount  these  lower  skies,  I 

And  look  within  the  vail ; 
There  springs  of  endless  pleasures  rise —  " 
The  waters  never  (ail. 

2  There  I  behold,  with  sweet  delight, 

The  blessed  Three  in  One ; 
And  strong  afifections  fix  my  sight 
On  God  s  incarnate  Son. 

3  His  promise  stands  for  ever  firm ; 

His  grace  shall  ne'er  depart ; 
He  binds  my  name  upon  his  arm. 
And  seals  it  on  his  heart. 

4  Li^t  are  the  pains  that  nature  brings : 

How  ^ort  our  sorrows  are. 
When  with  eternal  future  things 
The  present  we  compare ! 

5  I  would  not  be  a  stranger  still 

To  that  celestial  place, 
Where  I  for  ever  hope  to  dwell 
Near  my  Redeemer's  face. 

875.  "  Metsed  ar6  the  merdftdr 

1  Blest  is  the  man  whose  softening  heart 

Feels  all  another's  pain ; 
To  whom  the  supplicating  eye 
Was  never  raised  in  vain : — 

2  Whose  breast  expands  with  generous 

warmth, 
A  stranger's  woe  to  feel ; 
And  bleeds  in  pity  o'er  the  wound 
He  wants  the  power  to  heal. 

S  He  spreads  his  kind,  supporting  arms 
To  every  child  of  gnef ; 
EQs  secret  bounty  largely  fiows, 
And  brings  uiuuked  relief 


4  To  gentle  offices  of  love 

His  feet  are  never  slow ; 
Ho  views,  through  mercy's  melting  eye, 
A  brother  in  a  foe. 

5  He  hears  the  Saviour's  cheering  word, 

**  My  peace  to  him  1  give ;" 
And  when  he  kneels  before  the  throne, 
His  trembling  soul  shall  live. 

969.    *'Ml/m*dUationqfmfnahaab6We«(r 

1  When  languor  and  disease  invade 

This  trembling  house  of  clay, 
•T  is  sweet  to  look  beyond  my  pain. 
And  long  to  fly  away ; 

2  Sweet  to  look  inward,  and  attend 

The  whispers  of  his  love ; 
Sweet  to  look  upward  to  the  place 
Where  Jesus  pleads  above ; 

3  Sweet  on  his  faithfulness  to  rest, 

Whose  love  can  never  end ; 
Sweet  on  his  covenant  of  grace 
For  all  things  to  depend ; 

4  Sweet,  in  the  confidence  of  faith. 

To  trust  his  firm  decrees ; 
Sweet  to  lie  passive  in  his  hands, 
And  know  no  will  but  his. 

5  If  such  the  sweetness  of  the  streams. 

What  must  the  fountain  be 
Where  saints  and  angels  draw  their  bliss 
Direct,  O  Lord,  from  thee  ? 


DOZOLOOT. 

To  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Gh< 


Loiy  i 
aao] 


One  God,  whom  we  adore. 
Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  be  evermore* 


"f 
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)f^m  **Peac6  I  Uate  ^eith  you.'^ 

i  Peace  be  to  this  sacred  dwelling, 

Peace  to  every  soul  therein ; 
Peace,  of  heavenly  joy  foretelling, 

Peace,  the  fruit  of  conquered  sin ; 
Peace,  that  speaks  its  heavenly  Giver ; 

Peace  to  worldly  minds  unknown ; 
Peace  divine,  that  flows  for  ever 

From  its  source,  the  Lord  alone  I 

2  Prince  of  peace !  for  ever  near  us. 

Fix  in  all  our  hearts  thy  home ; 
With  thy  bright  appearing  cheer  us ; 

Let  th  V  blessed  tingdom  come  t 
Come,  with  sweeter  consolation, 

Come,  and  give  our  souls  to  prove 
All  the  joys  of  thy  salvation, 

All  the  joys  that  spring  from  love ! 


Bri^  A$eHpUon  t^  Praise, 


101. 

1  Worship,  honor,  glory,  blessing, 

Lord,  we  offer  to  thy  name ; 
Young  and  old,  their  thanks  expressing, 

Join  thy  goodness  to  proclaim  : 
As  the  hosts  of  heaven  adore  thee, 

We,  too,  bow  before  thy  throne ; 
As  the  angels  serve  before  thee. 

So  on  earth  thy  will  be  done. 

QfiA,    "  T?iou  thaU  eaU  thv  wMe  iaivation,'* 

1  Hear  what  God,  the  Lord,  hatb  spoken : 
O  my  people,  feint  and  few. 

Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken. 
Fair  abodes  I  build  for  you ; 

Scenes  of  heartfelt  tribulation  . 

ShalJ  no  more  perplex  your  ways ;    / 


You  shall  name  your  walls  "Salvation," 
And  your  gates  shall  all  be  "  Praise.** 

Ye  no  more  your  suns  descending. 

Waning  moons  no  more  shall  see ; 
But  your  griefs  for  ever  ending. 

Find  eternal  noon  in  me. 
God  shall  rise,  and,  shining  o'er  you. 

Change  to  day  the  gloom  of  night; 
He,  the  Lord,  shall  be  your  Gloijy 

God  your  everlasting  Light. 


^Jetus,  I  my  crott  hctve  iak&iC* 


966. 

1  Jesus,  I  ray  cross  have  taken. 

All  to  leave  and  follow  thee ; 
Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken, 

Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be : 
Perish  every  fond  ambition. 

All  IVe  sought,  or  hoped,  or  known; 
Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition  ! 

God  and  heaven  arc  still  my  o^^n. 

2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me. 

They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too ; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me ; 

Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue  : 
And  while  thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 
Foes  may  hate, and  friends  may  scorn  me; 

Show  thy  face,  and  all  is  bright 

3  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  roe, 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  thy  breast ; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 
Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 
jtf|^|I|is  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 
^^jkthy  love  is  left  to  me ; 
^^n  not  in  jojr  to  charm  me, 
^Bh  )oy  xmmixed  with  thee. 
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0  X  I  •  Glorying  in  tke  Crou. 

1  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Towering  o*er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

2  When  the  woes  of  life  overtake  me, 

Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  nic : 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming. 
Adds  new  luster  to  the  day. 

4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified  ; 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

5  In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glor}% 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 


«  **  Com€t  Thau  Fount  of  every  hUeelnff^ 


648 

1  Comb,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing. 

Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  grace ; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 

2  Teach  me  some  melodious  measure. 

Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above ; 
Oh  the^  vast)  the  ^undless  treasure 
Of  thy  free,  unchanging  love ! 

8  JesuB  sought  me  when  a  stranger. 
Wandering  fix>m  the  fold  of  God ; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 
Interposed  his  precious  UookL 

4  Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 
JDsz?7  J!m  eaustnuned  to  be  I 


Let  thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 
Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thcc. 

6  Prone  to  wander.  Lord,  I  feel  it ; 
Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love ; 
Here 's  my  heart ;  oh,  take  and  seal  it, — 
Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above ! 


••  upward^  onward  r 


990. 

1  Like  the  eagle,  upward,  onward. 

Let  my  soul  in  fJEiith  be  borne ; 
Calmly  gazing,  skjrward,  sunward. 
Let  my  eye  unshrinking  turn  ! 

2  Where  the  cross,  God's  love  revealing, 

Sets  the  fettered  spirit  free. 
Where  it  sheds  its  wondrous  healing. 
There,  my  soul,  thy  rest  shall  bet 

3  Oh,  may  I,  no  longer  dreaming. 

Idly  waste  my  golden  day, 
But,  each  precious  hour  redeeming, 
Upward,  onward  press  my  way  I 

1226.  Beat  yonder. 

1  This  is  not  my  place  of  resting, — 

Mine 's  a  city  yet  to  come ; 
Onward  to  it  I  am  hasting — 
On  to  my  eternal  home. 

2  In  it  all  is  light  and  glory ; 

O'er  it  shines  a  nightless  day  : 
Every  trace  of  sin's  sad  story. 
All  the  curse,  hath  passed  away. 

3  There  the  Lamb,  our  Shepherd,  leads  ua 

By  the  streams  of  life  along, — 
On  the  freshest  pastures  feeds  us, 
Turns  our  signing  into  song. 

4  Soon  we  pass  this  ( 

Soon  we  bid  r 
'Never  xnore  %aiA^ 
ISevet^ii^vc 
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313.  "'•'»*' aKr*"' 


1  Rejected  and  despised  of  men. 

Behold  a  man  of  woe  I 
And  grief  his  close  companion  still 
Through  all  his  life  below ! 

2  Yet  all  the  griefe  he  felt  were  ours, 

Ours  were  the  woes  he  bore  : 
Pangs,  not  his  own,  his  spotless  soul, 
With  bitter  anguish  tore. 

8  We  held  him  as  condemned  of  Heaven, 
An  outcast  from  his  God  : 
While  for  our  sins  he  groaned,  he  bled, 
Beneath  his  Father's  rod. 

4  His  sacred  blood  hath  washed  our  souls 
From  sin's  polluting  stain ; 
His  stripes  have  healed  us,  and  his  death 
Revived  our  souls  again. 

OuO.  '^'Agaiiui  Thee,  Thse  only,  have  1  Hnnedr 

1  Prostrate,  dear  Jesus,  at  thy  feet 

A  guilty  rebel  lies ; 
And  upward  to  thy  mercynscat 
Presumes  to  lift  his  eyes. 

2  If  tears  of  sorrow  would  suffice 

To  pay  the  debt  I  owe. 
Tears  should  from  both  my  weeping 
eyes 
In  ceaseless  torrents  flow. 

B  But  no*  such  sacrifice  I  plead 
To  expiate  my  guilt ; 
No  tears,  but  those  which  thou  hast 
shed, 
No  blood,  but  thou  hast  spilt 

4  Think  of  thy  sorrows,  dearest  Lord ! 
And  all  my  sins  foigivo : 
Justice  will  well  approve  the  word 
That  bids  the  sinner  live. 


00i^«    *'-^i^/  and  did  my  Saviour  hleedr 

1  Alas  !  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed  ? 

And  did  my  Sovereign  die  ? 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 

He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  I  grace  unknown  ! 
And  love  beyond  degree  I 

3  W'cll  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 

And  shut  his  glories  in. 
When  God,  the  mighty  Maker,  died 
For  man  the  creature's  sin. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face. 

While  his  dear  cross  appears ; 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfiilness. 

And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe  : 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away ; 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

0  0  O  •        ForgiveneM  from  the  Croea. 

1  I  saw  One  hanging  on  a  tree, 

In  agony  and  blood. 
Who  fixed  his  languid  eyes  on  mc. 
As  near  the  cross  I  stood. 

2  Sure,  never,  till  my  latest  breath, 

Can  I  forget  that  look : 
It  seemed  to  charge  me  with  his  death. 
Though  not  a  word  he  spoke. 

3  Alas !  I  knew  not  what  I  did. 

But  now  my  tears  are  vain ; 
Where  shall  my  trembling  soul  be  hid. 
For  I  the  Lord  have  slain. 

4  A  second  look  he  gave,  that  said, 

'*  I  freelyj^nnve : 
This  blood/^^^^hgBBom  paid ; 


I  diet* 


^Kve,* 
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And  call  thee  mine  by  every  name 
On  which  thy  saints  depend  ! 

2  By  every  name  of  power  and  love, 

I  would  thy  grace  entreat ; 
Nor  should  my  nuinble  hope  remove, 
Nor  leave  thy  mercy- seat. 

3  Yet,  tho'  my  soul  in  darkness  mourns, 

Thy  word  is  all  my  stay ; 
Ilero  would  I  rest  till  light  returns : 
Thy  presence  makes  my  day. 

4  Speak,  Lord  !  and  bid  celestial  peace 

Relieve  my  aching  heart ; 
Oh,  smile,  and  bid  my  sorrows  cease, 
And  all  the  gloom  depart  I 

5  Then  shall  my  drooping  spirit  rise, 

And  bless  the  healing  rays ; 
And    change  these  deep,   complaining 
sighs 
To  songs  of  sacred  praise. 


000«  Sorrow /br  Sin,  in  VUw  <^  ths  Crou. 

1  Oh,  if  my  soul  were  formed  for  woe, 

How  would  I  vent  my  sighs ! 

Repentance  should  like  rivers  flow 

From  both  my  streaming  eyes. 

2  'T  was  for  my  sins  my  dearest  Lord 

Hung  on  the  cursed  tree ; 
And  groaned  away  a  dying  life 
For  thee,  my  soul,  for  thee  I 

3  Oh,  how  I  hate  those  lusts  of  mine 

That  crucified  my  God — 
Those  sins  that  pierced  and  nailed  his 


Fast  to  the  fjAtal  wood  I 

4  Yes,  my  Redeemer,  they  shall  die ; 

My  heart  has  so  decreed ; 
Nor  will  I  spare  the  ^Ity  things 
That  made  my  Saviour  bleed. 

5  While  with  a  melting,  broken  heart, 

My  murdered  Lord  I  view, 
I  '11  raise  revenge  against  my  sins, 
And  slay  the  miirderers,  too. 

AC  O  7      **  lord,  my  heart  i$  not  haughty.'* 
^O  4  .  Psalm  181. 

1  Is  there  ambition  in  my  heart  ? 

Search,  gracious  God,  and  see ; 
Or  do  I  act  a  haughty  part  f 
Lord,  I  appeal  to  uiee. 

2  I  charge  my  thoughts,  be  humble  still. 

My  words  and  actions  mild ; 
Content^  my  Father,  with  thy  will, 
And  quiet  as  a  child. 

3  The  patient  soul,  the  lowly  mind. 

Shall  have  a  large  reward : 
Let  saints  in  sorrow  lie  resigned, 
And  trust  a  faithful  Lord. 
R\R    *aawUmifV)m7%imUUTkyfaiU/hm 

1  Mr  God !— oh.  conld  I  make  the  claim — 
My  Father  and  my  Friend — 


**  In  Jlim  tD6  live,  and  move,  and  have 
our  being.'^ 


658. 

1  Lord,  what  is  man  I  that  child  of  pride, 

That  boasts  his  high  degree ! 
If  left  one  moment  to  himself. 
He  sinks — and  where  is  he  t 

2  In  thee  I  live,  and  move,  and  am ; 

Thou  dealest  out  my  days : 
Lord,  as  thou  dost  renew  my  life^ 
Let  mo  renew  thy  praise. 

3  To  thee  I  come,  fix)m  thee  I  am. 

For  thee  I  still  would  be ; 

T  is  better  for  me  not  to  live, 

Than  not  to  live  to  thee. 

4  Thou  art  my  living. 

On  me  thy  da 
Myself  I  rendor 
To  whom  myio 
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y  "  Our  FaOur  vMch  art  in  Ileawnr 

^*  MAtt  6.    Lake  IL 

1  Our  heavenly  Father,  hear 

The  prayer  we  oflfcr  now : 
Thy  name  be  hallowed  far  and  near ; 
To  thee  all  nations  bow ! 

2  Thy  kingdom  come,  thy  will 

6n  earth  be  done  in  love, 
As  saints  and  seraphim  fulfill 
Thy  perfect  law  above. 

»  Our  daily  bread  supply, 

While  by  thy  word  we  live ; 
The  guilt  of  our  iniquity 
Forgive,  as  we  forgive. 

4  From  dark  temptation's  power, 
From  Satan's  wiles  defend ; 
Deliver  in  the  evil  hour, 
And  guide  us  to  the  end ! 

6  Thine,  then,  for  ever  be 
Glory  and  power  divine ; 
The  scepter,  throne,  and  majesty 
Of  heaven  and  earth  are  thine ! 

1  fi 2      '^^^  * ^^"^^^  P^^fh  hit  cWWr«i." 

1  The  pity  of  the  Lord 

To  those  that  fear  his  name. 

Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel : 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

2  He  knows  we  are  but  dust, 

Scattered  with  every  breath ; 
His  anger,  like  a  rising  wind, 
Can  send  us  swift  to  death. 

B  Our  days  are  as  the  grass, 
Or  like  the  morning  flower ; 
If  one  sharp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  field, 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 


"  Dt9cend  in  aU  Thy  power  J* 
Acta  2. 


4  But  thy  compassions,  Lord, 
To  endless  years  endure ; 
And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 

448. 

1  Lord  God,  the  Holy  Ghost ! 

In  this  accepted  nour. 
As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
Descend  in  all  thy  power. 

2  We  meet  with  one  accord 

In  our  appointed  place. 
And  wait  the  promise  of  oar  Lord^ 
The  Spirit  of  all  grace. 

3  Like  mighty  rushing  wind 

Upon  the  waves  beneatii, 
Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind ; 
One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe. 

4  The  young,  the  old,  inspire 

With  wisdom  from  above ; 
And  give  us  hearts  and  tonmea  of  fire 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 

5  Spirit  of  light,  explore 

And  chase  our  gloom  away, 
With  luster  shining  more  and  more 
Unto  the  perfect  day. 

0  Spirit  of  truth,  be  thou, 

In  life  and  death,  our  guide : 
O  Spirit  of  adoption !  now 
May  we  be  sanctified. 

790.     '*! in  them,  and  7%ou  in  nu,"^ 

1  Dear  Saviour !  we  are  thine. 

By  everlasting  bonds ; 
Our  he^r)^iiM|ta|^  we  would  resign 
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2  To  thee  we  still  would  cleave 

With  ever-growing  zeal ; 
If  millions  tempt  us  Christ  to  leave, 
Oh,  let  them  ne'er  prevail ! 

3  Thy  Spirit  shall  unite 

Our  souls  to  thee,  our  Head ; 
Shall  form  in  us  thine  image  bright, 
And  teach  thy  paths  to  tread. 

4  Death  may  our  souls  divide 

From  these  abodes  of  clay ; 
But  love  shall  keep  us  near  thy  side, 
Through  all  the  gloomy  way. 

5  Since  Christ  and  we  are  one, 

Why  should  we  doubt  or  fear  ? 
If  he  in  heaven  has  fixed  his  throne, 
He'll  fix  his  members  there. 

1211. 

1  Oh  for  the  death  of  those 
Who  slumber  in  the  Lord ! 
Oh,  be  like  theirs  my  last  repose, 
Like  theirs  my  last  reward  I 

BOYLSTON.    S.M. 


'La  fM  dU  1h€  death  ofiht  HgUwuT 
Nun.  88'  10. 


Their  bodies  in  the  ground 

In  silent  hope  may  lie. 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound 

Shall  call  them  to  the  sky. 

Their  ransomed  spirits  soar, 
On  wings  of  faith  and  love, 

To  meet  the  Saviour  they  adore. 
And  reign  witli  him  above. 

With  us  their  names  shall  live 
Through  long,  succeeding  years. 

Embalmed  with  all  our  hearts  can  give. 
Our  praises  and  our  tears. 

Oh  for  the  death  of  those 

Who  slumber  in  the  Lord ! 
Oh,  be  like  theirs  my  last  repose. 

Like  theirs  my  last  reward ! 

DOXOLOGY. 

The  Father  and  the  Son 

And  Spirit  we  adore ; 
We  praise,  we  bless,  we  worship  thee. 

Both  now  and  evermore  I 
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1  Through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life, 

In  trouble  and  in  joy, 
The  praises  of  my  God  shall  still 
My  heart  and  tongue  employ. 

2  Of  his  deliverance  I  will  boast, 

Till  all  who  are  distressed 
From  my  example  comfort  take, 
And  charm  their  grie&  to  rest 

3  Oh,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me, 

With  me  exalt  his  name  I 
When  in  distress  to  him  I  called, 
He  to  my  rescue  came. 

4  The  hosts  of  God  encamp  around 

The  dwellings  of  the  just ; 
Deliverance  he  affords  to  all 
Who  on  his  succor  trust 

5  Oh,  make  but  trial  of  his  love : 

Experience  will  decide 
How  blest  are  they,  and  only  they. 
Who  in  his  truth  confide. 

6  Fear  him,  ye  saints,  and  ye  will  then 

Have  nothing  else  to  fear ; 
Make  ve  his  service  your  delight, 
He  'U  make  your  wants  his  care. 


A»  andeni  Eymm^Praiu  to  ChritL 


243. 

1  Wb  sing  to  thee,  thou  Son  of  God, 

Thou  source  of  life  and  grace ! 
We  praise  thee,  Son  of  Man,  whose  blood 
Redeemed  our  fiillen  race ! 

2  Thee  we  acknowledge  God  and  Lord, 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain ; 
Who  art  by  heaven  AA,  earth  adored, 
Wprfby  o*er  botik  to  reignl 


3  To  thee  all  angels  cry  aloud. 

Through  heaven's  extended  coasi 
Hail,  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord 
Of  glory  and  of  hosts ! 

4  The  prophets'  goodly  fellowship, 

In  radiant  garments  dressed. 
Praise  thee,  thou  Son  of  God,  and 
The  fullness  of  thy  rest 

5  Th'  apostles'  glorious  company 

Thy  righteous  praise  proclaim ; 
The  martyred  army  glorify 

Thine  everlasting  name. 
C  Throughout  the  world  thy  churchci 

To  call  on  thee,  their  Head, — 
Brightness  of  Majesty  divine. 

Who  every  power  hast  made ! 

7  Among  their  number.  Lord,  we  lov 
To  sing  thy  precious  blood : 
Reign  here,  and  in  the  worlds  abo% 
Thou  holy  Lamb  of  God ! 


**  7%ou  thaU  call  Bis  name  JstusT 


247. 

1  Oh,  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 

My  dear  Redeemer's  praise. 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace ! 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim. 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  a 
The  honors  of  thy  name. 


3  XtflM|gnam 


name  that  calms  our  fe£ 

our  sorrows  cease — 

my  ravtthed  ears, 

and  peace. 
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•rcaks  the  power  of  reigiiing  sin, 
*■  seta  the  prisoner  free ; 
jlood  can  make  the  foulest  clean  : 
3  blood  availed  for  me. 

peaks^  and,  listening  to  his  voice, 
;w  life  the  dead  receive ; 
niooming^  broken  hearts  rejoice, 
ic  hombk  poor  believe, 
him,  yo  deaf  1  his  praise,  yo  dumb, 
>ur  kxMened  tongaes  employ ! 
tind,  behold  your  Saviour  come, 
id  leap^  ye  lame,  for  joy ! 


Omdete&mtUm  cf  ChrUe, 
PnlmS. 

•RD,  our  Lord,  how  wondrous  great 
thine  exalted  name ! 
glories  of  ihy  heavenlv  state 
t  men  and  babes  proclaim, 
n  I  behold  thy  works  on  hi£rh, 
e  moon  that  rules  tlic  night, 
Stan  that  well  adorn  the  sky, 
ose  moving  worlds  of  liglit ; 

.  what  is  man,  or  all  his  race, 

ho  dwells  so  fiur  below, 

thoa  shooldst  visit  him  with  grace, 

id  love  his  nature  so  I 

thine  et^nud  Son  sliould  bear 

take  a  mortal  form, 
'■  lower  than  his  angels  are,  I 

save  a  dying  worm  I  | 

lim  be  erowned  with  majesty,  ! 
ho  bowed  his  head  to  deatli ; 

be  his  hmiOTS  soanded  high,  i 

'  all  thingi  that  have  breath.  ! 


0  Jesus,  our  Lord,  how  voiulrous  great, 
Is  thine  exalted  name  ! 
The  glories  of  thy  heavenly  state 
Let  the  whole  earth  proclaim. 


"  JTy  ftml  tMraUth  for  27k««.* 
Pulm  68. 


653. 

1  On,  who  is  like  the  Mighty  One, 

Whose  tlirone  is  in  Uie  sky ! 
Who  compasseth  the  universe 

With  his  all-searching  eye ; 
At  whose  creative  word  appeared 

The  dry  land  and  the  sea : 
My  spirit  thirsts  for  thee,  0  Lord, 

My  spirit  tliii-sts  for  thee ! 

Around  him  suns  and  systems  swim 

In  harmony  and  light ; 
I5efore  him  harps  angelic  hymn 

Ills  praises  day  and  night ; 
Yet  to  the  contrite,  day  and  night. 

In  mercy  turneth  he  : 
My  spirit  thirsts  for  thee,  0  Lord, 

My  spirit  thirsts  for  thee ! 

.}  Yes !  though  unlimited  his  works. 

His  power  upholds  them  all ; 
He  clothes  the  lilies  c.f  the  field. 

And  marks  tlie  sparrow's  fall : 
Who  listens  to  the  raven's  cry, 

Will  bend  his  ear  to  ine ; 
My  spirit  thirsts  for  thee,  O  Lord, 

My  spirit  tliirsts  for  thee ! 


DOXOLOGY. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God,  whom  we  adore. 

Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now. 
And  fthail  \>e  e:venxiQi^\ 
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"  .FWir  not,  HttU  JlockT—hnko  12 :  82. 


673. 

1  In  heavenly  love  abiding, 

No  change  my  heart  shall  fear, 
And  safe  is  such  confiding, 

For  nothing  changes  here  : 
The  storm  may  roar  without  mc. 

My  heart  may  low  be  laid, 
Bat  God  is  round  about  mc, 

And  can  I  be  dismayed  I 

2  Wherever  he  may  guide  me, 

No  want  shall  turn  me  back ; 
My  Shepherd  is  beside  me, 

And  nothing  can  I  lack : 
nis  wisdom  ever  waketh, 

His  sight  is  never  dim  : 
He  knows  the  way  he  taketh. 

And  I  will  wait  with  him. 

3  Green  pastures  arc  before  me, 

Which  yet  I  have  not  seen ; 
Bright  skies  will  soon  be  o'er  me, 

Where  darkest  clouds  have  been  : 
My  hope  I  can  not  measure ; 

My  path  to  life  is  free ; 
My  Saviour  has  my  treasure, 

And  he  will  walk  with  me. 


**Praf  wWkaui  CMiing.* 


842. 

1  Go,  when  the  morning  shineth. 
Go,  when  the  noon  is  bright. 


Go,  when  the  eve  dcclineth. 
Go,  in  the  hush  of  night ; 

Go,  with  pure  mind  and  feeling. 
Put  earthly  thoughts  away. 

And,  in  God's  presence  kneeling, 
Do  thou  in  secret  pray. 

2  Remember  all  who  love  thee. 

All  who  are  loved  by  thee ; 
Pray,  too,  for  those  who  hate  thee, 

If  any  such  there  be  : 
Then  for  thyself  in  meekness, 

A  blessing  humbly  claim. 
And  blend  with  each  petition 

Thy  great  Redeemer's  name. 

3  Or,  if  'tis  e'er  denied  theo 

In  solitude  to  pray. 
Should  holy  thoughts  come  o'er  thee 

When  friends  are  round  thy  way, 
Ev'n  then,  the  silent  breathing 

Thy  spirit  lifts  above, 
Will  reach  his  throne  of  glory. 

Where  dwells  etern&l  love. 

4  Oh,  not  a  ioy  or  blessing 

With  this  can  we  compare — 
The  grace  our  Father  gives  us 

To  pour  our  souls  in  prayer ! 
When  thou  dost  pine  in  sadnoea^ 

On  him  who  saveth  call ; 
And  ever  in  thy  gladness. 

Thank  him  who  gave  thee  alL 
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1  05iQ     ^'^^^^ioMMhaUh^hUHinnim,'* 
M^yjfJUm  Paalm  72. 

1  Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed, 

Great  David's  greater  Son  I 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed, 

His  reign  on  earth  begun ! 
He  comes  to  break  oppression, 

To  set  the  captive  free ; 
To  take  away  transgression, 

And  role  in  equity. 

2  He  shall  come  down  like  showers 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth  ; 
And  love,  joy,  hope,  like  flowers, 

Spring  in  his  path  to  birth  ; 
Before  him,  on  the  mountains, 

Shall  Peace,  the  herald,  go ; 
And  Righteousness,  in  fountains, 

From  hill  to  valley  flow. 

3  Kings  shall  fall  down  before  him. 

And  gold  and  incense  bring ; 
All  nations  shall  adore  him. 

His  praise  all  people  sing : 
For  he  shall  have  dominion 

O'er  river,  sea,  and  shoroi 
Far  as  the  eagle's  pinion, 

Or  dove*8  light  wing  can  soar. 


4  For  him  shall  prayer  unceasing 

And  daily  vows  ascend ; 
His  kingdom  still  increasing — 

A  kingdom  without  end : 
O'er  every  foe  victorious, 

He  on  his  throne  shall  rest : 
From  affe  to  age  more  glorious, 

All  blessing  and  all  blest ! 

1  1  !^  1      "  -^'^  tt«  treni  of  tht  field  shaU  clap 

1  When  shall  the  voice  of  singing 

Flow  joyfully  along  ? 
When  hill  and  valley,  ringing 

With  one  triumphant  song, 
Proclaim  the  contest  ended. 

And  him  who  once  was  slain, 
Again  to  earth  descended. 

In  righteousness  to  reign  f 

2  Then  from  the  craggy  mountains 

The  sacred  shout  shall  fly ; 
And  shady  vales  and  fountains 

Shall  echo  the  reply  i 
High  tower  and  lowly  i 

Shall  send  the  I 
All  hallelujah  swe 

In  one  eternal  sonP 


e  reply: 
lowly  ^Mto|^ 
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Q  ^      •*  Third  VstHon  of  Iht  Benediction  from 
^^.  Heb.  18:  20,21. 

1  The  God  of  peace,  who  from  the  dead 

Brought  up  again  our  Lord, 
And,  through  the  covenant  in  his  blood. 
Our  souls  to  peace  restored, — 

2  Confirm  our  hearts,  in  each  good  work. 

To  do  his  perfect  will ; 
That,  made  well  pleasing  in  his  sight, 
Our  course  with  joy  we  fill. 

3  So  shall  we,  in  his  heavenly  courts. 

Hereafter,  ever  live ; 
And  to  his  name,  through  Jesus  Christ, 
Eternal  glory  give. 

1 4: 1 .      **  3%«  Lord  Mearduth  aU  htarur 

1  God  is  a  Spirit,  just  and  wise ; 

He  sees  our  inmost  mind : 
In  vain  to  Heaven  we  raise  our  cries. 
And  leave  our  hearts  behind. 

2  Nothing  but  truth  before  his  throne 

With  honor  can  appear ; 
The  painted  hypocrites  are  known 
Through  the  disguise  they  wear. 

3  Their  lifted  eyes  salute  the  skies ; 

Their  bending  knees  the  ground ; 
But  God  abhors  the  sacrifice, 
Where  not  the  heart  is  found. 

4  Lord,  search  my  thoughts,  and  try  my 

ways. 
And  make  my  soul  sincere ; 
Then  shall  I  stand  before  thy  face. 
And  find  acceptance  there. 

4.*?0  "  7^^  unchanging  Frisndr 

^^^«  Isaiah  49:  14,15. 

1  Forgetful  can  a  mother  be? 
Yes :  human  love  is  frail ; 
But  thy  Redeemer's  love  to  thee, 
O  Zion  !  can  not  fyal. 


2  No :  thy  dear  name  engraven  stands, 

In  characters  of  love, 
On  thine  atoning  Saviour's  hands. 
And  never  shall  remove. 

3  Before  his  over  watchful  eyo 

Thy  mournful  state  appears. 
And  every  groan,  and  every  sigh. 
Divine  compassion  hears. 

4  O  Zion  !  learn  to  doubt  no  more ; 

Be  every  fear  suppressed : 
Unchanging  truth,  and  love,  and  power, 
Dwell  in  thy  Saviour's  breast. 

A.Qfi      IHverte  Influences  qfth^  GospeL 
^U\Jm  1  Cor.  1:  23,24. 

1  Christ  and  his  cross  are  all  our  theme : 

The  mysteries  that  we  speak 
Are  scandal  in  the  Jew's  esteem. 
And  folly  to  the  Greek. 

2  But  souls  enlightened  from  above 

With  joy  receive  the  word ; 
Thev  see  what  wisdom,  power,  and  love, 
Shine  in  their  dying  Lord. 

3  The  vital  savor  of  his  name 

Restores  their  £Eiinting  breath ; 
But  unbelief  perverts  the  same 
To  guilt,  despair,  and  death. 

4  Till  God  diffuse  his  graces  down. 

Like  showers  of  heavenly  rain. 
In  vain  Apollos  sows  the  ground. 
And  Paul  mav  plant  in  vain. 


**Je  it  Ood  vihich  tporketh  in  y<nir 


552. 

1  Not  all  the  outward  forms  on  earth. 

Nor  rites  that  God  has  given. 
Nor  will  of  man,  nor  blood,  nor  birth. 
Can  raise  a  soul  to  heaven. 

2  The  sovereign  will  of  God  alone 

Creates  us  heirs  of  grace ; 
Bom  in  the  image  of  his  Son, 
A  neW)  peculiar  race« 
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S  The  Spirit,  like  some  heavenly  wind 
Blows  on  the  sons  of  flesh, 
New-models  all  the  carnal  mind. 
And  forms  the  man  afresh. 
4  Our  qoickened  sonls  awake  and  rise 
From  the  lon^  sleep  of  death ; 
On  heavenly  thmgs  we  fix  our  eyes, 
And  praise  employs  our  breau. 

1  A  ^  Q    ""^^  thousand  Umffvet  ahouldjain  ths 
XlJOO.  harmony:' 

1  Lord,  at  thy  table  I  behold 

The  wonders  of  thy  grace ; 
But  most  of  all  admire  that  I 
Should  find  a  welcome  place — 

2  I,  who  am  all  defiled  with  sin, 

A  rebel  to  my  God ! 
I,  who  have  crucified  thy  Son, 

And  trampled  on  his  blood! 
8  What  strange,  surprising  grace  is  this. 

That  such  a  soul  has  room ! 
My  Saviour  takes  me  by  the  hand, 

'My  Jesus  bids  me  come. 

4  Ye  saints  below,  and  hosts  of  heaven ! 

In  praise  join  all  your  powers : 
No  theme  is  like  redeeming  love  I 
No  Saviour  is  like  ours ! 

5  Had  I  ten  thousand  hearts,  dear  Lord ! 

I  'd  give  them  all  to  thee ; 
Had  I  ten  thousand  tongues,  they  all 
Should  join  the  harmony. 

10d4«       ^1^  Saviour  died  Jbr  me, 

1  Prepare  us,  Lord,  to  view  thy  cross, 

Who  all  our  griefe  hast  borne ; 
To  look  on  thee,  whom  we  have  pierced — 
To  look  on  diee,  and  mourn. 

2  While  thus  we  mourn,  we  would  rejoice. 

And,  as  thy  orosa  we  see. 


Let  each  exclaim  in  faith  and  hope — 
"  The  Saviour  died  for  mo !" 

^  (\(\(\  *^-A  Qood  profMHtm  h^ore  many  vfUneesea,^ 
Xl/UU.  l'riin.C:12 

1  Witness,  ye  men  and  angels,  now 

Before  the  Lord  wo  speak ; 
To  him  we  make  our  solemn  vow, 
A  vow  we  dare  not  break : — 

2  That,  long  as  life  itself  shall  last, 

Ourselves  to  Christ  wo  yield ; 
Nor  from  his  cause  will  we  depart, 
Or  ever  quit  the  field. 

3  We  trust  not  in  our  native  strength, 

But  on  his  grace  rely. 
That  with  returning  wants  the  Lord 
Will  all  our  need  supply. 

4  Oh,  guide  our  doubtful  feet  aright, 

And  keep  us  in  thy  ways : 
And,  while  we  turn  our  vows  to  prayers, 
Turn  thou  our  prayers  to  praise  1 

1091. 

1  Remember  thy  Creator  now. 

In  these  thy  youthful  days ; 
He  will  accept  thy  earliest  vow, 
And  listen  to  thy  praise. 

2  Remember  thy  Creator  now, 

And  seek  him  while  he  's  near ; 
For  evil  days  will  come,  when  thou 
Shalt  find  no  comfort  near. 

3  Remember  thy  Creator  now ; 

His  willing  ser\ant  be : 
Then,  when  thy  head  in  death  shall  bow^ 
He  will  remember  thee. 

4  Almighty  God !  our 

Thy  heavenly  voios^l 
Let  ail  our  fatune  * 
Devoted  \ftli5KjVf 


*^Rememher  no7o  thy  Creator  in  Ihe  days 
qftky  youthr, -~Ecc\.  12:  I. 
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1  My  dear  Redeemer,  and  my  Lord, 
I  read  my  duty  in  thy  word ; 
But  in  thy  life  the  law  appears, 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

2  Such  was  thy  truth,  and  such  thy  zeal. 
Such  deference  to  thy  Father's  will, 
Such  love,  and  meekness  so  divine, 

I  would  transcribe  and  make  them  mine. 

3  Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnessed  the  fervor  of  thy  prayer : 
The  desert  thy  temptations  knew, 
Tliy  conflict,  and  thy  victory,  too. 

4  Be  thou  my  pattern ;  make  mo  bear 
More  of  thy  gracious  image  here  : 
Then  God,  the  Judge,  shall  own  my  name 
Among  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

4:0  0.  strength  by  ths  Way, 

1  Jesus,  while  this  rough  desert  soil 

I  tread,  be  thou  my  guide  and  stay : 
Nerve  me  for  conflict  and  for  toil ; 
Uphold  me  on  my  stranger- way ! 

2  Jesus,  in  heaviness  and  fear, 

Mid  cloud,  and  shade,  and  gloom,  I  stray. 
For  earth's  last  night  is  drawing  near ; 
Oh,  cheer  me  on  my  stranger-way  ! 

3  Jesus,  in  solitude  and  grief, 

When  sun  and  stars  withhold  their  ray. 
Make  haste,  make  haste  to  my  relief! 
Oh,  light  me  on  my  stranger-way ! 

4  Jesus,  in  weakness  of  this  flesh. 

When  Satan  grasps  me  for  his  prey, 
Oh,  give  me  victory  afresh. 
And  speed  me  on  my  stranger-way ! 


^ 


459.  "^nedwtlUlhvfUhyotk^ 

1  Sure  the  blest  Comforter  is  nigh ; 

T  is  he  sustains  my  fainting  heart : 
Else  would  my  hope  for  ever  die, 
And  every  cheering  ray  depart 

2  Whene'er  to  call  the  Saviour  mine, 

Witli  ardent  wish  my  heart  aspires, 
Can  it  be  less  than  power  divine, 
That  animates  these  strong  desires  ? 

3  And  when  my  cheerful  hope  can  say, 

I  love  my  God,  and  taste  his  grace, 
Lord,  is  it  not  thy  blissful  ray 
Which  brings   this  dawn  of  sacred 
peace? 

4  Let  thy  kind  Spirit  in  my  heart 

For  ever  dwell,  O  God  of  love ; 
And  light  and  heavenly  peace  impart. 
Sweet  earnest  of  the  joys  above. 

504:.  ""Oome,  y  heavy  todMi.**— Matt  11:  S& 

1  "  Come  hither,  all  ye  weary  souls ; 

Ye  heavy-laden  sinners,  come ! 
1  '11  give  you  rest  from  all  your  toils, 
And  raise  you  to  my  heavenly  home. 

2  *^  They  shall  find  rest  who  learn  of  me  : 

I  'm  of  a  meek  and  lowly  mind ; 
But  passion  rages  like  the  sea, 
And  pride  is  restless  as  the  wind. 

3  ''Blest  is  the  man  whose  shoulders  tako 

My  yoke,  and  bear  it  with  delight : 
My  yoke  is  easy  to  his  neck. 

My  grace  shsJl  make  the  burden  light" 

4  Jesus,  we  come  at  thy  command ; 

With  faith,  and  hope,  and  humble  zeal, 
liesign  our  spirits  to  thy  hand. 
To  mold  and  guide  us  at  thy  will. 


NEW  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 
ZEPHYR.  KM. 


185 


4  4  ^  ^ly  S 


J    J   J, J  .    i,r^ 


rrf^j'f  r<,. 


J.  J.  J.  J.  J.  J. 


m 


2SI 


m 


rrv  f  If 


?2I 


^^^ 


^ 


JlJ   ^^H  J^J 


:n= 


i>  f  r  ^'f'-r'i^ 


:g= 


-^,i:  J.J.j^ 


221 


^^ 


^^ 


^'rrirf 


Q  9^«  **  7%<»tt  ar<  my  ^od ;  «ar{y  vjill  Isetk  ThteJ^ 

1  0  God,  thou  art  my  God  alone : 

Early  to  thee  my  soul  shall  cry — 
A  pilgrim  in  a  land  unkno^firn, 

A  fliirsty  land,  whose  springs  are  dry. 

2  O  that  it  were  as  it  hath  been, 

When,  praying  in  the  holy  place, 
Thy  power  and  glory  I  have  seen. 
And  marked  the  footsteps  of  thy  grace ! 

3  Yet,  through  this  rough  and  thorny  maze, 

I  follow  hard  on  thee,  my  God : 
Hit  hand  unseen  upholds  my  ways ; 
I  safely  tread  where  thou  hast  trod. 

4  Thee,  in  the  watches  of  the  night, 

When  I  remember  on  my  bed. 
Thy  presence  makes  the  darkness  light ; 
Thy  guardian  wings  are  round  my 
head. 

5  Better  than  life  itself  thy  love, 

Dearer  than  all  beside  to  me ; 
For  whom  have  I  in  heaven  above. 
Or  what  on  earth,  compared  with  thee  ? 

QQ^.       It€p<m  in  OotTt  WUdom* 

1  Whither,  oh,  whither  should  I  fly, 

But  to  my  loving  Father's  breast ! 
Secure  within  thine  arms  to  lie. 
And  safe  beneath  thy  wings  to  rest ! 

2  In  all  my  ways  thy  hand  I  own, 

Thy  rnlinff  providence  I  see : 
Assist  me  still  my  course  to  run. 
And  still  direct  my  paths  to  thee. 

3  I  have  no  skill  the  snare  to  shun ; 

But  thou,  O  God,  my  wisdom  art ; 
I  ever  into  ruin  run; 

But  thou  art  greater  than  my  heart. 

4  Foolish,  and  impotent,  and  blind. 

Lead  me  a  way  I  have  not  known  ; 
Bring  me  where  I  my  heaven  may  find. 
The  heaven  of  loving  thee  alone. 


f^fJQ     '^Aathy  daya,  to  ahall  Ihy  strength  heT 
U4  0.  Deut88:2&. 

1  While  foes  arc  strong,  and  dangcfr  near, 
A  voice  falls  gently  on  my  ear ; 

My  Saviour  speaks,  he  says  to  me, 
That "  as  my  days,  ray  strength  shall  be." 

2  With  such  a  promise  need  I  fear 
For  all  that  now  I  hold  most  dear  \ 
No  :  I  will  never  anxious  be. 

For,  "  as  my  days,  my  strength  shall  be." 

3  When  storms  of  trouble  on  me  fall. 
And  when  my  cup  is  mixed  with  gall, 
This  promise  will  bo  sweet  to  me. 
That  "  as  my  days,  my  strength  shall  be." 

4  And  when  at  last  I  'm  called  to  die, 
Still  on  this  promise  I  '11  relv ; 
Yes,  Lord,  I  then  will  trust  m  thee, 
That  "  as  my  days,  my  strength  shall  be." 

686.  DaigU  in  ChritL 

1  Jesus,  thou  Joy  of  loving  hearts ! 

Thou  Fount  of  Life!   thou  Light  of 
men! 
From  the  best  bliss  that  earth  imparts. 
We  turn  unfilled  to  thee  again. 

2  Thy  truth  unchanged  hath  ever  stood ; 

Thou  savest  those  that  on  thee  call ; 
To  them  that  seek  thee,  thou  art  good. 
To  them  that  find  thee— All  in  All  I 

3  We  taste  thee,  O  thou  Living  Bread, 

And  long  to  feast  upon  thee  still ; 
We  drink  of  thee,  the  Fountain  Head, 
And  thirst  our  souls  from  thee  to  filL 

4  Our  restless  spirits  yearn  for  thee. 

Where'er  our  changeful  lot  is  cast ; 
Glad,  when  thy  gracious  smile  we  see. 
Blest,  when  our  £Euth  can  hold  thee  fast. 

5  O  Jesus,  ever  with  us  stay ! 

Make  all  our  moments  calm  and  bright; 
Chase  the  dark  night  of  sin  away^, — 
Shed  o'er  the  world  thy  boV^  V\^^\ 
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I  {j^m      **«^<»«*  oZond  de$erv€8  my  lUartJ* 

1  Yb  earthly  vanities !  depart ; 

For  ever  hence  remove ; 
Jesus  alone  deserves  my  heart, 
And  every  thought  of  love. 

2  His  heart,  where  love  and  pity  dwelt 

In  all  their  softest  forms, 
Sustained  the  heavy  load  of  guilt 

For  lost,  i-ebellious  worms. 
8  Can  I  my  bleeding  Saviour  view, 

And  yet  ungrateful  prove? 
And  pierce  his  wounded  heart  anew, 

And  grieve  his  injured  love  ? 
4  Forbid  it.  Lord  I  oh,  bind  this  heart, 

This  rovinff  heart  of  mine, 
So  firm  that  it  may  ne'er  depart, 

In  chains  of  love  divine ! 

821.  **Givinff  AU  to  God:* 

1  How  can  I  sink  with  such  a  prop 

As  my  eterual  God, 
Who  bears  the  earth's  huge  pillars  up. 
And  spreads  the  heavens  abroad  ? 

2  How  can  I  die  while  Jesus  lives. 

Who  rose  and  left  the  dead  ? 
Pardon  and  grace  my  soul  receives 
From  my  exalted  Head. 
8  All  that  I  am,  and  all  I  have 
Shall  be  for  ever  thine ; 
Whatever  my  duty  bids  me  give. 
My  cheerful  hands  resign. 
4  Yet,  if  I  might  make  some  reserve, 
And  duty  did  not  call, 
I  love  my  God  with  zeal  so  great. 
That  I  should  give  him  all. 

888.  "^<  <»  ^!  &«  «ol  afividr^MAtt,  14:  87. 

1  When  waves  of  sorrow  round  me  swell, 
My  soul  is  not  dismayed ; 


I  hear  a  voice  I  know  full  well : 
"TisI;  be  not  afraid.*" 

2  When  black  the  threatening  clouds  ap- 

pear. 
And  storms  my  path  invade. 
That  voice  shall  calm  each  rising  fear  : 
"TisI;  bo  not  afraid." 

3  There  is  a  gulf  that  must  bo  crossed  : 

Saviour !  be  near  to  aid ; 
Whisper,  when  my  frail  bark  is  tossed, 
"'TisI;  be  not  afraid." 

4  There  is  a  dark  and  fearful  vale, — 

Death  hides  within  its  shade  ; 
Oh,  say,  when  flesh  and  heart  shall  fail, 
"TisI;  bo  not  afraid  r 

995.  ^'CloM  to  Thy  hUtdinq  tW^t* 

1  For  ever  here  my  rest  shall  be, 

Close  to  thy  bleeding  side ; 
This  all  my  hope,  and  all  my  plea— 
For  me  the  Saviour  died. 

2  My  dying  Saviour,  and  my  God, 

Fountain  for  guilt  and  sin. 
Sprinkle  me  ever  with  thy  blood, 
And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 

8  Wash  me,  and  make  me  thus  thine  own. 
Wash  me,  and  mine  thou  art ; 
Wash  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone, — 
My  hands,  my  head,  my  heart 

4  Th'  atonement  of  thy  blood  apply, 
Till  faith  to  sight  improve ; 
Till  hope  in  fiill  fruition  die. 
And  all  my  soul  be  love. 

996.  -/Viyfcfli  tw  <»  tow.** 

1  Try  us,  O  God,  and  search  the  ground 
Of  every  siidbl  heart; 
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Whate'er  of  sin  in  us  is  found, 
Oh,  bid  it  all  depart. 

2  Help  us  to  help  each  other.  Lord, 

Each  other's  cross  to  bear ; 

Let  each  his  friendly  aid  afford, 

And  feel  his  brother's  care. 

S  Help  us  to  build  each  other  up, 
Our  heart  and  life  improve ; 
Increase  our  faith,  confirm  our  hope. 
And  perfect  us  in  love. 

4  Up  into  thee,  our  living  Head, 
Let  us  in  all  things  grow, 
!K11  thou  hast  made  us  free,  indeed, 
And  spotless  hero  below. 

J.  X  U  U.**  ^"^  y*  ^*«  ^<  P^^  olvtayB  with  you.^ 

1  Lord,  lead  the  way  the  Saviour  went. 

By  lane  and  cell  obscure. 
And  let  our  treasures  still  bo  spent. 
Like  his,  upon  the  poor. 

2  like  him,  through  scenes  of  deep  distress. 

Who  bore  the  world's  sad  weight, 
We,  in  their  gloomy  loneliness, 
Would  seek  the  desolate. 

3  For  thou  hast  placed  us  side  by  side 

In  this  wide  world  of  ill; 
And  that  thy  followers  may  bo  tried. 
The  poor  are  with  us  still. 

4  Small  are  the  offerings  we  can  make ; 

Yet  thou  hast  taught  us.  Lord, 
If  given  for  the  Saviour's  sake, 
They  lose  not  their  reward. 

11 0 1  .">^«  *«•«  rfo*M  <*  ««to  Jr&"~Mfttt  25:  40. 

1  Jesus,  my  Lord,  how  rich  thy  grace ! 
Thy  bounties  how  complete ! 
How  shall  I  count  the  matchless  sum  ? 
How  pay  tho  mighty  debt?- 


zz: 


2  High  on  a  throne  of  radiant  light 

Dost  thou  exalted  shine ; 
^Vhat  cau  my  poverty  bestow, 
When  all  the  worlds  are  thine  ? 

3  But  thou  hast  brethren  here  below, 

The  partners  of  thy  grace ; 
And  wilt  confess  their  humble  names 
Before  thy  Father's  face. 

4  In   them   thou  may'st  be  clothed   and 

fed, 
And  visited  and  cheered  ; 
And,  in  their  accents  of  distress. 
My  Saviour's  voice  is  heard. 

5  Thy  face,  with  reverence  and  with  love, 

I,  in  thy  poor,  would  see; 
Oh,  rather  let  me  beg  my  bread. 
Than  keep  it  back  from  thee  ! 


*Com«,  IToly  Spirit,  lua^enly  J>ov;'^ 


462. 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quickening  powers, 
Kindle  a  fiamo  of  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  Look,  how  we  grovel  hero  below, 

Fond  of  these  trifling  toys  1 
Our  souls  can  neither  uy  nor  go 
To  reach  eternal  jojs. 

3  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs ; 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise  : 
Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues, 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

4  Dear  Lord !  and  shall  we  ever  livo 

At  this  poor,  dying  rate  f 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee, 

And  thine  to  us  so  great  ? 
6  Come,  Holy  Spirit^  heavenly 

With  all  thy  quickening  p^„ 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Savicra2^% 

And  iliat  di3X!L^)cai<^\^  QXixiu 
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538. 

1  Haste,  traveler,  h  asto !  the  night  comes  on, 
And  many  a  shining  hour  is  gone ; 
The  storm  is  gathenng  in  the  west, 
And  thou  art  far  from  home  and  rest : 

Haste,  traveler,  haste ! 

2  The  rising  tempest  sweeps  the  sky ; 
Tlie  rains  descend,  the  winds  are  high ; 
The  waters  swell,  and  death  and  fear 
Beset  thy  path  ;  no  refuge  near  : 

Haste,  traveler,  haste  I 


**  JTcuU  Ihee ;   escape  tA/M«r.**— Oon.  19 :  22. 


3  Haste,  while  a  shelter  yon  may  gain, — 
A  covert  from  the  wind  and  rain, — 

A  hidiog-placc,  a  rest,  a  home, — 
A  refuge  from  the  wrath  to  come  : 
U^te,  trav'ler,  haste  I 

4  Then  linger  not  in  all  the  plain ; 
Flee  for  thy  life — ^the  mountain  gain ; 
Look  not  behind;  make  no  delay ; 

Oh,  speed  thee,  speed  thee  on  thy  way  J 
Haste,  travUer,  haste  I 


ABVnXR    78  &  68. 
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1177. 

1  No,  no,  it  is  not  dying 
Togo  unto  our  God; 
This  gloomy  earth  forsaking, 
Our  journey  homeward  taking 
Along  the  starry  road. 


•TodUU  gainr 

2  No,  no,  it  is  not  dyins 
Heaven's  citizen  %o\^ , 
A  crown  immortal  wearing. 
And  rest  unbroken  sharing. 
From  care  and  conflict  free. 

[For  other  Btonzu  see  next  pag«.] 
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1188*    *^na9ing  ad€$ir6todepartr 

1  To  JesnSy  the  crown  of  my  hope, 

My  soul  is  in  haste  to  be  gone ; 
Oh,  bear  me,  ye  cherubim,  up, 
And  waft  me  away  to  his  throne. 

2  My  Savioor,  whom  absent  I  love ; 

WhoDOy  not  having  seen,  I  adore ; 
Whose  name  is  exalted  above 
All  glory,  dominion,  and  power. 

3  Dissolve  thon  these  bands  that  detain 

M^  soul  from  her  portion  in  thee. 
Ah !  strike  off  this  adamant  chain. 
And  make  me  eternally  free. 

4  When  that  happy  era  begins. 

When  array^  in  thy  glories  I  shine, 
Nor  grieve  any  more,  by  my  sins, 
The  bosom  on  which  I  recline, — 

5  Oh,  then  shall  the  vail  be  removed ! 

And  round  me  thy  brightness  be  pour'd ; 
I  shall  meet  him  whom  absent  I  loved, 
I  shall  see  whom  unseen  I  adored. 

6  And  then,  never  more  shall  the  fears. 

The  trials,  temptations,  and  woes, 
Which  darken  this  vallev  of  tears. 
Intrude  on  my  blissful  repose. 


1261. 


**  What  must  it  be  to  be  there  r 


1  Wb  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  blest, 

That  country  so  bright  and  so  fair, 
And  oft  are  its  glories  confessed ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there ! 

2  We  speak  of  its  pathways  of  gold, 

Its  walls  decked  with  jewels  so  rare, 
Its  wonders  and  pleasures  untold ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ! 

3  We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin, 

From  sorrow,  temptation,  and  care. 
From  trials  without  and  within  : 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  I 

4  We  speak  of  its  service  of  love, 

The  robes  which  the  glorified  wear. 
The  church  of  the  first-born  above  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  1 

5  Do  thou.  Lord,  'mid  sorrow  and  woe, 

Still  for  heaven  my  spirit  prepare. 
And  shortly  I  also  shall  know, 
And  feel  what  it  is  to  be  there. 


3  No,  no,  it  is  not  dyin^ 

The  Shepherd's  voice  to  know ; 
His  sheep  he  ever  leadeth, 
Hispeaceful flock  he  feedeth. 

Where  living  pastores  grow. 

4  No,  no,  it  18  not  dying 

To  wear  a  heavenly  crown ; 


Among  God's  [>eopIe  dwelling. 
The  elorious  triumph  swelling 

Ofhim  whose  sway  we  own. 
Oh,  no !  this  is  not  djdng. 

Thou  Saviour  of  man£nd  1 
There,  streams  of  love  are  flowing^ 
No  hindrance  ever  knowing ; 

Here,  only  drops  we  find. 


190 


NEW  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 


BYRD.    CM.    DooBLE, 


ffi^:d|* 


i 


IST  TIME. 


^ 


2d  time. 


;^i^  J  J   ^  J  J     I 


P^ 


=2? 


tt 


gl  .J    J    d     L 


^ 


J     I    J     J    J    J    J 


^ 


,k^LJ_4 


^^y 


r^  /^ 


221 


TTf^^f^T^r^ 


r'rri°  i' 


##^^ 


^=N=^ 


EE 


Ce 


,j  .J  J  j 


r  'r  r  r  y 


r  r  r  f 


CLOSE. 


^^^ 


^ 


i^-i^ 


^ 


±  i 


^ 


^^ 


dt 


-«^- 


214.  7716  God  of  my  1^6. 

1  Father  of  mercies !  God  of  love  I 

My  Father  and  my  God ! 
I  '11  sing  the  honors  of  thy  name, 
And  spread  thy  praise  abroad. 

2  In  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  thoughts  of  love  appear ; 
Thy  mercies  gild  each  transient  scene. 
And  crown  each  passing  year. 

3  In  all  thy  mercies,  may  my  soul 

A  Fauer's  bounty  see; 
Nor  let  the  gifts  thy  grace  bestows 
Estrange  my  heart  from  thee. 

4  Teach  me,  in  times  of  deep  distress, 

To  own  thy  hand,  0  God ! 
And  in  submissive  silence  learn 
The  lessons  of  thy  rod 

6  Through  every  period  of  my  life. 
Each  bright,  each  clouded  scene. 
Give  me  a  meek  and  humble  mind. 
Still  equal  and  serene. 
6  Then  may  I  close  my  eyes  in  death, 
Redeemed  from  anxious  fear ; 
For  death  itself,  my  God,  is  life. 
If  thou  be  with  me  there. 

627*  ''Ohjbr  a  cloMr  wOb  wUh  QodP 

1  Oh  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame, — 
A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb ! 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew, 

When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  ? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 

Of  Jesus  and  his  word  ? 
8  ^Vhat  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed  I 

How  sweet  thehr  memory  still  I 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 

The  world  can  never  fill 


4  Return,  O  holy  Dove !  return. 
Sweet  Messenger  of  rest ! 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn. 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breasts 

6  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 
Whate'er  that  idol  be. 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne. 
And  worship  only  thee. 
G  So  shall  my  walk  bo  close  witli  God, 
Calm  and  serene  my  frame ; 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 


**  Brethren,  he  not  weary  in  ^bU 
dcing.^ 


1094. 

1  Lord,  as  to  thy  dear  cross  we  fle<v 

And  pray  to  be  forgiven. 
So  let  thy  life  our  pattern  be, 
And  form  our  souls  for  heaven. 

2  Help  us,  through  good  report  and  ill. 

Our  daily  cross  to  bear ; 
Like  thee,  to  do  our  Father^s  will. 
Our  brother's  griefe  to  share. 

3  Let  grace  our  selfishness  expel. 

Our  earthliness  refine ; 
And  kindness  in  our  bosoms  dwell 
As  free  and  true  as  thine. 

4  If  joy  shall  at  thy  bidding  fly, 

And  griefs  dark  day  come  on. 
We,  in  our  turn,  would  meekly  cry, 
"Father,  thy  will  be  doner 

5  Should  friends  misjudge,  or  foes  dcfau 

Or  brethren  faithless  prove. 
Then,  like  thine  own,  be  all  our  aim 
To  conquer  them  by  love. 

6  Kept  peaceful  in  the  midst  of  strife, 

Forgiving  and  forgiven. 
Oh,  may  we  lead  the  ni^rrim's  lifia^ 
And  follow  thee  to  neavenl 
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^^^,     jB0»i«eo2efic0  of  OodPa  Decrees. 

1  Since  all  the  varying  scenes  of  time 

God's  watchful  eye  surveys, 
Oh,  who  so  wise  to  choose  our  lot, 
Or  to  appoint  our  ways ! 

2  Good,  when  he  gives,  supremely  good  ; 

Nor  less  when  he  denies; 
Ev'n  crosses,  from  his  sovereign  hand. 
Are  blessings  in  disguise. 

3  Why  should  we  doubt  a  Father's  love, 

So  constant  and  so  kind ! 

To  his  unerring,  gracious  will 

Be  every  wish  resigned. 

4  In  thy  fjEur  book  of  life  divine, 

My  God,  inscribe  my  name ;  I 

There  let  it  fill  some  humble  place 
Beneath  my  Lord  the  Lamb ! 

o4:0.  ^^  *'/*  ^<<»'*»* 

1  Dear  Father,  to  thy  mercy-seat 

My' soul  for  shelter  flies : 
Tis  here  I  find  a  safe  retreat 
When  storms  and  tempests  rise. 

2  My  cheerful  hope  can  never  die, 

If  thou,  my  God,  art  near ; 
Thy  grace  can  raise  my  comforts  high, 
And  banish  every  fear. 

3  My  great  Protector,  and  my  Lord, 

Thy  constant  aid  impart; 
Oh,  let  thy  kind,  thy  gracious  word 
Sustain  my  trembling  heart  I 

4  Oh,  never  let  my  soul  remove 

From  this  divine  retreat ! 
Still  let  me  trust  thy  power  and  love, 
And  dwell  beneath  thy  feet 


9  2  6  •  The  One  PeUtion. 

1  Father  I  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 

Thy  sovereign  hand  denies, 
Accepted  at  thy  throne  of  grace, 
Let  this  petition  rise : 

2  '*  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 

From  every  murmur  free; 
The  blessings  of  thy  grace  impart. 
And  make  me  live  to  thee. 

3  "Let  the  sweet  hope  that  thou  art  mine 

My  life  and  death  attend ; 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine, 
And  crown  my  journey's  end." 

X  U  U  J.  •  "  ^^^  •"*  hncw  my  Father  reifftu.^ 

1  My  God,  my  Father,  blissful  name  I 

Oh,  may  I  call  thee  mine  ? 
Mav  I  widi  sweet  assurance  claim 
A  portion  so  divine  ? 

2  Whate'er  thy  providence  denies 

I  calmly  would  resign ; 
For  thou  art  good,  and  just,  and  wise : 
Oh,  bend  my  will  to  thine  I 

3  Whate'er  thy  sacred  will  ordains, 

Oh,  give  me  strength  to  bear ! 
And  let  me  know  my  Father  reigns, 
And  trust  his  tender  care. 

4  Thy  sovereign  ways  are  all  unknown 

To  my  weak,  erring  sight ; 
Yet  let  my  soul  adoring  own 
That  all  thy  ways  are  right. 


DOXOLOOT. 

Let  God  the  Father,  and  the 
And  Spirit,  be  adored, 

Where  there  are  works  to  nuikftrl 
Or  6a\n\A  V>  \on«  l^^limW 
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997. "  ^<  «»••  <*«  ^«^i>^  <»/  **^  ^^^^9  ^^"^ 

1  Love  divine,  all  love  excelling, 

Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down ! 
Fix  in  us  thy  humble  dwclhng ; 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown  : 
Jesus !  thou  art  all  compassion ; 

Pure,  unbounded  love  thou  art : 
Visit  us  with  thy  salvation  ; 

Enter  every  longing  heart 

•2  Come,  Almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  thy  grace  receive ; 
Hasten  thy  return,  and  never. 

Never  more  thy  temples  leave ! 
Dwell  in  us  with  thy  nch  blessing, 

Dwell  in  us  with  all  thy  love ; 
We  will  praise  thee  without  ceasing ; 

Serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above. 

3  Fmish,  Lord,  thy  new  creation  ; 

Pure  and  spotless  may  we  be  : 
Let  us  see  thy  great  salvation 

Perfectly  restored  in  thee  : 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory. 

Till  m  heaven  we  take  our  place ; 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee, 

Lost  m  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

421  •  The  Slder  Brother 

1  Yes,  for  me,  for  me  he  careth 

With  a  brother's  tender  care ; 
Yes,  with  me,  with  me  he  shareth 
Every  burden,  every  fear. 

2  Yes,  o*er  me,  oW  me  ne  watcheth, 

Ceaseless  watcheth,  night  and  day ; 
Yes,  ev'n  me,  ev'n  me  he  snatchetib 
From  the  perils  of  the  way. 


3  Yes,  for  me  he  standeth  pleading, 

At  the  mercy-seat  above ; 
Ever  for  me  intercedmg, 
Constant  in  untiring  love. 

4  Yes,  m  me  abroad  he  sheddeth 

Joys  unearthly,  love  and  liffht, 
And  to  cover  me  he  spreadeth 
Uis  paternal  wing  of  might. 

5  Yes,  in  me,  in  mo  he  dwelleth ; 

I  in  him,  and  he  in  me ! 
And  my  empty  soul  he  filleth, 
Here  and  through  eternity. 

6  Thus  I  wait  for  his  returning, 

Singing  all  the  way  to  heaven: 
Such  the  joyful  song  of  morning, 
Such  the  tranquilsong  of  even. 


(Htr  FrUndf  above  all  othere. 


438. 

1  One  there  is,  above  all  others, 

Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend ; 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother*s, 
Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end. 

2  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us, 

Could  or  would  have  shed  his  blood  f 
But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Reconciled  in  him  to  God. 

3  When  he  lived  on  earth  abased, 

Friend  of  sinners  was  his  name  ; 
Now,  above  all  glory  raised. 
He  rejoices  in  the  same. 

4  Oh,  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften ! 

Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love; 
We,  alas !  forget  too  often 
What  a  Friend  we  have  above* 


KELVIN, 
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4:19*  '"/amicOAyottoZiMxy.''— Biatt28:Sa 

1  Always  with  us,  always  with  us — 

Words  of  cheer  and  words  of  lover; 
Thus  the  risen  Saviour  whispers, 
From  his  dwelling-place  ahove. 

2  With  us  when  we  toil  in  sadness, 

Sowing  much  and  reaping  none ; 
Telling  us  that  in  the  future 
Golden  harvests  shall  be  won. 

3  With  us  when  the  storm  is  sweeping 

O'er  our  pathway  dark  and  drear ; 
Waking  hope  within  our  bosoms, 
Stilling  every  anxious  fear. 

4  With  us  in  the  lonely  valley, 

When  we  cross  the  chilling  stream ; 
Lighting  up  the  steps  to  glory 
With  salvation's  radiant  beam. 


*'Godi»  Lot€r—\  John  4 :  8. 


151. 

1  God  is  love ;  his  mercy  brightens 

All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 
Bliss  he  wakes,  and  woe  he  lightens : 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

2  Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever; 

Man  decays,  and  a^es  move : 
But  his  mercy  waneth  never ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

3  Ev'n  the  honr  that  darkest  seemeth 

Will  his  chai^less  goodness  prove ; 
From  the  gloom  nis brightness  streametii: 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love, 

4  He  with  eartUy  cares  entwinetib 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above : 
Every  lAeem  his  glory  shineth ; 
Qod  k  wudom,  Ood  ia  Jore. 


249«      "  Over  all,  Ood  hUaitdJbr  ever^ 

1  Crown  his  head  with  endless  blessing, 

Who,  in  God  the  Father's  name, 
With  compassions  never  ceasing^ 
*  Comes  salvation  to  proclaim. 

2  Lo !  Jehovah,  we  adore  thee ; 

Thee,  our  Saviour ;  thee,  our  Qod  I 
From  his  throne  his  beams  of  glory 
Shine  through  all  the  world  abroad. 

3  Jesus,  thee  our  Saviour  hailing. 

Thee,  our  God,  in  praise  we  own ; 
Highest  honors,  never  foiling, 
Kise  eternal  round  thy  throne. 

4  Now,  ye  saints,  his  power  confessing, 

In  your  grateful  strains  adore ; 
For  his  mercy,  never  ceasing. 
Flows,  and  flows  for  evermore. 


*' Being  the  hri(fh$n4$$  qf  EU  glor^'' 


265. 

1  Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory, 

Shall  thy  praise  unuttered  lie  ? 
Break,  my  tongue,  such  guilty  silence ;; 
Sing  the  Lo^  who  came  to  die. 

2  Did  archangels  sing  thy  coming? 

Did  the  ^epheids  learn  their  lays  ? 
Shame  would  cover  me,  ungrateful. 
Should  my  tongue  refuse  to  praise.. 

3  From  the  highest  throne  in  glory 

To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe, 
All  to  ransom  guilty  captives  I 
Flow,  my  praise,  for  ever  flow. 

4  Re-ascend,  immortal  I 

Leave  thy  footstool^t 
Thence  TQltasu,  «MiT^  _ 
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Lo»t,  but  found,^\  Pet.  S :  25. 


1  I  WAS  a  wandcrinff  sheep, 

I  did  not  love  the  fold, 
I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 
I  would  not  be  controlled. 

2  I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  did  not  love  my  home, 
I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice, 
I  loved  afar  to  roam. 

3  Tlie  Shepherd  sought  his  sheep, 

The  Father  sought  his  child ; 
They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 
O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild. 

4  They  found  me  nigh  to  death. 

Famished,  and  faint,  and  lone ; 
They  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love; 
They  saved  the  wandering  one. 

5  Jesus  my  Shepherd  is, 

'T  was  he  that  loved  my  soul, 
T  was  he  that  washed  me  in  his  blood, 
'T  was  he  that  made  me  whole. 

6  T  was  he  that  sought  the  lost, 

That  found  the  wandering  sheep, 
T  was  he  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 
T  is  he  that  still  doth  keep. 

7  I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  would  not  be  controlled ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 
I  love,  I  love  the  fold ! 

8  I  was  a  wayward  child ; 

I  once  preferred  to  roam; 
But  now  I  love  m^  Fathoms  voice, — 
I  loyei  I  love  his  homel 


Chrittian  Ftttowtk^ 

1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 

Our  hearts  in  Christian  love : 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers ; 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one. 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear ; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inwanl  pain ; 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  hearty 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

5  This  glorious  hope  revives 

Our  courage  by  the  way ; 

While  each  in  expectation  liyes. 

And  longs  to  see  the  day. 

G  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain. 
And  sin,  we  shall  be  free, 
And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 
Through  all  eternity. 

960, 

1  What  cheering  words  are  these  f 

Their  sweetness  who  can  tell  !; 
In  time,  and  to  eternal  days, 
'*  'T  is  with  the  righteoos  well.^ 

2  In  every  state  secure, 

Kept  as  Jehovah's  eve, 
*Tis  well  with  them  while  life  endoxei^ 
And  welly  whea  called  to  die ; 


*'8ayy6tothsrighUont1hatUMkaUh6% 
vAih  Mmr-lwMh  8:  10. 
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8  Well,  when  they  see  his  fiwe, 
Or  sink  amid  the  flood  ; 
Well,  in  affliction's  thorny  maze, 
Or  on  the  mount  with  God. 

4  'T  is  well,  when  joys  arise ; 

'T  is  well,  when  sorrows  flow  ; 
'T  is  well,  when  darkness  vails  the  skies, 
And  strong  temptations  grow. 

5  ^is  well,  when  Jesus  calls  : 

**  From  earth  and  sin  arise, 
To  join  the  hosts  of  ransomed  souls, 
Made  to  salvation  wise  I " 


1270. 


**  How  long^  0  Lord^  holy  and  true  f" 


The  Church  has  waited  long, 
Her  absent  Lord  to  see ; 

And  still  in  loneliness  she  waits, 
A  friendless  stranger  she. 

How  long,  O  Lord  our  God, 
Holy  and  true  and  good, 


Wilt  thou  not  judge  thy  suffering  church, 
Her  sighs  and  tears  and  blooi.1  ( 

3  Saint  after  saint  on  earth 

Has  lived,  and  loved,  and  died ; 
And  as  they  left  us  one  by  one, 
We  laid  them  side  by  side. 

4  We  laid  them  down  to  sleep. 

But  not  in  hope  forlorn ; 
We  laid  them  but  to  ripen  there, 
lai  the  last  glorious  mom. 

6  We  long  to  hear  thy  voice, 
To  see  thee  face  to  face, 
To  share  thy  crown  and  glory  then, 
AjB  now  we  share  thy  grace. 

6  Come,  Lord  !  and  wipe  away 
The  curse,  the  sin,  the  stain. 
And  make  this  blighted  world  of  ours 
Thine  own  fair  world  again. 


SHAWMTJT.    8.M. 
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41  !•  Non6  but  Christ. 

1  Thou  only  Sovereign  of  my  heart, 

My  Refuge,  ray  almighty  Friend ! 
And  can  my  soul  from  thee  depart. 
On  whom  alone  my  hopes  depend  ? 

2  Whither,  ah  !  whither  shall  I  go, 

A  wretched  wand'rer  from  my  Lord  ? 
Can  this  dark  world  of  sin  and  woe 
One  glimpse  of  happiness  afford  ? 

3  Eternal  life  thy  words  impart ; 

On  these  my  fainting  spirit  lives : 
Here  sweeter  comforts  cheer  my  heart, 
Than  all  the  round  of  nature  gives. 

4  Let  earth's  alluring  joys  combine ; 

While  thou  art  near,  in  vain  they  call ; 
One  smile,  one  blissful  smile  of  thine. 
My  dearest  Lord !  outweighs  them  all. 

5  Thy  name  my  inmost  powers  adore  ; 

Thou  art  my  life,  my  joy,  my  care : 
Depart  from  thee  I — ^'t  is  death,  't  is  more, 
'T  is  endless  ruin — deep  despair ! 

6  Low  at  thy  feet  my  soul  would  lie  ; 

Here  safety  dwells,  and  peace  divine  : 
Still  let  me  live  beneath  thme  eye, 
For  life,  eternal  life,  is  thine. 

I  ^O  •  -^'^^  ^<>P^  ^^  <«  Christ.— MXcOx,  6 :  «— 8. 

1  Wherewith,  O  God,  shall  I  draw  near, 
And  bow  myself  before  thy  face  ? 
How,  in  thy  purer  eyes,  appear  ? 

What  shall  I  bring  to  gain  thy  grace  ? 
>  2  W^ill  gifts  delight  the  Lord  our  God  ? 
Can  these  wash  out  my  guilty  stain  ? 
Rivers  of  oil,  and  seas  of  blood — 
Alas !  they  all  must  flow  in  vain. 

8  What  have  I  then  wherein  to  trust  f 
I  nothing  have,  I  nothing  am : 
Excluded  ia  my  every  boast,  J 

Mjr  glory  Bwallowed  up  in  shai 


4  Guilty  I  stand  before  thy  face  , 

On  me  I  feel  thy  wrath  abide  : 

'T  is  just  the  sentenco  should  take  place, 

'T  is  just — ^but  oh,  thy  Son  hath  died! 

5  Jesus,  the  Lamb  of  God,  hath  bled  ; 

He  bore  our  sins  upon  the  tree ; 
Beneath  our  curse  he  bowed  liis  bed: 
'T  is  finished — ^he  hath  died  for  me! 

6  See,  where  before  the  throne  he  stoiKb 

And  pours  the  all-prevailing  prayer! 
Points  to  his  side,  and  Hfts  his  hands, 
And  shows  that  I  am  graven  there! 

730.  "  ^^^  **^^  Mparats  us  from  ths  lots  ^ 

1  Lord,  didst  thou  die, — ^but  not  for  mef 

Am  I  forbid  to  trust  thy  blood  f 
Hast  thou  not  pardons  rich  and  free! 
And  grace,  an  overwhelming  flood? 

2  Who,  then,  shall  drive  my  trembling  sod 

From  thee  to  regions  of  despair  f 
Who  has  surveyed  the  sacred  roll. 
And  found  my  name  not  written  there! 

3  Presumptuous  thought !  to  fix  theboond, 

To  limit  mercy's  sovereign  re^ : 

What  other  happy  souls  haye  fouid 

I  '11  seek,  nor  shall  I  seek  in  vain. 

4  I  own  my  guilt,  my  sins  confess: 

Can  men  or  devils  make  them  move  I 
Of  crimes  already  numberless, 
Who  will  attempt  to  swell  the  sooiet 

Were  all  my  crimes  before  my 
While  I  remember  thou  hast 

would  but  ui^o  my  speedier  fSi^ 
seek  salvation  at  thy  side. 
A  thy  feet  1 11  cast  me  down, 
thee  reveal  my  gailt  and  fear; 
'T  thou  spurn  me  from  thy  dinM^ 

k  Itkl^  fLt«X  N9\iQ  ^T\^<Qli^3bM^ 


''  Whil 

They  w 

L        Tos( 

>^^fctat 
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3  To  faint,  to  grieve,  to  die  for  me ! 

Thou  earnest  not  th}'8elf  to  please : 
And,  dear  as  earthly  comforts  be. 
Shall  I  not  love  thee  more  than  these  ? 

4  Yes :  I  would  count  them  all  but  loss, 

To  gain  the  notice  of  thine  eye : 
Flesh  shrinks  and  trembles  at  the  cross, 
But  thou  canst  give  the  victory. 

5  Saviour !  thy  needful  grace  aflFord  : 

On  thee  my  trembling  soul  I  cast : 
Perfect  thy  vfork  within  me.  Lord, 
And  own  my  worthless  name  at  last 

I  OU«  Incofuiant  TnuA, 

1  When  darkness  long  has  vailed  my  mind, 

And  smiling  day  once  more  appears. 
Then,  my  Redeemer !  tlien  I  find 
The  folly  of  my  doubts  and  fears. 

2  Straight  I  upbraid  my  wandering  heart. 

And  blush  that  I  should  ever  bo 
Thus  prone  to  act  so  base  a  part, 
Or  harbor  one  hard  thought  of  thee ! 

3  Oh,  lot  me  then  at  length  be  taught 

(What  I  am  still  so  slow  to  learn). 
That  God  is  love,  apd  changes  not. 
Nor  knows  the  shadow  of  a  turn. 

4  Sweet  truth,  and  easy  to  repeat  I 

But  when  my  &ith  is  sharply  tried, 
I  find  myself  a  learner  yet,— 
Unskillful,  weak,  and  apt  to  slide. 

5  But,  O  my  Lord !  one  look  from  thee 

Subdues  the  disobedient  will ; 
Drives  doubt  and  discontent  away, 
And  thy  rebellioos  child  is  still. 

6  Thou  art  as  ready  to  foigiTf||. 

As  I  am  ready  to  repine;  '^ 

Be  d[iame  «^xv3l  «^l-iicAatoiL 


J.  y  0.  "  ^*«  ^o^^  of  <*«  ^^  Ufull  of  majetAy.'^ 

1  Eternal  God !  eternal  King ! 

Ruler  of  heaven  and  eartn  beneath ! 
From  thee  our  hopes,  our  comforts  spring; 
Li  thee  we  live,  and  move,  and  breathe. 

2  Thy  word  brought  forth  the  flaming  sun, 

The  changeful  moon,  the  starry  nost : 
In  thine  appointed  course  they  run, 
Till  in  the  final  ruin  lost 

3  At  thy  command  the  storm  is  dumb ; 

And  to  the  sea  thy  power  hath  said, 
**  No  further  shalt  thou  dare  to  come. 
And  here  shall  thy  proud  waves  be 
stayed." 

4  Thy  sway  is  known  below,  above. 

And  fall  of  majesty  thy  voice : 

And,  as  it  speaks,  in  wrath  or  love, 

The  nations  tremble  or  rejoice. 

5  The  final,  awful  hour  is  near. 

Time  paces  on  with  ceaseless  tread. 
When  opening  graves  that  voice  shall 
hear, 
And  render  up  the  sleeping  dead. 

6  Oh,  in  that  great,  decisive  day. 

May  we  be  found  in  Christ,  and  stand, 
While  flaming  worlds  shall  melt  away. 
Accepted,  owned,  at  thy  right  hand ! 

699*  ''^CoM«<  ikffu  Mb  mon  than  Uuur 

1  Lord,  should  my  path  thro' suffering  lie, 

Forbid  that  I  should  ere  repine : 
Still  let  me  turn  to  Calvary, 

Nor  heed  my  griefs,  rememb'ringthine. 

2  Oh,  let  me  think  how  thou  didst  leave 

IJntasted,  every  pure  delight, 
To  fast,  to  &int,  to  watch,  to  grieve, 
The  toUaome  day,  the  homeless  night ; 
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32  9  •    **  ^«  ^^<^^  *»/  ^^^  CroM."— Col.  1 :  20. 

1  Yk  saints,  your  music  bring, 

Attuned  to  sweetest  sound ; 
Strike  every  trembling  string, 

Till  earth  and  heaven  resound : 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  we  sing ; 
Awake,  ye  saints,  each  joyful  string ! 

2  The  cross,  the  cross  alone, 

Subdued  the  powers  of  hell ; 
Like  lightning,  from  his  throne 

The  prince  of  darkness  fell : 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  we  sing ; 
Awake,  ye  saints,  each  joyful  string  1 

3  The  cross  hath  power  to  save 

From  all  the  foes  that  rise ; 

Tlie  cross  hath  made  the  grave 

A  passage  to  the  skies : 

The  triumphs  of  the  cross  we  sing ; 

Awake,  ye  saints,  each  joyful  string ! 

1  n  Q  Q    **  <^if^  ^y  *ww*«*  «fPo»  Thy  ihig\  O 
±  yjOO*  Mott  Mighty  r-Psalm  45. 

1  Gird  on  thy  conquering  sword ! 

Ascend  thy  shming  car. 
And  march,  Almighty  Lord  ! 

To  wage  the  holy  war : 
Before  his  wheels,      I  Ye  valleys,  rise, 
In  glad  surprise,         |  And  sink,  ye  hills ! 

2  Before  thine  awful  face 

Millions  of  foes  shall  fall. 
The  captives  of  thy  grace — 

That  grace  which  conquers  all : 
The  world  shaU  know,  I  What  wondrous  things 
Great  King  of  kings  I   |  Thine  arm  can  do  I 


3  Ilere  to  my  willing  soul 

Bend  thy  triumphant  way  ; 
Here  every  foe  control, 
And  all  thy  power  display : 
My  heart,  thy  throne,  I  Bows  low  to  thee, 
Blest  Jesus,  see,  |  To  theo  alone ! 


1074. 


**  ChrUt  i9  our  Comsr^atOH^:* 


1  Christ  is  our  Corner-stone ; 

On  him  alone  we  build ; 
With  his  true  saints  alone 

The  courts  of  heaven  are  filled : 
On  his  great  love  I  Of  present  grace 
Our  hopes  we  place,  |  And  joys  above. 

2  Oh,  then,  with  hymns  of  praise 

These  hallowed  coorts  diall  ring  I 
Our  voices  we  will  raise. 

The  Three  in  One  to  sin^ ; 
And  thus  proclaim     I  Both  loud  and  long. 
In  joyful  song,  |  That  glorious  Name. 

3  Here,  gracious  God,  do  thou 

For  evermore  draw  nigh ; 
Accept  each  faithful  vow, 

And  mark  each  suppliant  sigh  : 
In  copious  shower,     I  Each  holy  day, 
On  all  who  pray,       |  Thy  blessings  pour. 

4  Here  may  we  gain  from  heaven 

The  grace  which  we  implore, 
And  may  that  grace,  once  given. 
Be  with  us  evermore, — 


Until  that  day 
When  all  the  blest 


To  endless  rest 
Are  called  away. 
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229*  <>^  CbfMtoiit  JWMdL 

1  To  God,  the  miffhty  Lord, 

Your  joyful  uianks  repeat; 
To  him  due  praise  afford, 

As  good  as  he  is  great : 
For  God  doth  prove  our  constant  friend ; 
His  boundless  love  shall  never  end. 

2  He,  in  our  depths  of  woes, 

On  us  with  favor  thought ; 
And  from  our  deadly  foes 

In  peace  and  safety  brought : 
For  God  doth  prove  our  constant  friend ; 
His  boundless  love  shall  never  end. 

3  He  doth  the  food  snpply, 

On  which  all  creatures  live ; 
To  God,  who  reigns  on  high, 

Eternal  praises  give : 
For  God  doth  prove  our  constant  friend ; 
His  boundless  love  shall  never  end. 

523«  ThsYearqfJubiUe. 

1  Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow. 

The  gladly  solemn  sound ! 
Let  all  the  nations  know, 

To  earth's  remotest  bound : 
The  year  of  jubilee  has  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

2  Jesusy  our  m*eat  High  Priest, 

Hath  fidl  atonement  made ; 
Ye  weaiy  spirits,  rest ; 

Ye  mouniful  souls,  be  glad : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ; 
Betom,  ye  zansomed  sinnen^  home. 


3  Exalt  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  sin-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  in  his  blood 

To  all  tiie  world  proclaim : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

4  The  gospel  trumpet  hear, — 

The  news  of  heavenly  grace ; 
And,  saved  from  earth,  appear 

Before  your  Saviour's  face : 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 


872. 


•*  On6  Lord^wufaiih^  (m«  bapUtrnJ* 


1  One  sole  baptismal  sic 

One  Lord,  below,  above. 
One  faith,  one  hope  divine. 

One  only  watchword — ^Love : 
"From  different  temples  though  it  rise, 
One  song  ascendeth  to  the  t&ies. 

2  Our  sacrifice  is  one ; 

One  Priest  before  the  throne ; 
The  slain,  the  risen  Son, 

Redeemer,  Lord  alone  I 
And  sighs  from  contrite  hearts  that  spring, 
Our  chief,  our  choicest  offering. 

3  Head  of  thy  church  beneath ! 

The  catholic,  the  1 
On  all  her  memben  | 
Her  broken  1 
Then  shall  thy  ] 
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25  D*  "^'^  «><««  0/ praise,'* 

1  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 

Whose  breath  our  souls  inspired ; 
Loud  and  more  loud  the  anthems  raise, 
With  grateful  ardor  fired. 

2  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 

Whose  goodness,  passing  thought, 
Loads  every  moment,  as  it  flies, 
With  benefits  unsought 

3  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 

From  whom  salvation  flows ; 
Who  sent  his  Son  our  souls  to  save 
From  everlasting  woes. 

4  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praise, 

For  hope's  transporting  ray, 
Which  lights  through  darkest  shades  of 
death 
To  realms  of  endless  day. 

^\) ^^^^Greater  love  hath  no  man  than  thie."* 

1  Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair, 

We  wretched  sinners  lay. 
Without  one  cheerful  beam  of  hope, 
Or  spark  of  glimmering  day. 

2  With  pitying  eyes  the  Prince  of  Grace 

Beheld  our  helpless  grief: 
He  saw,  and,  oh,  amazing  love  I — 
He  ran  to  our  relie£ 

3  Down  from  the  shining  seats  above, 

With  joyful  haste  he  fled, 
Entered  the  grave  in  mortal  flesh. 
And  dwelt  among  the  dead. 

4  Oh,  for  this  love  let  rocks  and  hills 

Their  lasting  silence  break ; 
And  all  harmonious  human  tongues 
The  Sanour's  praises  speak ! 

5  Angels,  assist  our  mighty  Joys  I 

Strike  all  your  harps  of  gold  1 

♦  Sing  to  New  York  Tune. 


But  when  you  raise  your  highest  notes, 
His  love  can  ne'er  be  told. 

9  A  7  "Cltto  US  a  ChUd  i»  homr 

^U  I  •  Isaiah  9:  0,  7. 

1  To  US  a  Child  of  hope  is  bom. 

To  us  a  Son  is  given ; 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey. 
Him  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

2  His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

For  evermore  adored ; 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counselor, 
The  great  and  mighty  Lord ! 

3  His  power,  increasing,  still  shall  spread ; 

His  reign  no  end  shall  know  : 
Justice  shall  guard  his  throne  above, 
And  peace  abound  below. 

4  To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  bom, 

To  us  a  Son  is  given ; 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counselor, 
The  mighty  Lord  of  heaven. 

277.  **Joy  to  the  world r 

1  Joy  to  the  world  I  the  Lord  is  come! 

Let  earth  receive  her  King ; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  him  room, 
And  heaven  and  nature  sing. 

2  Joy  to  the  world  I  the  Saviour  reigns ! 

Let  men  their  songs  employ ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and 
plains 
Repeat  the  sounding'joy. 

3  No  more  let  sin  and  sorrow  grow. 

Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground  ; 
He  comes  to  make  his  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 

And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  his  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  his  love. 
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1  Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb, 

Amid  his  leather's  throne ; 
Prepare  new  honors  for  his  name, 
And  songs  before  unknown. 

2  Let  ciders  worship  at  his  feet, 

The  church  adore  around, 
With  vials  full  of  odors  sweet, 
And  harps  of  sweeter  sound. 

3  Those  are  the  prayers  of  all  the  saints. 

And  these  too  hymns  they  raise : 
Jesus  is  kind  to  our  complaints  : 
lie  loves  to  hear  our  praise. 

4  Now  to  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slain. 

Be  endless  blessings  paid ! 
Salvation,  glory,  joy,  remain 
For  ever  on  thy  head ! 

6  Thou  hast  redeemed  our  souls  with  blood. 
Hast  set  the  prisoners  free, 
Hast  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God, 
And  we  shall  reign  with  thee. 

Q  /?  Q     ^Lift  up  your  hsad$,  O  ye  gatM,'^ 
0\jO»  PaalmSi. 

1  Lift  up  your  heads,  eternal  gates  1 

Unfold,  to  entertain 
The  King  of  glory ;  see !  he  comes 
"With  his  celestial  train. 

2  Who  is  this  King  of  glory — who  ? 

The  Lord,  for  strength  renowned ; 
In  battle  nnighty ;  o'er  his  foes 
Eternal  Tnctor  crowned. 

3  Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  gates !  unfold. 

In  state  to  entertain 
The  King  of  glory ;  see !  he  comes 
With  all  his  shining  train. 

4  Who  is  the  Kinff  of  glory — ^who  f 

The  Lord  of  hosts  renowned : 


Of 


'  glory  he  alone  is  King, 
Who  is  with  crlory  crow 


glory  crowned. 


*ShotU  unto  God  vtith  ths  wice  qftHumpJir 
Psalm  47. 


387. 

1  Arise,  ye  people,  and  adore ; 

Exulting,  strike  the  chord  ! 
Let  all  the  earth,  from  shore  to  shore. 
Confess  th'  almighty  Lord. 

2  Glad  shouts  aloud,  wide  echoing  round, 

Th'  ascending  God  proclaim  ; 
Th'  angelic  choir  respond  the  sound. 
And  shake  creation's  frame. 

3  They  sing  of  death  and  hell  o'erthrown 

In  that  triumphant  heur ; 
And  God  exalts  his  conquering  Son 
To  his  right  hand  of  power. 

4  Oh,  shout,  ye  people,  and  adore ; 

Exulting  strike  the  chord ! 
Let  all  the  earth,  from  shore  to  shore. 
Confess  th'  almighty  Lord ! 

1 1 0  O  •    "  Welconu,  each  doting  year."" 

1  Awake,  ye  saints!  and  raise  your  eyes, 

And  lift  your  voices  high ; 
Awake,  and  praise  the  sovereign  love. 
That  shows  salvation  nigh. 

2  Swift  on  the  wings  of  time  it  flies, 

Each  moment  orinffs  it  near ; 

Then  welcome,  each  declining  day  I 

Welcome,  each  closing  year  I 

3  Not  many  years  their  round  shall  run, 

Not  many  mornings  rise, 
Ere  all  its  glories  stimd  revealed 
To  our  Immuring  eye^^ 

4  Ye  wheels  of  natorei  ipiiMMMpime  I 

Ye  mortal  powei%  t 
Fast  as  ye  faring  the  l 
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1  Softly  fades  the  twilight  ray 
Of  tbie  holy  Sabbath  day ; 
Gently  as  life's  setting  sun, 
When  the  Christian's  course  is  ran. 

2  Peace  is  on  the  world  abroad ; 
'T  is  the  holy  peace  of  God  ; 

Symbol  of  the  peace  within, 
When  the  spirit  rests  from  sin. 

3  Still  the  Spirit  lingers  near, 
Where  the  evening  worshiper 
Seeks  communion  with  the  skies, 
Pressing  onward  to  the  prize. 

4  Saviour,  may  our  Sabbaths  be 
Days  of  peace  and  joy  in  thee ! 
Till  in  heaven  our  souls  repose, 
Where  the  Sabbath  ne'er  shall  close. 

^(/O,  Con/tdwee  in  God's  Care.— Psalm  28. 

1  To  thy  pastures  Mr  and  large, 
Heavenly  Shepherd,  lead  thy  charge ; 
And  my  couch,  with  tendcrest  care, 
*Mid  the  q>ringing  grass  prepare. ' 

2  When  I  faint  with  summer's  heat, 
Thou  shalt  guide  my  weary  feet 
To  the  streams  that,  still  and  slow, 
Through  the  verdant  meadows  flow. 

8  Safe  the  dreary  vale  I  tread. 
By  the  shades  of  death  o'erspread, 
With  thy  rod  and  staff  supplied — 
This  my  guard,  and  that  my  guide. 

4  Constant  to  my  latest  end, 
Thou  my  footsteps  shalt  attend ; 
TTioa  shalt  bid  my  hallowed  dome 
Yield  me  an  eternal  hom(i* 


QQ^       **Ibnow  my  9hsep^  and  awn  kiunen  <f 

1  Jesus,  Shepherd  of  the  sheep ; 
Powerful  is  thine  arm  to  keep 
All  thy  flocks  with  safest  care, 
Fed  in  pastures  large  and  fsLiT, 

2  Thee  their  Guide  and  Guard  they  own ; 
Thee  they  love,  and  thee  alone : 
Thee  they  follow  day  by  day, 
Fearful  lest  their  feet  should  stray. 

3  Lord,  thy  helpless  sheep  behold ; 
Gather  idl  unto  thy  fold ; 
Gently  lead  the  wanderers  home ; 
Watch  them,  lest  again  they  roam* 

4  Bring  thy  sheep,  now  far  astray, 
Lost  in  Satan's  evil  way ; 
Then,  the  fold  and  shepherd  one, 

We  shall  praise  thee  round  the  throne. 

416.  "^«*<  <*y  lurtUn  vpon  the  Zord."*— Pnlro  K 

1  Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord  ; 
Lean  thou  only  on  his  word  : 
Ever  will  he  be  thy  stay. 

Though  the  heavens  shall  melt  away. 

2  Ever  in  the  raging  storm. 

Thou  shalt  sec  his  cheering  form, 
Hear  his  pledge  of  coming  aid  : 
"  It  is  I,  be  not  afraid." 

3  Cast  thy  burden  at  his  feet; 
Linger  near  his  mercy-seat : 
He  will  lead  thee  by  the  hand 
Gently  to  the  better  land. 

4  He  will  gird  thee  by  his  power. 
In  thy  weary,  faintiiig  hour ; 
Lean,  then,  loving,  on  his  word ; 
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^y  7  •    "  '  ^y  *>«>»  »»y  Uj6for  ihs  sheep:* 

1  Shepherd  of  the  ransomed  flock, 
Lead  us  to  the  shadowing  rock, 
Where  the  cooling  waters  flow. 
Where  the  freshening  pastures  grow. 

2  Grant,  O  Lord,  that  wo  may  be 
Ever  glad  to  follow  thee ; 

And  with  thankfbl  hearts  rejoice, 
When  we  hear  thy  gracious  voice. 

3  Saviour,  when  thy  loved  ones  stray 
From  the  new  and  living  way, 
Gently  call  thine  own  by  name ; 
All  our  wand'ring  steps  reclaim. 

4  Through  the  hours  of  darksome  night 
Keep  us  in  thy  watchful  sight ; 

O'er  each  deadly  foe  prevau. 
Let  no  harm  thy  fold  assail. 

5  Jesus,  who  thy  life  didst  give. 
Dying  that  thy  sheep  might  live ; 
Let  us  in  thy  presence  rest, 
With  eternal  comfort  blest 

4:4:^ •       *^  Every  precioue  name  in  One.'" 

1  Sweeter  sounds  than  music  knows 

Charm  me  in  Immanuel's  name ; 
All  her  hopes  my  spirit  owes 

To  hifi  birth,  and  cross,  and  shame. 

2  When  he  came,  the  angels  sung, 

"  Glory  be  to  God  on  high :" 
Lord,  unloose  my  stammenng  tongue ; 
Who  should  louder  sing  than  I  i 

8  Bid  the  Lord  a  man  become, 
That  he  might  the  law  fulfill, 
Bleed  and  suner  in  my  room, — 
And  canst  thou,  my  tongue,  be  still  ? 

4  No :  I  must  my  praises  bring. 

Though  they  worthless  are,  and  weak ; 


For,  should  I  refuse  to  sing, 

Sure  the  very  stones  would  speak. 

6  O  my  Saviour !  Shield,  and  Sun, 

Shepherd,  Brother,  Lord,  and  Friend — 
Every  precious  name  in  one  ! 
I  will  love  thee  without  end. 

01 4.  ^A«  y<>^*  o/tToOTW.— Matt  11:  28-8a 

1  Comb,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 

Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice ; 
I  will  guide  vou  to  your  home ; 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  come  ! 

2  Thou  who,  homeless  and  forlorn. 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn, 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste, 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  haste. 

3  Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain. 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain ; 
Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn. 

In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn : — 

4  nither  come !  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound ; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure, 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 

965.  •  *"  The  God  of  my  lifeP 

1  Source  and  Giver  of  repose, 
From  thee  all  my  comfort  flows : 
Peace  and  happiness  are  thine ; 
Mine  they  are,  if  thou  art  mine. 

2  Thee  to  praise  and  thee  to  know 
Constitute  my  bliss  below ; 
Thee  to  see  and  thee  to  lovo 
Constitute  my  bliss  above. 

3  Lord!  itisnotliiil. 

If  thv  pi — 
Loxdl  \t  \ikOXi 
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Gtri9t  U  mine. 


Why  should  I  fear  the  darkest  hour, 
Or  tremble  at  the  tempest's  power  ? 
Jesus  vouchsafes  to  be  my  tower. 
Though  hot  the  fight,  why  quit  the  field  ? 
Why  should  I  either  fiee  or  yield, 
Since  Jesus  is  my  mighty  Shield  ? 
Tho'  all  the  flocks  and  herds  were  dead, 
My  soul  a  famine  need  not  dread, 
For  Jesus  is  my  living  bread. 
I  know  not  what  may  soon  betide, 
Or  how  my  wants  shall  be  supplied ; 
But  Jesus  knows  and  will  provide. 
Though  sin  would  fill  me  with  distress, 
The  mrone  of  grace  I  dare  address, 
For  Jesus  is  my  righteousness. 
Against  mo  earth  and  hell  combine, 
But  on  my  side  is  power  divine : 
Jesus  is  all,  and  he  is  mine. 


^  Loved  with  an  everUuUng  love,"" 


683. 

1  Though  waves  and  storms  go  o'er  my 

head, 
Though    strength,   and    health,  and 
friends  be  ^one ; 
Though  joys  be  withered  all,  and  dead, 

Though  every  comfort  be  withdrawn ; 
On  this  my  steadfast  soul  relies, — 
Father,  thy  mercy  never  dies. 

2  Fixed  on  Uiis  ground  will  I  remain, 

Though  heart  may  Ml,  and  flesh  decay; 
This  anchor  shall  my  soul  sustain, 

When  earth's  foundations  melt  away : 
Mercy's  full  power  I  then  shall  prove. 
Loved  with  an  everlasting  love. 

Q/^Q  The  Ommunion  qfSainU, 

OUO.  Heb.  12  :  18-25. 

1  Not  to  the  mount  that  burned  with  flame, 
To  darkness,  tempest,  and  the  sound 
Of  trum]>ets'  tone  that,  startling,  came, 
Nor  voice  of  words  that  rent  the  grou«^ 


While  Israel  heard  with  trembling  awe 
Jehovah  thunder  forth  his  law, — 

2  But  to  mount  Zion  we  are  come, 

The  city  of  the  living  God, 
Jerusalem  our  heavenly  home, 

The  courts  by  angel-l^ons  trod ; 
Where  meet  in  cvenasUng  lovo 
The  Church  of  the  first-bom  above ; — 

3  To  God,  the  Judge  of  quick  and  dead, 

The  perfect  spirits  of  the  just, 
Jesus,  our  great  new-covenant  Head, 

The  blood  of  sprinkling, — ^firomthednst, 
That  better  things  than  Abel's  erics, 
And  pleads  a  Saviour's  sacrifice. 

4  Oh,  hearken  to  the  healmg  voice, 

That  speaks  from  heaven,  in  tones  so 
mild! 
To-day,  are  life  and  death  our  choice; 

Tonday,  through  mercy  reconciled. 
Our  all  to  God  we  yet  may  give : 
Now  let  us  hear  his  voice,  and  live. 

1  1  /£^     "  Thou  teeniest  forth  for  the  ealeation 
JL±1tOm  of  Thy  peopUr 

1  Like  Israel's  host  to  exile  dnven, 

Across  the  flood  the  pilgrims  fled ; 
Their  hands  bore  up  the  ark  of  IIcaveD, 

And  Heaven  their  trusting  footsteps  led, 
Till  on  these  savage  shores  they  tiod. 
And  won  the  wilderness  for  God. 

2  Then,  when  their  weary  ark  found  rest^ 

Another  Zion  proudly  grew ; 
In  more  than  Judah's  glory  dressed. 

With  light  that  Israel  never  knew : 
From  sea  to  sea  her  empire  spread. 
Her  temple  heaven,  and  Christ  her  Head. 

3  Then  let  the  grateful  church,  to-day, 

Its  ancient  rite  with  gladness  keep ; 
And  still  our  fathers'  God  display 
^      '  i^kindness,  though  the  fathersdeep: 
\  thou  hast  blessed  the  pasfti 
ndlm^^exidlieavenBhaulastl 
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"  7%a<  ir«  m^y  «u><  5a  aihamed  at 
ma  coming.^ 


802. 

1  And  art  thou,  gracious  Master,  gone, 

A  mansion  to  prepare  for  me  ? 
Shall  I  behold  thee  on  thy  throne, 

And  there  for  ever  sit  with  thee  ? 
Then  let  the  world  approve  or  blame, 
I  '11  triumph  in  thy  glorious  name ! 

2  Should  I,  to  gain  the  world's  applause, 

Or  to  escape  ite  harmless  frown, 
Befuse  to  lovo  and  plead  thy  cause, 

And  make  thy  people's  lot  my  own, — 
"What  shame  would  fill  me  in  that  day. 
When  thou  thy  glory  wilt  display ! 

3  No ;  let  the  world  cast  out  my  name. 

And  vile  account  me,  if  they  will ; 
If  to  confess  the  Lord  be  shame, 

I  purpose  to  be  viler  still : 
For  thee,  my  God,  I  all  resign. 
Content  if  I  can  call  thee  mine. 

4  "What  transport  then  shall  fill  my  heart, 

When  thou  my  worthless  name  wilt  own; 
When  I  shall  see  thee  as  thou  art. 

And  know  as  I  myself  am  known ! 
From  sin  and  fear  and  sorrow  free, 
My  soul  shall  find  its  rest  in  thee. 

823.  ^'Thta  wiU  IUM6r 

1  Theb  will  I  love,  my  Strength  and  Tower, 
Thee  will  I  love,  my  Joy  and  Crown, 

Thee  will  I  love  with  all  my  power, 
In  all  my  works, — and  thee  alone ; 
Thee  will  I  love,  till  that  pure  fire 
Fills  my  whole  soul  with  strong  desire. 

2  In  darkness  willingly  I  strayed, 

I  sought  thee,  yet  from  thee  I  roved ; 
Farwidemywanaeringthonghtswere  spread, 

Thy  creatures  more  than  thee  I  loved : 
And  now,  if  more  at  length  I  sec, 
T  is  throt^h  thy  light,  and  comes  from  thee. 
8  I  thank  thee,  uncreated  Sun, 

Thsttby  bright  beams  on  me  have  ahincd ; 
Itiuak  &ee,  who  bast  overthrown 


My  foes,  and  healed  my  wounded  mind ; 
I  thank  thee,  whoso  enlivening  voice 
Bids  my  freed  heart  in  thee  rejoice. 
4  Tlieo  will  I  love,  my  Joy,  my  Crown ; 

Thee  will  I  love,  my  Lord,  my  God ; 
Thee  will  I  love  beneath  thy  frown 


Or  smile,  thy  scepter  or  thy  rod : 
What  though  my  heart  and  flesh  c 
Thee  shall  I  lovo  in  endless  day, 


decay, 


J  J  ^2      **  ^^  '^''%T^  l^ine,  the  night  aUo  U 

1  Thou  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 

Of  all  this  wondrous  world  we  see ; 
Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night. 

Are  but  reflections  caught  from  thee ; 
Where'er  we  turn,  thy  glories  shine. 
And  all  things  fidr  and  bright  are  thine. 

2  When  day,  with  farewell  beam,  dela}-s 

Among  the  opening  clouds  of  even. 
And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze 

Through  golden  vistas  into  heaven, — 
Those  hues  that  make  the  sun's  decline 
So  soft,  so  radiant.  Lord,  arc  thine. 

3  When  youthful  spring  around  us  breathes, 

Thy  Spirit  warms  her  fragrant  sigh. 
And  every  flower  the  summer  wreathes 

Is  bom  beneath  thy  kindling  eye : 
Where'er  we  turn,  thy  glories  shine. 
And  all  things  fair  and  bright  arc  thine. 

±^i  7  •    "-^  *'»^^  whom  I  have  htlUtedr 

1  My  Saviour !  can  it  ever  be, 

And  wilt  thou  deign  to  smile  on  me  ? 
Yes  I  thou  wilt  own  me  on  tibat  day, — 
Thou  wilt  not  cast  my  soul  away : 
I  know  in  whom  I  have  believed ; 
I  know  by  whcmi  I  am  ji^^yed. 

2  'Tis  even  80,  i 
Cleansed  by  1 
I  venture  to  1 


rnom  i  nave  believed ; 
i^hcmi  I  am  AM^ed. 
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4:4:9  •        "  ^  77^«/>r  Atfp  1M  cry." 

1  Spirit  of  truth  1  on  this  thy  day, 

To  thee  for  help  we  cry, 
To  guide  us  through  the  dreary  way 
Oi  dark  mortality. 

2  We  ask  not.  Lord,  the  cloven  flame, 

Or  tongues  of  various  tone ; 
But  long  thy  praises  to  proclaim 
With  fervor  in  our  own. 

3  No  heavenly  harpings  soothe  our  ear, 

No  mystic  dreams  we  share ; 

Yet  hope  to  feel  thy  comfort  near, 

And  bless  thee  in  our  prayer. 

4  When  tongues  shall   cease,  and  power 

decay. 
And  knowledge  empty  prove. 
Do  thou  thy  trembling  servants  stay 
With  faith,  and  hope,  and  love. 

7  0 1  •  ChrUt  above  all  elte. 

1  Compared  with  Christ,  in  all  beside 

No  comeliness  I  see ; 
The  one  thing  needful,  dearest  Lord, 
Is  to  be  one  with  thee. 

2  The  sense  of  thine  expiring  lovo 

Into  my  soul  convey; 
Thyself  bestow !  for  thee  alone, 
My  All  in  All,  I  pray. 

8  Less  than  thyself  will  not  suffice 

My  comfort  to  restore ; 
More  than  thyself  I  can  not  crave, 

And  thou  canst  give  no  more. 
4  Whatever  consists  not  with  thy  love, 

Oh,  teach  me  to  resign ! 
I  'm  rich  to  all  th*  intents  of  bliss, 

If  thou,  O  Lord,  art  mine. 

1  When  blest  with  that  transporting  vieW} 
TbAt  Jesus  died  tor  me, 


T^ 


For  this  sweet  hope  what  praise  is  dne^ 

0  God  of  grace,  to  thee ! 

2  And  may  I  hope  that  Christ  is  mine  \ 

That  source  of  every  bliss. 
That  noblest  gift  of  love  divine  ? 
What  wondrous  grace  is  this  I 

3  My  highest  praise,  alas,  how  poor ! 

How  cold  my  warmest  love  I 
Dear  Saviour,  teach  mo  to  adore 
As  angels  do  above. 

4  Then  shall  my  joyful  powers  unite 

In  more  exalted  lays. 
And  join  the  happy  sons  of  light 
In  everlasting  ptaise. 

7  4:4:.  FuUnett  qf  JSedempUon. 

1  If  thou  impart  thyself  to  me, 

No  other  good  I  need  : 
If  thou,  the  Son,  shalt  make  me  free, 

1  shall  be  free  indeed. 

2  I  can  not  rest  till  in  thy  blood 

I  full  redemption  have ; 
But  thou,  through  whom  I  come  to  Qod 
Canst  to  the  utmost  save. 

3  From  sin, — ^the  guilt,  the  power,  the  pain 

Thou  wilt  redeem  my  soul : 
Lord,  I  believe — and  not  in  vain ; 
My  faith  shall  make  me  whole. 

4  I,  too,  with  thee,  shall  walk  in  white ; 

With  all  thy  saints  shall  prove 
The  length,  and  breadth,  and  depth,  and 
height 
Of  everlasting  love. 

7o7«       ''SaHour,  7hy9e{^ rweaV* 

I  Saviour,  to  me  thyself  reveal. 
While  here  on  earth  I  rove ; 
Speak  to  my  heart,  and  let  me  feel 
The  IdndJiiur  of  thy  love. 
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2  Sweet  as  the  dew  on  Lcrb  and  flower 

That  silently  distill?, 
At  evening's  soft  and  balmy  hour, 
On  Zion's  fruitful  hills, — 

3  So,  with  mild  influence  from  above. 

Shall  promised  grace  descend, 
Till  universal  peace  and  love 
O'er  all  the  earth  extendi 

Ql  1       *"!  dwea  with  him  that  ia  of  a  Awk^ 
a  XX*  tpirU."* 

1  Thy  home  is  with  the  humble,  Lord  I 

The  simplest  are  the  best ; 
Thy  lodging  is  in  child-like  hearts; 
Thou  makest  there  thy  rest. 

2  Dear  Comforter!  eternal  Love ! 

If  thou  wilt  stay  with  me, 
Of  lowly  thoughts  and  simple  ways 
I  '11  build  a  Bouse  for  thee. 

3  "Who  made  this  beating  heart  of  mine 

But  thou,  my  heavenly  Guest  ? 
Let  no  one  have  it,  then,  but  thee, 
And  let  it  be  thy  rest! 

912.         TK4  BmpUeUy  0/ ChrUL 

1  Ou,  see  how  Jesus  trusts  himself 

Unto  our  childish  love ! 
As  though  by  his  free  ways  with  us 
Our  earnestness  to  prove. 

2  His  sacred  name  a  common  word 

On  earth  he  loves  to  hear ; 
There  is  no  majesty  in  him 
Which  love  may  not  come  near. 

3  The  light  of  love  is  round  his  feet» 

His  paths  are  never  dim ; 
And  he  comes  nigh  to  us  when  wo 
Dare  not  come  nigh  to  him. 

4  Let  us  be  simple  wi^  him,  1 

Not  backward,  st^  nor  < 
As  though  our  Bethlehem  l 


2  With  thee  conversing,  I  forget 
All  time  and  toil  and  care ; 
Labor  is  rest,  and  pain  is  sweet, 
If  thou,  my  Goa,  art  here. 
S  Here,  then,  my  God,  be  pleased  to  stay, 
And  make  my  heart  rejoice ; 
My  bounding  heart  shall  own  thy  sway. 
And  echo  to  thy  voice. 

4  Thou  callest  me  to  seek  thy  face ; 

Thy  iGace,  O  God,  I  seek,— 
Attend  the  whispers  of  thy  grace, 
And  hear  thee  inly  «peak. 

5  Let  this  my  every  hour  employ. 

Till  I  thy  glory  sec. 
Enter  into  my  Master's  joy. 
And  find  my  heaven  in  thee. 

Q  lo«    "-^o"?.  '^'^»  I  would  bs  Thins  alons^* 

1  As  by  the  light  of  opening  day 

The  stars  are  all  concealed, 
So  eartbly  pleasures  fade  away 
When  Jesus  is  revealed. 

2  These  pleasures  now  no  longer  please. 

No  more  content  aflford ; 
Far  from  my  heart  be  joys  like  these. 
For  I  have  seen  the  Lord. 

3  Now,  Lord !  I  would  be  thine  alone. 

And  wholly  live  to  thee ; 
But  may  I  hope  that  thou  wilt  own 
A  worthless  one  like  me  f 

4  Yes;  though  of  sinners  I'm  the  worst, 

I  can  not  doubt  thy  will ; 
For  if  thou  hadst  not  loved  me  first, 
I  had  refused  thee  still. 

862.   llUSjHHiqfFsaes.-'Vuhnm. 

1  Spirit  of  peace !  celestial  Dove  1 
How  excellent  thypraise! 
No  richer  gift  than  Christian  love 
lliy  gracious  power  displays. 


him.    ^^^ 
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^  O  y  •    *'^  ^^^^  choMn  you."— John  15 :  11 

.1  'T  IS  not  that  I  did  choose  thee, 

For,  Lord,  that  could  not  be ; 
This  heart  would  still  refuse  thee, 

But  thou  hast  chosen  me  : 
Thou  from  the  sin  that  stained  me 

Hast  made  me  pure  and  free ; 
Of  old  thou  hast  ordained  mo 

That  I  should  live  to  thee. 

2  *T  was  sovereign  mercy  called  me, 

And  taught  my  opening  mind ; 
The  world  had  else  enthralled  me. 

To  heavenly  glories  blind. 
My  heart  owns  none  above  thee  ; 

For  thy  rich  grace  I  thirst ; 
This  knowing,  if  I  love  thee. 

Thou  must  have  loved  me  first. 


*Be  strong  in  ths  LordT 


894. 

1  0  FAINT  and  feeble-hearted, 

Why  thus  cast  down  with  feart 
Fresh  aid  shall  be  imparted ; 
Thy  God  unseen  is  near. 

2  His  eye  can  never  slumber. 

He  marks  thy  cruel  foes ; 
Observes  their  strength,  their  number, 
And  all  thy  weakness  knows. 

8  Through  heavy  clouds  of  sorrow 
Make  dark  thy  path  to-day, 
There  may  shine  ferth  to-morrow 
Once  more  a  cheering  ray. 


4  Though  doubts  and  grie&  assailing 
Conceal  heaven's  &ir  abode ; 
Yet  now  faith's  power  prevailing 
Should  stay  thy  mind  on  6o<£ 

J.  (Jo  ±  •    '^^  aneUni  Saerammial  JTpmm. 

1  O  Bread  to  pilgrims  given, 

O  Food  that  angels  eat^ 
O  Manna  sent  from  heaven, 

For  heaven-bom  natures  meet ! 
Give  us  for  thee  long  pining, 

To  eat  till  richly  filled; 
Till,  earth's  delights  resigning, 

Our  every  wiim  is  stilled  1 

2  O  Water,  life-bestowing. 

From  out  the  Savioi^s  hearti 
A  fountain  purely  flowing, 

A  fount  of  love  thou  art  I 
Oh  let  us,  freely  tasting. 

Our  burning  thirst  assuage  I 
Thy  sweetness,  never  wasting. 

Avails  from  age  to  age. 

8  Jesus,  this  feast  receiving. 

We  thee  unseen  adore ; 
Thy  faithful  word  believing. 

We  take — and  doubt  no  more ; 
Give  us,  ihou  true  and  loving. 

On  earth  to  live  in  thee ; 
The,n,  death  the  vail  removing^ 

T^y  glorious  face  to  see  I 


\ 
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1 U  O  JL  •**  -^-s^''.  ^  Itrasl,  1  ant  Ood,  etfen  thy  God:* 

1  On  the  mountain's  top  appearing, 
Lo  !  the  sacred  herald  stands, 
Welcome  news  to  Zion  bearing, 
Zion  long  in  hostile  lands  : 

Mourning  captive ! 
God  himself  will  loose  thy  bands. 

2   Has  thy  night  been  long  and  mournful  ? 
Have  thy  friends  unfaithful  proved  1 
Have  thy  K)es  been  proud  and  scornful. 
By  thy  sighs  and  tears  unmoved  ? 

Cease  thy  mourning ! 
Zion  still  is  well  beloved. 

^     God,  thy  God  will  now  restore  thee ; 
He  himself  appears  thy  Friend  ; 
All  thy  foes  shall  flee  before  thee ; 
Here  their  boasts  and  triumphs  end  : 

Great  deliverance 
Zion's  King  vouchsafes  to  send. 

^     Enemies  no  more  shall  trouble, — 

All  thy  wronss  shall  be  redressed  ; 
For  thy  shame  Uiou  shalt  have  double, 
In  thy  Maker's  &vor  blest : 

All  thy  conflicts 
End  in  everlasting  rest 

-B-   127.  "  ^  iHngdom  com«.''-M8tt « :  10. 
^       (y^R  the  gloomy  hills  of  darkness 

Look,  my  soul!  be  still, — and  gaze ; 
See  the  promises  advancing 
To  a  fflorious  day  of  grace : 

Blessed  jubilee ! 
Let  thy  glorious  morning  dawn. 

Xiet  the  dark,  benighted  pagan. 

Let  the  rude  barbarian  see 
^ihat  divine  and  glorious  conquest^ 
Once  obtained  on  Calvary : 

Let  the  gospel 
Loud  reflouni^  mm  pole  to  pole! 
14 


3  Kingdoms  wide  that  sit  in  darkness — 

Grant  them,  Lord,  the  glorious  light ; 
Now  from  eastern  coast  to  western 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night ; 

Let  redemption, 
Freely  purchased,  win  the  day. 

4  Fly  abroad,  thou  mighty  gospel  I 

Win  and  conquer, —  never  cease ; 
May  thy  lasting,  wide  dominions 
Multiply  and  still  increase  : 

Sway  thy  scepter, 
Saviour !  all  the  world  around. 

JL  i^O  U  •      ^^  Judgment  welcomed. 

1  Lo  !  he  Cometh — countless  trumpets 

Wake  to  life  the  slumbering  dead ; 
Mid  ten  thousand  saints  and  angels, 
See  their  great,  exalted  Head : 

Hallelujah ! 
Welcome,  welcome.  Son  of  God  I 

2  Full  of  joyful  expectation, 

Saints  behold  the  Judge  appear  I 
Truth  and  justice  go  before  him — 
Now  the  joyftil  sentence  hear : 

Hallelujah! 
Welcome,  welcome.  Judge  divine ! 

3  "  Come,  ye  blessed  of  my  Father, 

Enter  into  life  and  joy ; 
Banish  all  your  fears  and  sorrows ; 
Endless  praise  be  your  employ : " 

Hallelujah  1 
Welcome,  welcome  to  the  skies ! 

DOXOLOOY. 

Great  Jehovah,  we  adore  thee, 
God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 

God  the  Spirit,  joined  in  glory 
On  the  same  eternal  throne ; 

Endless  pfraises 
To  Jehovah,  Three  in  Onel 
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1  Yb  humble  souls,  approach  your  God 

With  songs  of  sacred  praise ; 
For  he  is  gCHod,  supremely  good, 
And  kind  are  all  his  ways. 

2  All  nature  owns  his  guardian  care ; 

In  him  we  live  and  move ; 
But  nobler  benefits  declare 
The  wonders  of  his  love. 

3  He  gave  his  well  beloved  Son, 

To  save  our  souls  from  sin : 
'T  is  here  he  makes  his  goodness  known, 
And  proves  it  all  divine. 

4  To  this  dear  Refuge,  Lord,  we  come, 

And  here  our  hope  relies ; 
A  safe  defense,  a  peaceful  home. 
When  storms  of  trouble  rise. 

5  Thine  eye  beholds,  with  kind  regard, 

The  souls  who  trust  in  thee ; 
Their  humble  hope  thou  wilt  reward 
With  bliss  divmely  free. 

6  Great  God  !  to  thine  almighty  love 

What  honors  shall  we  raise  ? 
Not  all  the  raptured  songs  above 
Can  render  equal  praise. 

323*     ''J^Lovi^OhrUteonttrainslhuM,'* 

1  Jbsus,  in  thy  transporting  name 

What  blissful  glories  rise  I 
Jesus — ^the  angels*  sweetest  theme ! 
The  wonder  of  the  skies ! 

2  Well  might  the  skies  with  wonder  view 

A  love  so  strange  as  thine ! 
No  thought  of  angels  ever  ' 
Compassion  so  divine  I 

8  Jesus,  and  didst  thou  Ut 
To  bear  our  sins  and/ 


;hine ! 
rer  knew 


And  didst  thou  bleed,  and  groan,  as 
For  vile,  rebellious  foes  ? 

4  Is  there  a  heart  that  will  not  bend 

To  thy  divine  control  f 
Descend,  O  sovereign  Love,  descend 
And  melt  the  Btm)bom  soul  I 

5  Oh,  may  our  willing  hearts  confess 

Thy  sweet,  thy  gentle  sway ! 
Glad  captives  of  resistless  grace, 
Thy  pleasing  rule  obey. 

6  Come,  dearest  Lord,  extend  thy  rcic 

Till  rebels  rise  no  more ; 
Thy  praise  all  nature  then  shall  joii 
And  heaven  and  earth  adore. 

1  1  Q  ^       **  7\Mt  conM,  Ihett  «0m«— ^ftt'ne  m 
HOtc.  bandtr 

1  Daughter  of  Zion  I  from  the  dust 

Exalt  thy  fisllen  head; 
Again  in  thy  Redeemer  trust; 
He  calls  thee  from  the  dead. 

2  Awake,  awake  !  put  on  thy  strengtl 

Thy  beautiful  Array ; 
The  day  of  freedom  dawns  at  lengtl 
The  Lord's  appointed  day. 

3  Rebuild  thy  walls,  thy  bounds  enlar. 

And  send  thy  heralds  forth ; 
Say  to  the  south,  ^  Give  up  thy  chai 
And  keep  not  back,  O  north ! 

4  They  come,  they  cornel — thine  ea 

bands, 
Where'er  tiiej  rest  or  roamy 
Have  heard  thy  voice  in  distant  land 
And  hasten  to  their  home. 

5  Thus,  thouffh  the  univeive  ahall  ban 

And  God  his  worka  deatroj, 
With  songs  thjr  rana<Mn«d  ahill  letai 
And  everlasting  joy. 
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Q|(j,    SU$»edne$s  qf  the  OommwUim  nf  JSaimtt, 

1  Happt  the  souls  to  Jesus  joined, 

Aud  saved  bj  grace  alone : 
'Walking  in  all  his  ways,  they  find 
Their  heaven  on  earth  begun* 

2  The  church  triumphant  in  thy  love, — 

Their  mighty  joys  we  know : 
l!liey  sing  the  Lamb  in  hymns  above. 

And  we,  in  hymns  below. 
8  Thee,  in  thy  glorious  realm,  they  praise, 

And  bow  before  thy  throne : 
We,  in  the  kingdom  of  thy  grace ; — 

The  kingdoms  are  but  one. 
4  The  holy  to  the  holiest  leads ; 

From  thence  our  spirits  rise : 
And  he  that  in  thy  statutes  treads 

Shall  meet  thee  in  the  skies. 

Oil*  **  Of  <m4  hsart  and  qf  one  iouV* 

1  Blest  be  the  dear,  uniting  love. 

That  will  not  let  us  part : 
Our  bodies  may  far  off  remove ; 
We  still  are  one  in  heart 

2  Joined  in  one  spirit  to  our  head, 

Where  he  appoints  we  go ; 
We  still  in  Jesus'  footsteps  tread. 

And  show  his  praise  below. 
8  Oh,  may  we  ever  walk  in  him, 

And  nothing  know  beside  i 
Nothing  desire,  nothing  esteem. 

But  Jesus  crucified ! 
4  Partakers  of  the  Saviour's  grace, 

The  same  in  mind  and  heart, 
Not  joy,  nor  grief,  nor  time,  nor  place, 

Nor  life,  nor  death,  can  part. 

873.    -^-fS&sr^fSir'*^" 

1  Father  of  merciesi  send  thy  grace, 
AU-poweifiil  from  abovc^ 


To  form  in  our  obedient  souls 
The  image  of  thy  love. 

2  Oh,  may  our  sympathizing  breasts 

That  generous  pleasure  know, 
Kindly  to  share  in  others'  joy. 
And  weep  for  others'  woe  f 

3  When  poor  and  helpless  sons  of  grief 

In  deep  distress  are  laid. 
Soft  be  our  hearts  their  pains  to  feel. 
And  swift  our  hands  to  aid. 

4  So  Jesus  looked  on  dying  men. 

When  throned  above  the  skies. 
And  in  the  Father's  bosom  blest. 
He  felt  compassion  rise. 

5  On  wings  of  love  the  Saviour  flew, 

To  raise  us  from  the  ground, 
And  made  the  richest  of  his  blood 
A  balm  for  every  wound ! 


"7%«y  9haU  U  as  Mount  Zionr—Tsahn  19& 


883. 

1  Unshaken  as  the  sacred  hill, 

And  fixed  as  mountains  be, 
Firm  as  a  rock  the  soul  shall  rest, 
That  leans,  O  Lord,  on  thee ! 

2  Not  walls,  nor  hills,  could  guard  so  well 

Old  Salem's  happy  ground, 

As  those  eternal  arms  of  love. 

That  every  saint  surround. 

3  Deal  gently.  Lord,  with  souls  sincere. 

And  lead  them  safely  on 
To  the  bright  gates  of  paradise, 
Where  Christ,  their  Lord,  is  gone. 


DOXOLOOT. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghosti 
One  God,  whom  we  a(K>re, 

Be  glory  as  it  ^a&|\&\iC]r«> 
And  difiSW)^  «v«nn»t^\ 


( 


212  NEW   SABBATH   HYMN   AND   TUNE   BOOK. 

WARE.    L,M. 


713.  ^'Flcywfiut,  my  ««ar« T-Lnke  22 :  62. 

1  Flow  fast,  my  tears !  the  cause  is  great ; 

This  tribute  claims  an  injured  Friend — 
One  whom  I  long  pursued  with  hate, 
And  yet  he  loved  me  to  the  end. 

2  Fast  flow  my  tears, — ^yet  fiaster  flow ! 

Stream  copious  as  yon  purple  tide  : 
T  was  I  that  dealt  the  deadly  blow ; 
I  urged  the  hand  that  pierced  his  side. 

8  Fast,  and  yet  faster  flow  my  tears  I 

Love  breaks  the  heart,  and  drowns  the 
eyes; 
His  visage  marred  toward  heaven  he 
rears. 
And,  pleading  for  his  murderers,  dies  i 

Too.  Unio  J6tu9. 

1  See  a  poor  sinner,  dearest  Lord, 
Whose  soul,  encouraged  by  thy  word, 
At  mercy's  footstool  would  remain. 
And  then  would  look, — and  look  again. 

2  Ah !  bring  a  wretched  wanderer  home. 
Now  to  thy  footstool  let  me  come, 
And  tell  thee  all  my  grief  and  pain. 
And  wait  and  look, — and  look  again  I 

S  Take  courage,  then,  my  trembling  soul ; 
One  look  ft'om  Christ  will  make  thee 

whole : 
Trust  thou  in  him,  'tis  not  in  vain. 
But  wait  and  look, — and  look  again. 

4  Look  to  the  Lord,  his  word,  his  throne ; 
Look  to  his  grace,  and  not  your  own ; 
There  wait  and  look,  and  look  again ; 
You  shall  not  wait,  nor  look  in  vain. 

5  Ere  loi^  that  happy  day  will  com^^||tt|^etum,  al 
When  f  shall  reach  my  blissful  hof  ^Hgf  ^®^  ^ 
And  when  to  ^otj  I  attain,         /  ^HP^  ^  ^ 

Ob,  then  I  Tl  fook,— and  look  mJ  Vkdbi^ 


QQ  J_      ^'Seium  wUo  thy  rett,  O  my  Ami.* 
yOTC.  Psalm  m 

1  Return,  my  soul,  unto  thy  rest. 
From  vain   pursuits    and   madd 

cares, 
From  lonely  woes  that  wring  thy  I 
The  world's  alloring,  £Eital  snares 

2  Return  unto  thy  rest,  my  aool. 
From  all  the  wanderings  of  thy  the 

From  sickness  unto  deaui  made  wl 
Safe  through  a  thousand  perils  bn 

3  Then  to  thy  rest,  my  soal,  return, 
From  passions  every  hour  at  stri 

Sin's  works  and  ways  and  wages  s] 
Lay  hold  upon  eternal  life. 

4  God  is  thy  Rest ;  with  heart  inclin 
To  keep  his  word,  that  word  beli 

Christ  is  thy  Rest ;  with  lowly  mio 
His  light  and  easy  yoke  receive. 

1091       Prayer  o/ths  Churchin7%$fu<^ 

1  Great  Shepherd  of  thine  Israel, 
Who  didst  between  the  cherubs  d^ 
And  lead  the  tribes,  thy  chosen  sh< 
Safe  through  the  desert  and  the  d& 

2  Thy  church  is  in  the  desert  now ; 
Shine  from  on  high,  and  guide  us  t 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  restore : 
We  shall  be  saved,  and  sigh  no  mo 

3  Hast  thou  not  planted  with  thy  hai 
A  lovely  vine  in  this  our  land? 
Did  not  thy  power  defend  it  round, 
And  heavenly  dew  enrich  the  gtom 

4  How  did  the  spreading  branches  sh 
And  bless  the  nations  with  their  frc 
But  now,  O  Lord,  look  down  and  s< 
Thy  mourning  vine,  that  lovely  tr« 

almighty  God,  return! 
thy  bleeding  vineyard  moui 
to  thee,  thy  love  restore ; 
^  \^  «8N^^^  vcA  %\^  TLo  moc 
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1  While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light, 

Mercy  is  found,  and  peace  is  given ; 
Bat  soon,  ah !  soon,  approaching  night 
Shall  blot  out  every  hope  of  heaven. 

2  While  God  invites,  how  blest  the  day ! 

How    sweet    the   gospePs   charming 
sound  I 
Come,  sinners,  haste,  oh,  haste  away. 
While  yet  a  pardoning  God  he 's  found. 

3  Soon,  borne  on  time's  most  rapid  wing, 

Shall  death  command  you  to  the  grave. 
Before  his  bar  your  spints  bring. 
And  none  be  found  to  hear  or  save, 

4  In  that  lone  land  of  deep  despair 

No  Sabbath's  heavenly  light  shall  rise ; 
No  God  regard  your  bitter  prayer. 
Nor  Saviour  call  you  to  the  skies. 

5  Now  God  invites — ^how  blest  the  day ! 

How   sweet  the   gospel's    charming 
sound! 
Come,  sinners,  haste,  oh,  haste  away, 
While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  found. 

581.  "^  Who  •haU  deliver  msr 

1  Oh  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone ! 

Oh  that  I  could  at  last  submit 
At  Jesus'  feet  to  lay  it  down — 
To  lay  my  soul  at  Jesus'  feet ! 

2  Rest  for  my  soul  I  long  to  fijid : 

Saviour  of  all,  if  mine  thou  art. 
Give  me  thy  meek  and  lowly  mind. 
And  stamp  thine  image  on  my  heart 
8  Break  off  the  yoke  of  inbred  sin, 
And  fully  set  my  spirit  free : 
I  can  not  lest,  till  pure  within — 
Till  I  am  wholly  lost  in  thee. 
4  Fain  would  I  learn  of  thee,  my  Ood ; 
22f  J^t  and  easy  burden  prove, — 


The  cross  all  stained  with  hallowed  blood. 
The  labor  of  thy  dying  love. 

6  I  would — but  thou  must  give  the  power ; 
My  heart  from  every  sin  release : 
Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful  hour. 
And  fill  me  with  thy  perfect  peace  I 

m**AU  mngt  but  loMjbr  Chritt."* 
PhiL8:7,  a 

1  No  more,  my  God,  I  boast  no  more 

Of  all  the  duties  I  have  done ; 
I  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before. 
To  trust  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

2  Now,  for  the  love  I  bear  his  name, 

WTiat  was  my  gain,  I  count  my  loss ; 
My  former  pride  I  call  my  shame, 
And  nail  my  glory  to  his  cross. 

3  Yes ;  and  I  must  and  will  esteem 

All  things  but  loss  for  Jesus'  sake ; 
Oh,  may  my  soul  be  found  in  him, 
And  of  his  righteousness  partake  ! 

4  The  best  obedience  of  my  hands 

Dares  not  appear  before  thy  throne ; 
But  faith  can  answer  thy  demands 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done. 

Qflfl    **ll6U  my  d4fen9€,  J  thaU  not  be  moved,^ 

1  Mr  spirit  looks  to  God  alone ; 
My  rock  and  refuge  is  his  throne ; 
In  all  my  fears,  in  all  my  straits, 
My  soul  on  his  salvation  waits. 

2  Trust  him,  ye  saints,  in  all  your  ways ; 
Pour  out  your  hearts  before  his  ia^  \ 
When  helpers  fail,  and  foes  invade, 
God  is  our  all-6u£Scient  Aid. 

DOXOLOQY. 

Globt  to  thee,  O  God,  most  high  I 
Father,  we  praise  thy  m«b\<»^\ 
The  Son,  lii^  &pvrft^  ni^  ^cst^ 
One  Qod)ie8A)\>\^iX  fet  css^Tistfstft\ 
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I 
64:*  ^«»in0r  2\0aia^. 

1  I  LOVE  to  steal,  awhile,  away 

From  every  cumberiDg  care, 
And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day 
In  humble,  grateful  prayer. 

2  I  love,  in  solitude,  to  shed 

The  penitential  tear ; 
And  all  his  promises  to  plead, 
Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 

3  I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 

And  future  good  implore ; 
And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 
On  him  whom  I  adore. 

4  I  love,  by  faith,  to  take  a  view 

Of  brighter  scenes  in  heaven ; 
The  prospect  doth  my  strength  renew, 
While  here  by  tempests  driven. 

5  Thus,  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er, 

May  its  departing  ray 
Be  calm  as  this  impressive  hour. 
And  lead  to  endless  day ! 

169.    "  -SwiJ  <«  t«ar»-^Mfp  <n  ^.''— Psalm  126. 

1  When  God  revealed  his  gracious  name, 

And  changed  my  mournful  state, 
My  rapture  seemed  a  pleasing  dream. 
The  grace  appeared  so  great. 

2  The  world  beheld  the  glorious  change, 

And  did  thy  hand  confess ; 
My  tongue  broke  out  in  unknown  strains, 
And  sung  surprising  grace. 

8  Tlie  Lord  can  clear  the  darkest  skies, 
Can  give  us  day  for  night ; 
Make  drops  of  sacred  sorrow  rise^ 
To  rivers  of  delight. 

4  Let  those  that  sow  in  sadnef 
Till  the  fair  harvest  comf 


w  nse  I  ^ 

ri 


They  shall  confess  their  sheaves  an 
And  shout  the  blessings  home. 

1  With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 

Of  our  High  Priest  above  : 
Ilis  heart  is  made  of  tenderness— 
It  melts  with  pitying  love. 

2  Touched  with  a  sympathy  within. 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame ; 
lie  knows  what  sore  temptations  : 
For  he  hath  felt  the  same. 

3  He,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh. 

Poured  out  his  cries  and  tears ; 
And,  in  his  measure,  feels  afresh 
What  every  member  bears. 

4  He  '11  never  quench  the  smoking  £ 

But  raise  it  to  a  flame ; 
The  bruised  reed  he  never  breaks, 
Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 

5  Then  let  our  humble  &ith  address 

His  mercy  and  his  power ; 
We  shall  obtain  delivering  grace 
In  the  distressing  hour. 

4:00«    "  ^y  '^<^  <• « '^^P  ««<<>  my^ 

1  How  precious  is  the  book  divine, 

By  inspiration  given! 
Bright  as  a  lamp  its  doctrines  shine 
1*0  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 

2  It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  heai 
In  this  dark  vale  of  tears ; 

Life,  light,  and  joy  it  still  impartS| 
And  quells  our  rising  fears. 

3  This  lamp,  through  all  the  tedious 
Of  life,  shall  guide  our  way ; 

Till  we  behold  do  clearer  light 
Of  an  eternal  day. 
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976. 

1  Who,  who  can  part  our  ransomed  souls 

From  Jesns  and  his  love ; 
Or  break  the  sacred  chain  that  binds 
The  earth  to  heaven  above  ? 

2  Let  troubles  rise,  and  terrors  frown, 

And  days  of  darkness  fall ; — 
Through  him  all  dangers  we  '11  defy, 
And  more  than  conquer  all. 
8  Nor  death,  nor  life,  nor  earth,  nor  hell, 
Nor  time's  destroying  sway, 
Can  e'er  efface  us  from  his  heart. 
Or  make  his  love  decay. 
4  Each  coming  period  ho  will  bless. 
As  he  haUi  olessed  the  past; 
He  loved  us  from  the  first  of  time,— 
He  loves  us  to  the  last 

1015. 

1 


**  EU  Qrae6  w<u  not  in  vain.^ 


Amazing  graqp !  (how  sweet  the  sound !) 

That  saved  a  wretch  like  me : 
I  once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found. 
Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 
2  Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to 
fear, 
And  grace  my  fears  relieved  : 
How  precious  did  that  grace  appear, 
The  hour  I  first  believed ! 
8  Through  many  dangers,  toils,  and  snares, 
I  have  already  come ; 
'T  is  grace  has  brought  me  safe  thus  feu*, 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

1106.         ^'IfeUkardoIeondMintfUer 

1  Oh,  if  thy  brow,  serene  and  calm. 
From  earthly  stain  is  free, 
Yiew  not  with  scorn  the  erring  one, — 
He  once  was  pore  like  thoe. 


I         I        I  .  - 

2  Oh,  if  the  smiles  of  love  are  thine, 

Its  joyous  ecstasy. 
Shun  not  the  poor,  forsaken  one, — 
He  once  was  loved  like  thee  1 

3  And  still,  'mid  shame,  and  ^It,  and  woe. 

One  being  loves  him  still. 
Who,  blessing  thcc,  hath  poured  on  him 
The  world's  extremest  ill. 

4  He  knows  the  secret  lure  which  led 

Those  youthful  steps  astray ; 
He  knows  that  they  who  hoHest  are 
Might  fall  from  him  away. 
6  Then,  with  the  love  of  him  who  said, 
"  Go  thou,  and  sin  no  more," 
Save,  save  the  sinner  from  despair, 
And  peace  and  hope  restore  ! 

1  9AA      **/»  my  Faiksr**  houss  are  many 
X^fUU*  mansUma:' 

1  When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 

To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
I  bid  farewell  to  every  fear. 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  mv  soul  engage, 

And  hellish  darts  be  hurled, 

Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage. 

And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come. 

And  storms  of  sorrow  all ; 
May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home. 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all, — 

4  There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest,  ^ 

And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

DOXOLOGY. 

To  Father,  Son,  and 

One  God,  whom  we 
Be  glory  as  it  was,  is 

Andfi!ha]ii\>^««< 
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dxjjit     The  constraininff  Zoee  of  ChriM, 

1  O  LOVB  divine,  what  hast  thou  done ! 

The  Lord  of  life  hath  died  for  me  I 
The  Father's  co^ternal  Son 

Bore  all  my  sins  upon  the  tree : 
Th'  incarnate  God  for  mo  hath  died ; 
The  Lord,  my  Love,  was  crucified. 

2  Sinners,  behold,  as  ye  pass  by. 

The  bleeding  Prince  of  life  and  peace, 
Come,  sinners,  see  your  Saviour  die, 

And  say,  was  ever  grief  like  his  I 
Come,  feel  with  me  his  blood  applied ; 
The  Lord,  my  Love,  was  crucified ; — 

3  Was  crucified  for  you  and  me. 

To  bring  us,  rebels,  back  to  God ; 
Salvation  now  for  us  is  free ; 

His  church  is  purchased  with  his  blood : 
Pardon  and  life  flow  from  his  side ; 
The  Lord,  my  Love,  is  crucified. 

4  Then  let  us  sit  beneath  his  cross, 

And  gladly  catch  the  healing  stream ; 
All  things  for  him  account  but  dross, 

And  ^ve  up  all  our  hearts  to  him : 
Of  nothing  think  or  speak  beside^ 
The  Lord,  my  Love,  was  crucified. 


631. 


The  returning  Wanderer, 


Weary  of  wandering  from  my  God, 
And  now  made  willing  to  return, 

I  hear,  and  bow  beneath  the  rod ; 
For  thee,  not  without  hope,  I  mourn : 

I  have  an  Advocate  above, 

A  Friend  before  the  throne  of  love. 

O  Jesua,  full  of  truth 
More  full  of  grac( 
dnlse< 


Yet  once  agaii 
Open  tbme  arms  ao^ 


nth  ai^itfiMlL 
BceW         ^^^ 
seeklj  ^HjL 


And  freely  my  backslidings  lieal, 
And  love  the  faithless  sinner  still. 

3  Thou  know'st  the  way  to  bring  me  I 
My  iaWen  spirit  to  restore ; 
Oh,  for  thy  truth  and  mercy's  sake, 
Forgive,  and  bid  me  ain  no  more ! 
The  ruins  of  my  soul  repair. 
And  make  my  heart  a  house  of  prsj 


Longing  to  foUcno  Christ, 


704 

1  More  hard  than  marble  is  my  heart, 

And  foul  with  sins  of  deepest  staii 
But  thou  the  mighty  Saviour  art. 

Nor  flowed  my  cleansing   blood 
vain: 
All,  soften,  melt  this  rock,  and  may 
Thy  blood  wash  all  these  stains  away 

2  Oh  that  I,  as  a  litdo  child. 

May  follow  thee,  and^iever  rest^ 
Till  sweetly  thou  hast  breatihed  thy  n 

And  lowly  mind  into  my  breast  I 
May  I  be  one,  O  Lord,  wifli  ihcc, 
And  never  parted  may  we  be. 

3  Still  let  thy  love  point  ont  my  way  : 

How  wondrous  things  that  love  hi 
wrought  I 
Still  lead  me,  lest  I  go  astnqr ; 

Direct  my  word,  in^ire  my  thoa^ 
And  if  I  fall,  soon  may  I  hear 
Thy  voice,  and  know  thy  love  is  near. 

4  In  suffering  be  thy  love  my  peace ; 

In  weakness  be  thy  love  my  power; 
And,  when  the  storms  of  life  shall  cea 

Jesus !  in  that  momentous  hour, 
In  death,  as  life,  be  thoa  my  goide^ 
And  save  me^  who  for  me  bast  died! 
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^   ^  S   J   ^ 


1 1 1 J 


253*      of^^^  ^u  <»  ^^ 

1  Thou  hidden  Source  of  calm  repose, 

Thou  all-sufficient  Love  Divine, 
My  help  and  refuge  from  my  foes, 

Secure  I  am,  if  thou  art  mine ! 
And  lo !  from  sin,  and  grief,  and  shame, 
I  hide  me,  Jesus,  in  thy  name. 

2  Jesus,  my  All  in  All  thou  art. 

My  rest  in  toil,  my  case  in  pain ; 
The  healing  of  my  broken  heart ; 

In  strife,  my  peace ;  in  loss,  my  gain ; 
My  smile  beneath  the  tyrant's  frown ; 
In  shame,  my  glory  and  my  crown ; — 
8  In  want,  my  plentiful  supply ; 

In  weakness,  my  almighty  power ; 
In  bonds,  my  perfect  liberty ; 

My  light,  in  Satan's  darkest  hour ; 
Thee,  in  each  grief,  my  ioy  I  call ; 
My  life  in  deaui,  my  All  in  All  I 

Q  QZ»      "  5^*ott  hidden  Zove  qf  Godr 

1  Tuou  hidden  Love  of  God,  whose  height. 

Whose   depth   nn&thomed,  no   man 
knows, 
I  see  from  far  thy  beauteous  light ; 

Inly  I  sigh  for  thy  repose : 
My  heart  is  pained,  nor  can  it  be 
At  rest,  till  it  finds  rest  in  thee ! 

2  Is  there  a  thing  beneath  the  sun, 

Thatstrives  with  theemy  heart  to  share? 
Ah  I  tear  it  thence,  and  reign  alone. 

The  Lord  of  every  motion  there : 
Then  shall  my  heart  from  earth  be  free. 
When  it  has  found  repose  in  thee ! 

lOO*       '"MywultnuUthinThu,'* 

1  Do  not  I  trust  in  thee,  O  Lord  f 
Do  I  not  rest  in  thee  alone  f 
Is  not  the  comfort  of  thy  word 
The  sweetest  cordial  I  bsve  known } 


When  vexed  with  care,  bowed  down 

with  grief, 
Whcro  else  could  I  obtain  relief? 

2  And  is  it  not  my  chief  desire 

To  fool  as  if  a  stranger  here  ? 
Do  not  my  hopes  and  thoughts  aspire 

Beyond  this  transitory  sphere  ? 
And  art  thou  not,  while  here  I  roam, 
My  hope,  my  hiding-place,  my  home  ? 

3  Oh,  yes !  these  things  are  ever  true ; 

Thy  promise  is  for  ever  sure ; 
And  all  I  now  am  passing  tlirough. 

And  all  that  I  may  still  endure, 
Will  but  endear  thy  word  to  me. 
And  draw  me  nearer.  Lord,  to  thee. 

4  And  now  on  thee  I  cast  my  soul, 

Come  life  or  death,  come  ease  or  pain ; 
Thy  presence  can  each  fear  control, 

Thy  ^race  can  to  the  end  sustain : 
Those  whom  thou  lovest^  heavenly  Friend, 
Thou  lovest  even  to  the  end  i 

y  X  I  ,       Prayer  for  Ltkenui  to  Ocd. 

1  Now,  O  my  God,  thou  hast  mv  soul ; 

No  longer  mine,  but  thine  I  am ; 
Guard  thou  thine  own,  possess  the  whole ; 

Cheer  it  with  hope,  with  love  inflame : 
To  thee,  the  Lord  of  earth  and  skies, 
I  come  a  living  sacrifice. 

2  Send  down  thy  likeness  from  above. 

And  this  let  my  adorning  be  : 
Clothe  me  with  wisdom,  patience,  love, 

With  lowliness  and  purity, — 
Than  gold  and  pearls  more  precious  far, 
And  brighter  than  the  mormng  star* 

3  Lord,  arm  mo  with  thy  Spirit's  i 

Since  I  am  called  by  i&j  great  ] 
In  thee  let  all  my  tiiongdits  unite^^  \ 

Of  all  my  works  be  won  the  air 
Thy  love  attend  me  sUtdts  ^m|v    , 
And  sU.  mj  ^\qs0QX^\)^^i  "^sti^ ' 
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r  r'f^  i'  r  r'('  r 


^  O  y  ,     Ths  Sang  qf  the  AngsU.—lAxko  2. 

1  Hark  !  what  mean  those  holy  voices, 

Sweetly  sounding  through  the  skies  ? 
Lo !  th'  angelic  host  rejoices ;  . 
Heavenly  hallelujahs  rise. 

2  Hear  them  tell  the  wondrous  story, 

Hear  them  chant  in  hymns  of  joy : 
"Glory  in  the  highest,  glory ! 
Glory  be  to  God  most  high ! 

3  "Peace  on  earth,  good-will  from  heaven, 

Reaching  far  as  man  is  found ; 
Souls  redeemed,  and  sins  forgiven ! 
Loud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 

4  "  Christ  is  born,  the  great  Anointed ; 

Heaven  and  earth  his  praises  sing ! 
Oh,  receive  whom  God  appointed 
For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ! 

5  "  Haste,  ye  mortals,  to  adore  him ; 

Learn  his  name,  and  taste  his  joy : 
Till  in  heaven  ye  sing  before  him, 
*  Glory  be  to  God  most  high !' " 


WortMp  (if  ihs  IMng  CKrUt. 


371. 

1  Jesus,  hail  I  enthroned  in  glory, 

There  for  ever  to  abide ; 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  thee, 
Seated  at  thy  Father's  side. 

2  There  for  sinners  thou  art  pleading, 

There  thou  dost  our  place  prepare ; 
Ever  for  us  interceding^ 
Till  in  glory  we  app 

8  Worship,  honor,  pow4 
Thou  art  worthy  kN 


Loudest  praises,  without  ceasing, 
Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give. 

Help,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits ! 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lavs : 
Help  to  sinff  our  Saviour's  merits ; 

Help  to  chant  ImmanuePs  praise. 


"  /  tcould  lo96  TheeJ* 


649. 

1  I  WOULD  love  thee,  God  and  Father  i 

My  Redeemer,  and  my  King ! 
I  would  love  thee ;  for,  without  thee, 
Life  is  but  a  bitter  thing. 

2  I  would  love  thee ;  every  blessing 

Flows  to  me  from  out  thy  throne : 
I  would  love  thee — ^he  who  loves  th© 
Never  feels  himself  alone. 

3  I  would  love  thee ;  look  upon  me. 

Ever  guide  me  with  thine  eye : 

I  would  love  thee ;  if  not  nourished 

By  thy  love,  my  soul  would  die. 

4  I  would  love  thee  ;  may  thy  bnghtne 

Dazzle  my  rejoicing  eyes ! 
I  would  love  thee ;  may  tliy  goodness 
Watch  from  heaven  o'er  all  I  priza 

6  I  would  love  thee,  I  have  vowed  it ; 
On  thy  love  my  heart  is  set : 
While  I  love  thee,  I  will  never 
My  Redeemer's  blood  foi^et 


^'BHng  ye  aU  ths  tUMet  into  Oe  ehr^ 
hovee^* 


1102. 

1  With  my  substance  I  will  honor 
My  R^eemer  and  my  Lord ; 
Were  ten  thonsand  worlds  my  manor, 
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2  While  the  heralds  of  salvation 
His  abounding  grace  proclaim. 
Let  his  friends,  of  eveiy  station, 
Gladly  join  to  spread  his  fame. 

8  Be  his  kingdom  now  promoted, 

Let  the  earth  her  Monarch  know ; 
Be  my  all  to  him  devoted  ; 
To  my  Lord  my  all  I  owe. 

4  Praise  the  Saviour,  all  ye  nations  I 
Praise  him,  all  ye  hosts  above  I 
Shout,  with  joyful  acclamations, 
His  divine,  victorious  love  I 


•  Und9r  Bit  tringa  shtiU  Ihou  tnuC* 
Psalm  91. 


677. 

1  Call  the  Lord  thy  sure  salvation. 

Rest  beneath  th'  Almighty's  shade ; 
In  his  secret  habitation 
Dwell,  and  never  be  dismayed  ! 

2  There  no  tumult  can  alarm  thee, 

Thou  shalt  dread  no  hidden  snare ; 
Guile  nor  violence  can  harm  thee, 
In  eternal  safeguard  there. 

8  Thee,  tho'  winds  and  waves  are  swelling, 
God,  thy  Hope,  shall  bear  through  all ; 
Plague  shall  not  come  nigh  thy  dwelling, 
Tiiee  no  evil  shall  befall. 

4  He  shall  charge  his  angel  legions 

Watch  and  ward  o'er  the©  to  keep. 

Though  thou  walk  thro'  hostile  regions, 

Though  m  desert  wilds  thou  sleep. 

5  Since,  with  firm  and  pure  affection, 

Thou  on  God  hast  set  thy  love, 
With  Uic  wings  of  his  protection 
He  shall  shield  tfaee  irom  above. 


1 023.   "^^o»»»  <^^y  ^f  <^^  Go^'"* 

1  Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 

Zion,  city  of  our  God ; 
He  whose  word  can  ne'er  be  broken 
Chose  thee  for  his  own  abode. 

2  Lord,  thy  church  is  still  thy  dwelling. 

Still  is  precious  in  thy  sight ; 
Judah's  temple  far  excelling, 
Beaming  with  the  gospel's  light. 

3  On  the  Rock  of  Ages  founded. 

What  can  shako  her  sure  repose  f 
With  salvation's  wall  surrounded. 
She  can  smile  at  all  her  foes. 

4  Glorious  things  of  thee  arc  spoken, 

Zion,  city  of  our  God ; 
He  whose  word  can  ne'er  be  broken 
Chose  thee  for  his  own^bode. 


4:26.  "^'«*  ***  ^^^  tM/ndh  in  darknmr 

1  Light  of  those  whoso  dreary  dwelling 

Borders  on  the  shades  of  death ! 
Rise  on  us,  thyself  revealing. 

Rise  and  chase  the  clouds  beneath. 

2  Thou,  of  heaven  and  earth  Creator! 

In  our  deepest  darkness  rise ; 

Scatter  all  the  night  of  nature ; 

Pour  the  day  upon  our  eyes. 

3  Still  we  wait  for  thine  appearing; 

Life  and  joy  thy  beams  impi^ 
Chasing  all  our  fears,  and  cheering 
Every  poor,  benighted  heart. 

4  By  thine  all-8affic 

Every  bnrdenedj 
Every  weaty^-^Mj" 
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1  Yes,  I  will  bless  thee,  O  my  God  I 

Through  all  my  earthly  days; 
And  to  eternity  prolong 
Thy  vast,  thy  Doundless  praise. 

2  In  every  smiling,  happy  hour, 

Be  this  my  sweet  employ : 
Thy  praise  refines  my  earthly  bliss, 
And  doubles  all  my  joy. 

8  When  gloomy  care,  and  keen  distress 
Afflict  my  throbbing  breast. 
Thy  praise  shall  mingb  with  my  tears. 
And  loll  each  pain  to  rest 
4  Nor  shall  my  tongue  alone  proclaim 
The  honors  of  my  God : 
My  life,  with  all  its  active  powers, 
Shall  spread  thy  praise  abroad. 

6  Nor  death  itself  shall  stop  my  song, 
Though  it  will  close  my  eyes ; 
My  thoughts  shall  then  to  nobler  heights, 
And  sweeter  raptures  rise. 
6  There  shall  my  lips  in  endless  praise 
Their  gratenil  tribute  pay ; 
The  theme  demands  an  angePs  tongue, 
And  an  eternal  day. 


698. 


**  thou  tnawett  that  I  love  Ihee,^ 
John  SI:  15—17. 


1  Do  not  I  love  thee,  O  my  Lord! 

Behold  my  heart  and  see ; 
And  turn  the  dearest  idol  out 
That  dares  to  rival  thee. 

2  Do  not  I  love  thee  from  my  soul  i 

Then  let  me  nothing  love : 

Dead  be  my  heart  to  every  joy 

When  Jesus  can  not  move. 

8  Is  not  thy  name  melodious  atSU 
To  miae  attentive  ear  t 


Doth  not  each  pulse  with  pleasure  b< 
My  Saviour's  voice  to  hear  ? 

Hast  thou  a  lamb  in  all  thy  flock 
I  would  disdain  to  feed  ? 

Ilast  thou  a  foe  before  whose  £sice 
I  fear  thy  cause  to  plead? 

Would  not  my  heart  pour  forth  its  b 

In  honor  of  thy  name  ? 
And  challenge  the  cold  hand  of  dea 

To  damp  th'  immortal  flame  ? 
Thou  know'st  I  love  thee,  dearest  L 

But,  oh !  I  long  to  soar 
Far  from  the  sphere  of  mortal  joys, 

And  learn  to  love  thee  more. 


"^M  things  are  ycwre,^^!  Cor.  S:  21 


959. 

1  If  God  is  mine,  then  present  things 

And  things  to  come  are  mine ; 
Yea,  Christ,  his  word,  and  Spirit,  toe 
And  glory  all  divine. 

2  If  he  is  mine,  then  from  his  love 

lie  every  trouble  sends ; 
All  things  are  working  for  my  good, 
And  bliss  his  rod  attends. 

3  If  he  is  mine,  I  need  not  fear 

The  rage  of  earth  and  hell ; 
lie  will  support  my  feeble  power. 
Their  utmost  force  repel. 

4  If  he  is  mine,  let  friends  forsake. 

Let  wealth  and  honors  flee  : 
Sure,  he  who  giveth  me  himself, 
Is  more  than  these  to  me. 

5  If  he  is  mine,  I  '11  boldly  pass 

Through  death's  dark,  lonely  vale: 
He  is  my  comfort  and  my  stay. 
When  heart  and  flesh  shall  &i]. 

6  Oh,  tell  me.  Lord,  that  thou  art  mina] 

What  can  I  vrisk  beside ! 
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My  soul  shall  at  the  fountain  live, 
When  all  the  streams  arc  dried. 


«0n  tarih  ^mca."*— Lake  2. 


272. 

1  Calm,  on  the  listening  ear  of  ni^ht, 

Come  heaven's  melodious  strains, 
Where  wild  Judea  stretches  far 
Her  silver-mantled  plains. 

2  Celestial  choirs,  from  courts  above, 

'Mid  sacred  glories  there ; 
And  angels,  with  their  sparkling  lyres, 

Make  music  on  the  air. 
8  The  answering  hills  of  Palestine 

Send  back  the  glad  reply ; 
And  greeti  from  S\  their  holy  heights, 

The  day-spring  from  on  high. 

4  O'er  the  blue  depths  of  Galilee 

There  comes  a  holier  calm ; 
And  Sharon  waves,  in  solemn  praise. 
Her  silent  groves  of  pahn. 

5  "  Glory  to  God !"  the  sounding  skies 

Loud  with  their  anthems  rin^ ; 
"  Peace  to  the  earth — good  will  to  men, 
From  heaven's  eternal  King." 

1  Happy  the  heart  where  graces  reign. 

Where  love  inspires  the  breast ; 
Love  18  the  brightest  of  the  train. 
And  strengthens  all  the  rest. 

2  Knowledge — alas !  't  is  all  in  vain. 

And  all  in  vain  our  fear ; 
Our  stubborn  sins  will  fight  and  reign, 
If  love  be  absent  there. 
8  This  is  the  grace  that  lives  and  sings, 
When  fiEoth  and  hope  shall  cease ; 
T  is  this  shall  strike  our  joyful  stringSi 
In  realms  of  endless  peace. 
4  Before  we  quite  forsake  our  clay. 
Or  leave  thk  dark  abode^ 


The  wings  of  love  bear  us  away, 
To  see  our  smiling  God. 

905.      *"  ^^^  ff**^  *>/  ^  erring,'' 

1  Think  gently  of  the  erring  one  I 

And  let  us  not  forget, 
However  darkly  stained  by  sin. 
He  is  our  brother  yet 

2  Heir  of  the  same  inheritance, 

Child  of  the  selfsame  God ; 
He  hath  but  stumbled  in  the  path. 
We  have  in  weakness  trod. 

3  Speak  gently  to  the  erring  one : 

Thou  yet  may'st  lead  him  back, 
With  holy  words,  and  tones  of  love, 
From  misery's  thorny  track. 

4  Forget  not  thou  hast  often  sinned, 

And  sinful  yet  must  be : 
Deal  gently  with  the  errinc  one. 
As  God  has  dealt  with  thcc. 


*  /  vMl  joy  in  ih€  Ood  of  my  MtlvaHon/* 
nab,  8:  17,  1& 


951. 

1  What  though  no  flowers  the  fig-tree 

clothe. 
Though  vines  their  fruit  deny. 
The  labor  of  the  olive  fiul, 
And  fields  no  meat  supply ; 

2  Though  from  the  fold,  with  sad  surprise, 

My  flock  cut  off  I  see ; 
Though  famine  pine  in  empty  stalls. 
Where  herds  were  wont  to  be ; 

3  Yet  in  the  Lord  will  I  be  glad. 

And  glory  in  his  love ; 
In  him  I'll  joy,  who  will  the  God 
Of  my  salvation  prove. 

4  God  is  Uie  treasure  of  i 

The  source  of 
A  joy  which  want 
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784:.     "-^^  ^'tt*  7)l««.''-P8alm  180. 

1  Still  with  thee,  O  my  God, 

I  would  desire  to  be ; 
By  day,  by  night,  at  home,  abroad, 
I  would  be  still  with  thee : 

2  With  thee,  when  dawn  comes  in, 

And  calls  me  back  to  care ; 
Each  day  returning  to  begin 
With  thee,  my  God,  in  prayer: 

5  With  thee,  amid  the  crowd 

That  throngs  the  busy  mart, 
To  hear  thy  voice,  'mid  clamor  loud. 
Speak  softly  to  my  heart: 

4  With  thee,  when  day  is  done. 
And  evening  calms  the  mind : 
The  setting  as  the  rising  sun 
With  thee  my  heart  would  find : 

6  With  thee,  when  darkness  brings 

The  signal  of  repose ; 
Calm  in  the  shadow  of  thv  wings, 
Mine  eyelids  I  would  close : 

6  With  thee,  in  thee,  by  fSaith 
Abiding  I  would  be ; 
By  day,  by  night,  in  life,  in  death, 
I  would  be  still  with  thee. 

1  Herb  I  can  firmly  rest ; 

I  dare  to  boast  of  this, 
That  God,  the  highest  and  the  best» 
My  Friend  and  Father  is. 

2  In  me  he  ever  dwells; 

O'er  all  my  mind  he  reigns; 
All  care  and  sadness  he  dispelsi 
And  soothes  away  my  paina. 
8  At  cost  of  all  I  have, — 
At  cost  of  life  Mid  limb^ 


I  cling  to  God,  who  yet  shall  save ; 
I  will  not  turn  from  him. 

4  The  world  may  £eu1  and  flee ; 

Thou,  God,  my  Father  art ; 
Not  fire,  nor  sword,  nor  plague,  from  thee 
My  trusting  soul  shall  part 

5  No  joys  that  angels  know ; 

No  throne  nor  wide-spread  fame. 
No  love  nor  loss,  nor  fear  nor  woe, 
No  grief  of  heart  or  shame — 

6  Man  can  not  aught  conceive, 

Of  pleasure  or  of  harm. 
That  <rer  shall  tempt  my  soul  to  leave 
Iler  refuge  in  thine  arm. 

JL^DO.  *^Ther6  remaineth  Ihsr^fbrt  a  fMf." 

1  And  is  there.  Lord,  a  rest 

For  weary  souls  designed. 
Where  not  a  care  shall  stir  the  breasti 
Or  sorrow  entrance  find  f 

2  Is  there  a  blissful  home, 

Where  kindred  minds  shall  meet. 
And  live,  and  love,  nor  ever  roam 
From  that  serene  retreat  ? 

3  Arc  there  bright,  happy  fields, 

Where  naught  that  blooms  shall  die ; 
Where  each  new  scene  fresh  pleasure 
yields. 
And  healthful  breezes  sigh  f 

4  Are  there  celestial  streams. 

Where  living  waters  glide. 
With  murmurs  sweet  as  angel  dreams, 
And  flowery  banks  beside  f 

5  For  ever  blessed  they, 

AVhoee  ioyfiil  feet  shall  stand. 
While  endlesB  ages  waste  away, 
Amid  thatglorioaslaiidl 
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Mj  soul  would  thither  tend, 
While  toilsome  years  are  given ; 

Then  let  me,  gracious  God,  ascend 
To  sweet  repose  in  heaven! 


1017. 


*Iiov  Ihy  kingdom,  Lord."* 


I  LOVE  thy  kingdom,  Lord — 

The  house  of  thine  abode. 
The  church  our  blest  Redeemer  saved 

With  his  own  precious  blood. 
I  love  thy  church,  O  God  ! 

Her  walls  before  thee  stand. 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye. 

And  graven  on  thy  hand. 
For  her  my  tears  shall  fall. 

For  her  my  prayers  ascend ; 
To  her  mv  cares  fmd  toils  be  given, 

Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 
Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways, 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 

Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 
Jesus,  thou  Friend  divine. 

Our  Saviour  and  our  King, 
Thy  hand  from  every  snare  and  foe 

Shall  great  deliverance  bring. 
Sure  as  thy  truth  shall  last. 

To  Zion  shall  be  given 
The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield, 

And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 


1002. 


'*7%attc€$houtdheealUdtke9an$qfOcd:* 
1  Johns:  1,8. 


1  BxHOLD,  what  wondrous  grace 

The  Father  has  bestowed 
On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race, 
To  call  them  sons  of  God  I 

2  Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 

How  great  we  must  be  made ; 


But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here. 
We  shall  be  like  our  Head. 

3  A  hope  so  much  divine 

May  trials  well  endure ; 
May  purify  our  souls  from  sin. 
As  Chnst,  the  Lord,  is  pure. 

4  If  in  my  Father's  love 

I  share  a  filial  part, 
Send  down  thy  Spirit,  like  a  dove, 
To  rest  upon  my  heart 

5  We  would  no  longer  lie 

Like  slaves  beneath  the  throne ; 
Our  feith  shall  "Abba,  Father,"  cry, 
And  thou  the  kindred  own. 

773.  IMng  by  IMih  only, 

1  If  through  unruffled  seas 

Toward  heaven  we  calmly  sail, 
With  ffratefiil  hearts,  O  God,  to  thee, 
We '11  own  the  fostering  gale. 

2  But  should  the  surges  rise. 

And  rest  delay  to  come. 
Blest  be  the  sorrow,  kind  the  storm, 
Which  drives  us  nearer  home. 

3  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 

All  yield  to  thy  control ; 
Thy  tender  mercies  shall  illume 
The  midnight  of  the  souL 

4  Teach  us,  in  every  state. 

To  msike  thy  will  our  own ; 
And,  when  the  joys  of  sense  depart. 
To  live  by  fiuth  alone. 

DOZOLOOT. 

Thb  Father  and  the  Son 

And  Spirit  we  adore ; 
We  praise,  we  bless,  we  worship  thee^ 

Both  now  and  evermore  I 
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292.  ?^  CSwi/Mct 

1  'T  IS  midnight,  and,  on  Olive's  brow, 

The  star  is  dimmed  that  lately  shone ; 
T  is  midnight ;  in  the  garden  now 
The  suffering  Saviour  prays  alone. 

2  'T  is  midnight ;  and,  from  all  removed, 

The  Saviour  wrestles  lone  with  fears ; 
Ev'n  that  disciple  whom  ho  loved 
Heeds  not  his  Master's  grief  and  tears. 

3  'T  is  midnight ;  and,  for  others'  gnilt. 

The  Man  of  sorrows  weep  in  blood ; 
Yet  he,  who  hath  in  anguish  knelt, 
Is  not  forsaken  by  his  God. 

4  'T  is  midnight, — and  from  ether-plains 

Is  borne  the  song  that  angels  know  : 
Unheard  by  mortals  are  the  strains 
That  sweetly  soothe  the  Saviour's  woe. 

298.       "^nUJlntahsdr^JohnlOiW, 

1  "  'T  IS  finished !" — so  the  Saviour  cried, 
And  meekly  bowed  his  head,  and  died : 
"  'T  is  finished !" — ^yes,  the  race  is  run, 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won. 

2  **'Tis  finished  I"— all  that  heaven  fore- 

told 
By  prophets  in  the  days  of  old ; 
And  truths  are  opened  to  our  view, 
That  kings  and  prophets  never  knew. 

8  "  'T  is  finished  !"— Son  of  God,  thy  power 
Hath  triumphed  in  this  awful  hour; 
And  yet,  our  eyes  with  sorrow  see 
That  life  to  us  was  death  to  thee. 

4  "  'T  is  finished  T— let  the  jo^ffiil  sound 
Be  heard  through  all  the  nations  round ; 
^Tjs  BDiBhed  r— let  the  echo  fly 
Tiro' heaven  and  heU^  thro*  earth  andaky. 


Tear  of  denying  CAr£«t— Matt.  10 :  88L 


767. 

1  Deny  thee  ?  what  I  deny  the  way 
That  leads  to  heaven's  eternal  day  F 
Deny  the  Shepherd  who  will  keep 
Within  the  fold  his  wandering  sheep  \ 

2  Deny  thee,  Lord  1  then  who  will  bear 
My  grief,  my  burden,  and  my  care  ? 
Thou,  thou  alone  canst  calm  my  breast, 
And  bid  its  weary  throbbings  rest. 

3  In  heaven  above,  on  earth  below. 
Where,  save  to  thee.  Lord,  could  I  go  f 
Where  fly  for  strength,  'mid  moi-tal  strife? 
Thou  hast  the  words  of  endless  life. 

4  My  Strength,  my  Guide  vouchsafe  to  be, 
I  can  do  nothing  without  thee ; 

Save  me  in  every  trying  hour, 
Thou  God  of  mercy,  life,  and  power  1 

84:3.  ThebUMedmmr. 

1  Blbst  hour  1  when  mortal  man  retires 

To  hold  communion  with  his  God, 
To  send  to  heaven  his  warm  desires, 
And  listen  to  the  sacred  word. 

2  Blest  hour !  when  God  himself  draws  ni^ 

Well  pleased  his  people's  voice  to  hear, 
To  hush  the  penitential  sigh. 

And  wipe  away  the  mourner's  tear. 

3  Blest  hour !  for,  where  the  Lord  resorts, 

Foretastes  of  future  bliss  are  given, 
And  mortals  flnd  his  earthly  courts 
The  house  of  God, — the  gate  of  heaven  1 

4  Hail,  peaceful  hour  1  supremely  blest, 

Amid  the  hours  of  worldly  care ; 
The  hour  that  yields  the  spirit  voat, 
That  sacred  hour — the  hour  of  prayer  * 

5  And  when  my  hours  of  prayer  are  parti 

And  this  frail  tenement  decaysi 
Then  may  I  spend  in  heaven  at  last 
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00  X  •    ** ^^f"  "^'  #  -'^  ^^'^  redeettted  thee.'" 

1  Come,  weary  souls,  with  sin  distressed, 
Come,  and  accept  the  promised  rest ; 
The  Saviour's  gracious  call  obey, 
And  cast  your  gloomy  fears  away. 

2  Oppressed  with  guilt, — a  painful  load, — 
On,  come  and  bow  before  your  God  ! 
Divine  compassion,  mighty  love 

Will  all  the  painful  load  remove. 

3  Here  mercy's  boundless  ocean  flows. 
To  cleanse  your  guilt  and  heal  your  woes; 
Pardon,  and  life,  and  endless  peace — 
How  rich  the  gift  I  how  free  the  grace ! 

4  Dear  Saviour  ^  let  thy  powerful  love 
Confirm  our  faith,  our  fears  remove ; 
Oh,  sweetly  reign  in  every  breast, 
And  guide  us  to  eternal  rest. 

564:,  G*9inQ  AU  to  OhrM,     . 

1  Mr  Saviour,  how  shall  I  proclaim. 

How  pay  the  mighty  debt  I  owe  f 
Let  all  I  have,  and  all  I  am. 
Ceaseless  to  all  thy  glory  show. 

2  Too  much  to  thee  I  can  not  give ; 

Too  much  I  can  not  do  for  thee ; 
Let  all  thy  love,  and  all  thy  grief 
Graven  on  my  heart  for  ever  be. 

3  The  meek,  the  still,  the  lowly  mind. 

Oh,  may  I  learn  from  thee,  my  God ! 
And  love,  with  soflest  pity  joineid. 
For  those  that  trample  on  thy  blood ! 

4  Still  let  ihy  tears,  thy  groans,  thy  sighs 

Overflow  my  eyes,  andheav e  my  breast; 
TQlf  looee  (ma  flesh  and  earth,  X  rise, 
And  ever  in  thy  bosom  rest. 
15 


822.  ^'IdeliffJU  to  do  Thy  tciK,  0  my  GodT 

1  O  Lord,  thy  heavenly  grace  impart, 
And  ^x  my  frail,  inconstant  heart ; 
Henceforth  my  chief  delight  shall  be 
To  dedicate  myself  to  thee. 

2  Whate'er  pursuits  my  time  employ, 
One  thought  shall  fill  mv  soul  with  joy ; 
That  silent,  secret  thouglit  shall  be, 
That  all  my  hopes  are  fixed  on  thee. 

3  Thy  glorious  eye  pervadeth  space ; 
Thy  presence.  Lord,  fills  every  place ; 
And,  wheresoe'cr  my  lot  may  be. 
Still  shall  my  spirit  cleave  to  thee. 

4  Renouncing  every  worldly  thing, 
And  safe  iSneath  thy  sheltering  wing. 
My  sweetest  thought  henceforth  shall  be, 
That  all  I  want  I  find  in  thee. 

OOt/*    **«^««««i  a«<*  can  I  call  Thu  miner 

1  Lord,  when  my  thoughts  delighted  rov« 
Amid  the  wonders  of  thy  love. 
Sweet  hope  revives  my  drooping  heart, 
And  bids  intruding  fears  depart. 

2  For  mortal  crimes  a  sacrifice, 

The  Lord  of  life,  the  Saviour,  dies  I 
What  love  I  what  mercy  I  how  divine  I 
Jesus, — and  can  I  call  thee  mine  ? 

3  Repentant  sorrow  fills  my  heart, 
But  mingling  joy  allays  the  smart  ;* 
Oh,  may  my  future  life  declare 
The  sorrow  and  the  joy  sincetej^ 

4  Be  all  my  heart  and  all  nqjP: 
Devoted  to  my  Bavioni^s 
And  let  my  aVsji 
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367. 


**  I  cun  Se  that  liveth:* 


1  Oh,  show  me  not  my  Saviour  dying, 

As  on  the  cross  he  bled ; 
Nor  in  the  tomb  a  captive  lying. 

For  he  has  left  the  dead. 
Then  bid  me  not  that  form  extended 

For  my  Redeemer  own, 
AYho,  to  the  highest  heavens  ascended. 

In  glory  fills  the  throne. 

2  Weep  not  for  him  at  Calvary's  station. 

Weep  only  for  thy  sins ; 
View  where  he  lay  with  exultation ; 

'T  is  there  our  hope  begins. 
Yet  stay  not  there,  thy  sorrows  feedingi 

Amid  the  scenes  he  trod ; 
Look  up  and  see  him  inteioediiig 
At  the  dgbt  kMod  of  God. 


3  Still  in  the  shameful  cross  I  glory, 

Where  his  dear  blood  was  spilt; 
My  soul  is  melted  at  the  stoiy 

Of  him  who  bore  my  guilt : 
Yet  what,  'mid  conflict  and  tcmptatioo^ 

Shall  strength  and  succor  give! 
He  lives,  the  Captain  of  salvation ! 

Therefore  his  servants  live. 

4  By  death,  he  death's  dark  king  defeated 

And  overcame  the  grave ; 
Rising,  the  triumph  he  completed : 

Ho  lives,  he  reigns  to  save ! 
Heaven's  happy  myriads  bow  before  hiffli 
He  comes,  the  Judge  of  men : 
•  shall  see  him  and  adm  1|^ 
J«Nial  owiiBieth^n» 
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57.  **nblyrur* 

1  Again  the  day  returns  of  holy  rest. 

Which,  when  no  made  the  world,  Jehovah  blest ; 
When,  like  his  own,  he  bade  our  labors  cease. 
And  all  be  piety,  and  all  be  peace. 

2  Let  us  devote  this  consecrated  day 

To  learn  his  will,  and  all  we  learn  obey ; 
So  shall  he  hear,  when  fervently  we  raise 
Our  choral  harmony  in  hymns  of  praise. 

3  Father  in  heaven  !  in  whom  our  hopes  confide, 
Whose  power  defends  us,  and  whose  precepts  guide; 
In  life  our  Guardian,  and  in  death  our  Friend ; 
Glory  supreme  be  thine,  till  time  shall  end. 

0 1 4.  C^fifi  our  Peacs^Eph,  2 :  14 

1  I  THOUGHT  upon  mv  sins,  and  I  was  sad ; 

My  soul  was  troubled  sore  and  filled  with  pain ; 
But  then  I  thought  on  Jesus,  and  was  glad — 
My  heavy  grief  was  turned  to  joy  again. 

2  I  thought  upon  the  law,  the  fiery  law, 

Holy,  and  just,  and  good  in  its  decree : 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  in  him  I  saw 

That  law  fulfilled,  its  curse  endured  for  me. 
8  I  thought  I  saw  an  angr\',  frowning  God, 

Sitting  as  Judge  upon  the  mrcat  white  throne  : 
My  soul  was  overwhelmed ;  then  Jesus  showed 

His  gracious  face,  and  all  my  dread  was  gone. 

4  I  saw  my  sad  estate, — condemned  to  die : 

Then  terror  seized  my  heart,  and  dark  despair  ; 
But  when  to  Calvary  I  turned  my  eye, 
I  saw  the  cross,  and  read  forgiveness  there. 

5  I  saw  that  I  was  lost,  far  gone  astray ; 

No  hope  of  safe  return  there  seemed  to  be ; 
But  then  I  heard  that  Jesus  was  the  way, 
A  new  and  living  way  prepared  for  me. 

6  llien,  in  that  way,  so  free,  so  safe,  so  sure. 

All  q>rinkled  o*er  with  reconciling  blood, 
Will  I  abide,  and  never  wander  more, 
But  walk  secure,  in  fellowship  ^^k  Oodu 
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Q  Q  Q      *" Every  tongue  ah&tdd  eonfeat  that  Jwua 
OOV*  ChriH  U  Lord.^'—Pm,  8 :  6-11. 

1  Jesus  !  exalted  far  on  high, 

To  whom  a  name  is  given — 
A  name  surpassing  every  name, 
That's  known  in  earth  or  heaven! 

2  Before  thy  throne  shall  every  kneo 

Bow  down  with  one  accord ; 
Before  thy  throne  shall  every  tongue 
Confess  that  thou  art  Lord. 

3  Jesus !  thou,  in  the  form  of  God, 

Didst  equal  honor  claim  ; 
Yet,  to  redeem  our  guilty  souls. 
Didst  stoop  to  death  and  shame ! 

4  Oh,  may  that  mind  in  us  be  formed, 

Which  shone  so  bright  in  thee — 
An  humble,  meek,  and  lowly  mind, 
From  pride  and  envy  free  I 

5  To  others  we  would  stoop,  and  learn 

To  emulate  thy  love ; 
So  shall  we  bear  thine  image  here. 
And  share  thy  throne  above. 


"^  Thy  law  is  my  ddighir 
Psalm  119. 


487. 

1  Lord,  I  have  made  thy  word  my  choice, 

My  lasting  heritf^ ; 
There  shall  my  noblest  powers  rejoice, 
My  warmest  thoughts  engage. 

2  I  '11  read  the  histories  of  thy  love. 

And  keep  thy  laws  in  sight ; 
While  through  the  promises  I  rove. 
With  ever  fresh  delight 

8  T  is  a  broad  land,  of  wealth  unknown, 
Where  springs  of  life  arise, 
Seeds  of  immortal  bliss  arc  sown. 
And  hidden  glory  lies. 

4  The  best  relief  that  mourners  have ; 
It  makes  our  sorrows  blest ; 


Our  fairest  hope  beyond  the  grave. 
And  our  eternal  rest. 


Prayer  for  futt  AMuranee. 


626. 

1  Eternal  Source  of  joys  divine. 

To  thee  my  soul  aspires ; 
Oh,  could  I  say,  "The  Lord  is  mine  1** 
'T  is  all  my  soul  desires. 

2  My  Hope,  my  Trust,  my  Life,  my  Lord, 

Assure  mo  of  thy  love ; 
Oh,  speak  the  kind,  transporting  word. 
And  bid  my  fears  remove ! 

3  Then  shall  my  thankful  powers  rejoice. 

And  triumph  in  my  God ; 
Till  heavenly  rapture  tune  my  voice 
To  spread  thy  praise  abroad. 

f)  4-4-  ^o  '^fnt  vfithoiU  OoeU 

1  God,  my  supporter  and  my  hopo^ 

My  help  for  ever  near, 
Thine  arm  of  mercy  held  me  up. 
When  sinking  in  despair. 

2  Thy  counsels.  Lord,  shall  guide  my  feet 

Through  this  dark  wilderness ; 
Thy  hand  conduct  me  near  thy  seat, 
To  dwell  before  thy  flEUie. 

3  Were  J[  in  heaven  vrithout  my  God, 

T  would  be  no  joy  to  me ; 
And  while  this  eartli  is  my  abode, 
I  long  for  none  but  thee. 

4  What  if  the  springs  of  life  were  broke, 

And  flesh  and  heart  should  faint  ? 
God  is  my  soul's  eternal  rock. 
The  strength  of  every  saint 

5  Then,  to  draw  near  to  thee,  my  God, 

Shall  be  my  sweet  employ ; 
My  tongue  shall  sound  thy  works  abroadi 
And  tell  the  world  my  joy. 
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Thou  art  my  Rock ;  to  thee  I  may 
For  refuge  always  fly. 

1  1  Of)    ^'I^  ^^  ^chol6  earth  beJttUd  witJi  Hit 

1  Great  God !  the  nations  of  the  earth 

Are  by  creation  thine ; 
And  in  thy  works,  by  all  beheld, 
Thy  power  and  glory  shine. 

2  But,  Lord,  thy  greater  love  hath  sent 

Thy  gospel  to  mankind, 
XJnvailing  what  rich  stores  of  grace 
Are  treasured  in  thy  mind. 

3  Oh,  when  shall  these  glad  tidings  spread 

The  spacious  earth  around, 
Till  every  tribe  and  every  soul 
Shall  hear  the  joyful  sound  ? 

4  Smile,  Lord,  on  each  divine  attempt 

To  spread  the  gospel's  rays, 
And  build  on  sin's  demolished  throne 
The  temples  of  thy  praise. 

1  1  ^7  A     *^Ther6  U  laid  up  for  me  a  crovm  pf 
±  X  I  U.      righUtmrneMr-fl  Tim.  4:  ft-8, 18. 

1  Death  may  dissolve  my  body  now, 

And  b^r  my  spirit  home  : 
Why  do  my  minutes  move  so  slow, 
Nor  my  salvation  come  ? 

2  God  has  laid  up  in  heaven  for  mo 

A  crown  which  can  not  fade ; 
The  righteous  Judge,  at  that  great  day, 
Shdl  place  it  on  my  head. 

3  Jesus,  the  Lord,  shall  guard  me  safe 

From  every  ill  deskn, 
And  to  his  heavenly  kingdom  take 
This  feeble  soul  of  mine. 

4  God  is  my  everlastmg  Aid, 

My  Portion  and  my  '^" 
To  him  be  highest  g* 


oZb.  fsilm  119. 

1  Thou  art  my  portion,  O  my  God ; 

Soon  as  I  know  thy  way. 
My  heart  makes  haste  t'  obey  thy  word, 
And  suffers  no  delay. 

2  I  choose  the  path  of  heavenly  truth. 

And  glory  in  my  choice ; 

Not  all  the  riches  of  the  earth 

Could  make  me  so  rejoice. 

3  The  testimonies  of  thy  grace 

I  set  before  mine  eyes ; 
Thence  I  derive  my  daily  strength, 
And  there  my  comfort  lies. 

4  If  once  I  wander  from  thy  path, 

I  think  upon  ray  ways ; 
Then  turn  ray  feet  to  thv  commands. 
And  trust  thy  pardoning  grace. 
6  Now  I  am  thine — ^for  ever  thine — 
Oh,  save  thy  servant.  Lord  1 
Thou  art  my  rfiield,  my  hiding-place ; 
My  hope  is  in  thy  word. 

QkAA   *Mee8«d  U  the  man  tchom  Thou  chatUnett.^ 
C/^^«  Psalm  94. 

1  Blest  is  the  man  whom  thou,  O  Lord, 

In  kindness  dost  chastise. 
And  by  thy  sacred  rules  to  walk, 
Dost  lovingly  advise. 

2  For  God  will  never  from  his  saints 

His  &vor  wholly  take : 
His  own  possession,  and  his  lot, 
He  will  not  quite  forsake. 

3  The  world  shall  then  confess  thee  just 

In  all  that  thou  hast  done ; 
And  those  who  choose  thy  upright  path 
Shall  in  that  path  go  on. 

4  My  sore  defense  is  firmly  pkced 

In  thee^  the  Lord  most  high : 


.'tsj^ 
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358.      "^  Deaih^where  U  thy  •tingt'* 

1  Hb  dies !  the  Friend  of  sinDers  dies  I 

Lo !  Salem's  daughters  weep  around : 
A  solemn  darkness  vails  the  skies ; 
A  sudden  trembling  shakes  the  ground. 

2  Here 's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree : 

The  Lord  of  glory  dies  for  men ! 
But,  lo !  what  sudden  joys  we  sec, 
Jesus,  the  dead,  revives  again ! 

3  The  rising  God  forsakes  the  tomb ; 

Up  to  his  Father's  court  he  flies : 
Cherubic  legions  guard  him  home, 
And  shout  him  welcome  to  the  skies. 

4  Break  off  your  tears,  yc  saints,  and  tell 

How  high  our  great  Deliverer  reigns ; 
Sing  how  he  spoiled  the  hosts  of  hell, 
And  led  the  tyrant  Death  in  chains. 

5  Say,  "  Live  for  ever,  glorious  King, 

Bom  to  redeem,  and  strong  to  save ! 
"Where  now,  O  Death,  where  is  thy  sting  ? 
And  where  thy  victory  ,boastingGrave?" 

Q  ^  4,        Joy  in  ChrUCa  JnUrct»9ion» 

1  He  lives, — the  great  Redeemer  lives : 
What  joy  the  blest  assurance  gives ! 
And  now,  before  his  Father,  God, 
Pleads  the  full  merit  of  his  blood. 

2  Repeated  crimes  awake  our  fears. 

And  justice  armed  with  frowns  appears ; 
But  in  the  Saviour's  lovely  face 
Sweet  mercy  smiles,  and  all  is  peace. 
8  Hence, then,yeblack,despairingthonghts; 
Above  our  fears,  above  our  faults, 
His  powerful  intercessions  rise. 
And  guilt  recedes,  and  terror  dies. 

4  In  every  dark,  distressful  hour. 

When  sin  and  Satan  jom  their  power. 
Let  this  dear  hope  repel  the  dart, 
That  Jesus  bean  us  on  hia  heart         ^ 


5  Great  Advocate !  Almighty  Friend ! 
On  thee  our  humble  hopes  depend : 
Our  cause  can  never,  never  fail. 
For  thou  dost  plead,  and  must  prevail 

Ok  O.  lJohn2:l. 

1  Where  is  my  God  ? — does  he  retire 

Beyond  the  reach  of  humble  sighs  f 
Are  these  weak  breathings  of  desire 
Too  languid  to  ascend  the  skies  I 

2  Look  up,  my  soul,  with  cheerful  eye ! 

See  where  the  great  Redeemer  standi^ 
The  glorious  Advocate  on  high. 
With  precious  incense  in  his  hands. 

3  He  sweetens  every  humble  groan ; 

He  recommends  each  broken  prayer; 
Recline  thy  hope  on  him  alone 
Whose  power  and  love  forbid  despair. 

4  Teach  my  weak  heart,  O  gracious  Lord, 

W^ith  stronger  fiiith  to  call  thee  mine; 
Bid  me  pronounce  the  blissful  word, 
My  Father — God,  with  joy  divine. 

Q^Q,  P<iit  Joyt  remembered. 

1  On,  where  is  now  that  glowing  love. 

That  marked  our  union  with  the  Lord! 
Our  hearts  were  fixed  on  things  above, 
Nor  could  the  world  a  joy  ^ord. 

2  Where  is  the  zeal  that  led  us  then 

To  make  our  Saviour's  glory  known! 
That  freed  us  from  the  fear  of  men. 
And  kept  our  eye  on  him  alone! 

3  Where  are  the  happy  seasons  spent 

In  fellowship  with  him  we  loved  I 
The  sacred  joy,  the  sweet  content, 
The  blessedness  that  then  we  proved f 

4  Behold !  again  we  turn  to  thee ; 

Oh,  cast  us  not  away,  though  vile ! 
_  No  peace  we  have,  no  joy  we  see, 
"^'^  *^id  o^M  Oodl  Wt  iu  thy  smile. 
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loved  IM."* 


233. 

1  Erb  earth's  foondations  yet  were  laid, 

Or  heaven's   fair    roof  was    spread 
abroad; 
Ere  man  a  living  soul  was  made, 
Love  stirred  within  the  heart  of  God. 

2  Thy 


loving  counsel  gave  to  me 
Tme  life  in  Christ,  thy  only  Son, 
Whom  thon  hast  made  my  way  to  thee, 
From  whom  all  grace  flows  ever  down. 

3  0  Love,  that  long  ere  time  began, 

This  precious  name  of  child  bestowed ; 
That  opened  Heaven  on  earth  to  man. 
And  called  us  sinners  *^  sons  of  God  I " 

4  I  am  not  worthy.  Lord,  that  thou 

Shouldst  such  compassion  on  me  show ; 
lliat  he  who  made  the  world  should  bow 
To  cheer  with  lore  a  wretch  so  low. 

5  Could  I  but  honor  thee  aright. 

Noble  and  sweet  my  song  should  be ; 
lliat  earth  and  heaven  should  learn  thy 
might, 
And  what  my  God  hath  done  for  me. 

1  Sweet  peace  of  conscience,  heavenly 

guest, 
Come,  fix  thy  mansion  in  my  breast; 
Dispel  my  doubts,  my  fears  control, 
And  heal  the  anguish  of  my  soul. 

2  Come,  smiling  hope,  and  joy  sincere,  . 
Come,  make  your  constant  dwelling  here; 
Still  let  your  presence  cheer  my  heart. 
Nor  sin  compel  you  to  depart. 

3  0  God  of  hope  and  peace  divine, 
Uske  thou  these  secret  pleasures  mine ; 
Foiffive  my  sins,  my  fears  remove, 
And  fill  my  heart  with  joy  and  love. 


*  Tkey  that  go  down  to  the  sea  in  ehipe* 


1107. 

1  While  o'er  the  deep  thy  servants  sail. 
Send  thou,  O  Lord,  the  prosperous  gale ; 
And  on  their  hearts,  where'er  they  go. 
Oh,  let  thy  heavenly  breezes  blow  I 

2  If  on  the  morning's  wings  they  fly, 
They  will  not  pass  beyond  thine  eye ; 
The  wanderer'sprayer  thou  bend'st  to  hear. 
And  £Edth  exults  to  know  thee  near. 

3  When  tempests  rock  the  groaning  bark. 
Oh,  hide  them  safe  in  Jesus'  ark  I 
When  in  the  tempting  port  they  ride. 
Oh,  keep  them  safe  at  Jesus'  side ! 

4  If  life's  wide  ocean  smile  or  roar, 

Still  guide  them  to  the  heavenly  shore ; 
And  grant  their  dust  in  Christ  may  bleep, 
Abroad,  at  home,  or  in  the  deep. 

1258«    "  ^^  '^"»*  **  *^  ^^  thereqT 

1  Oh  for  a  sweet,  inspiring  ray. 

To  animate  our  feeble  strains. 
From  the  bright  realms  of  endless  day — 
The  blissful  realms  where  Jesus  reigns  I 

2  There,  low  before  his  glorious  throne. 

Adoring  saints  and  angels  fall ; 
And,  with  delightful  worship,  own 
His  smile  theur  bliss,  their  neaven,  their 
all. 

3  Immortal  glories  crown  his  head, 

While  tuneful  halleluiahs  rise. 
And  love  and  joy  and  tnumph  spread 
Through  all  th'  assemblies  of  the  skies. 

4  Uc  smiles, — and  seraphs  tune  their  songs 

To  boundless  rapture,  while  they  gaze; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  joyful  tongues 
Resound  his  everlasting  praise. 

5  There  all  the  followers  of  the  Lamb 

Shall  join  at  last  the  heavenly  choir : 
Oh,  may  the  joy-inspiring  theme 
Awa^e  our  faith  and  warm  deaitel 
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638*         *''^  divided  ZTMrC'^-Bom. 7. 

1  Our  hearts,  O  Lord,  with  grief  are  rent, 

O'er  vows  made  all  in  vain ; 
In  angnish  daily  we  repent. 
Each  day  offend  again. 

2  Now  we  arise  from  death  to  life, 

Then  sink  from  good  to  ill ; 
Here  we  begin,  there  leave  our  strife. 
And  work  but  half  thy  will. 

3  Oh,  help  ns,  Lord,  amid  all  pain. 

As  warriors  true,  to  stand 
Faithful  and  firm,  and  thus  to  gain 
Thine  own,  the  better  land. 

4  Thy  land— its  gates  how  bright  they  shine! 

And  let  no  evil  in ; 
Tliy  boundless  land,  and  all  divine. 
That  hath  no  room  for  sin. 

5  Thy  holy  land,  where  none  shall  stop 

Our  souls  upon  the  road, 
And  win  our  weak  desires  to  drop 
From  glory  and  from  God, 

6  Oh,  rich  and  priceless  is  the  grace 

That  we  shall  there  receive! 
Nor  once  thine  ima^e  shall  deface, 
Nor  once  thy  spirit  grieve. 

^Q^       **  What  ahaa  I  render  unto  Vi€  l/^rdr 
WO.  Psalm  116. 

1  For  mercies  countless  as  the  sands. 

Which  daily  I  receive 
From  Jesus  my  Redeemer's  hands. 
My  soul,  what  canst  thou  give  ? 

2  Alas !  from  such  a  heart  as  mine, 

What  can  I  bring  him  forth  ? 
My  best  is  stained  and  dyed  with  sin ; 
My  all  is  nothing  worth. 

3  Yet  this  acknowledgment  I  '11  make 

For  all  he  has  bestowed, 
Salvation's  sacred  cup  I  Ml  takoi 
And  call  upon  my  God. 


4  The  best  return  for  one  like  me» 

So  wretched  and  so  poor. 
Is  from  his  ^ifts  to  draw  a  plea. 
And  ask  him  still  for  more. 

5  I  can  not  serve  him  as  I  ought; 

No  works  have  I  to  boast ; 
Yet  would  I  glory  in  the  thought. 
That  I  shall  owe  him  most. 

7  7  0  •       ''I^cu^  T^^  to  lulp  iMA^^Psalm  92. 

1  Oh,  help  us,  Lord !— each  hour  of  need 

Thy  heavenly  succor  give ; 
Help  us  in  thought,  and  word,  and  deed 
Each  hour  on  earth  we  live. 

2  Oh,  help  us  when  our  spirits  bleed, 

With  contrite  anguish  sore ; 
And  when  our  hearts  are  cold  and  .dead. 
Oh,  help  us.  Lord,  the  more ! 

3  Oh,  help  us,  through  the  prayer  of  fjEuth 

More  firmly  to  ^lieve  I 
For  still  the  more  the  servant  hath. 
The  more  shall  he  receive. 

4  Oh,  help  us,  Jesus !  from  on  high; 

We  know  no  help  but  thee ; 
Oh,  help  us  so  to  live  and  die» 
As  thine  in  heaven  to  be  I 


ImitatUm  qf  ChrUt  in  0$  SwmiUaUou, 


807. 

1  A  PILGRIM  through  this  lonely  world, 

The  blcss6d  Saviour  passed ; 
A  mourner  all  his  life  was  he, 
A  dying  Lamb  at  last. 

2  That  tender  heart  which  felt  for  all. 

For  us  its  life-blood  gave ; 
It  found  on  earth  no  resting-place, 
Save  only  in  the  grave ! 

3  Such  was  our  Lord ;  and  shall  we  fear 

The  cross  with  all  its  scorn  ? 
Or  love  a  faithless,  evil  world, 
That  wreathed  his  brow  with  thorn  t 


NEW  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 


233 


DOWNS.    C.  M. 


4  No :  {acinfr  all  its  frowns  or  smiles, 

Like  bim,  obedient  still, 
"We  bomeward  press,  tbroogb  storm  or 
calm, 
To  Zion'e  blessed  bill. 

5  Dead  to  tbe  world,  witb  bim  wbo  died 

To  win  our  bearts,  our  love, 
Wc,  risen  witb  our  risen  Head, 
In  spirit  dwell  above. 

6  By  faitb,  bip  boundless  glories  tbero 

Our  wondering  eyes  febold — 
Tbosc  glories  wbieb  eternal  years 
Sball  never  all  unfold. 

1  n^i^      ^'Sritiff  in  hither  the  poor  and  the 
LVOO*  maitnedr— Lake  14 :  17-28. 

1  IIow  sweet  and  awful  is  tbe  place, 

"With  Cbrist  witbin  tbe  doors ; 
Wbile  everlasting  love  displays 
Tbe  choicest  of  ber  stores ! 

2  Wbile  all  our  bearts  and  all  our  songs 

Join  to  admire  tbe  feast, 
Eacb  of  us  cries,  witb  thankful  tongue, 
"  Lord,  why  was  I  a  guest  ? 

3  "  Why  was  I  made  to  bear  thy  voice, 

And  enter  while  there 's  room, 
When  thousands  make  a  wretched  choice. 
And  rather  starve  than  come  ?" 

4  Twas  tbe  same  love  that  spread  the 

feast, 
That  sweetly  drew  us  in ; 
Else  we  had  still  refused  to  taste. 
And  perished  in  our  sin. 

5  Pi^  the  nations,  O  our  God  I 

Constrain  tbe  earth  to  come ; 
Send  thy  victorious  word  abroad, 
And  bring  the  strangers  home. 

6  We  long  to  see  thy  churches  full, 

That  all  the  chosen  race 
May,  with  one  voice,  and  heart,  and  soul, 
Sing  thy  rcdeemiog  grace. 


1  U3«  "  ^^*^  *•  again,  0  Lord  God  q,  hotU,"* 

1  See,  gracious  God !  before  thy  throno 

Thy  mourning  people  bend  ; 
'Tis  on  thy  sovereign  grace  alone 
Oui  humble  hopes  depend. 

2  Dark,  frowning  judgments  from  thy  hand 

Thy  dreadful  power  display ; 
Yet  mercy  spares  this  guilty  land. 
And  still  we  live  to  pray. 

3  How  changed,  alas !  are  truths  divine^ 

For  error,  guilt,  and  shame  ! 
Wliat  impious  numbers,  bold  in  sin, 
Disgrace  tbe  Christian  name ! 

4  Oh,  turn  us,  turn  us,  mighty  Lord, 

By  thy  resistless  grace ; 
Then  shall  our  hearts  obey  thy  word, 
And  humbly  seek  thy  &cc. 

1  1  P\^     **0»  what  a  tlender  thread  hang  «oar. 
X-XO  i  m  lasting  thing$:' 

1  TiiEE  we  adore,  eternal  Name  I 

And  humbly  own  to  thee 
IIow  feeble  is  our  mortal  frame, 
What  dying  worms  are  we ! 

2  Tbe  year  rolls  round,  and  steals  away 

Tlie  breath  that  first  it  gave ; 
Wbatc'er  we  do,  where'er  we  be, 
W'c  're  traveling  to  the  grave. 

3  Great  God !  on  what  a  slender  thread 

Hang  everlasting  things  I 
Tb'  eternal  state  of  all  the  dead 
Upon  life's  feeble  strings  I 

4  Infinite  joy,  or  endless  woo 

Attends  on  every  breath ; 
And  yet,  how  unconcerned  we  go 

Upon  the  brink  of  death  1 
6  Waken,  0  Lord,  our  ( 

To  walk  this  daiigeroiitj| 
And  if  our  co\>i%  «c^  YsQorfe 

May  \key  \)^  foQsA'ir'* 


drowffitfpi^ 
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Qy  .  TKe  Evening  BUwing, 

1  Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing, 

Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal . 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing ; 
Thou  canst  save,  and  thou  canst  heal. 

2  Though  destruction  walk  around  us^ 

Though  the  arrow  near  us  fly, 
.Angel-guards  from  thee  surround  us; 
y      We  are  safe,  if  thou  art  nigh. 
''3  Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary. 
Darkness  can  not  hide  from  thee . 
Thou  art  he  who,  never  weary, 
Watcheth  where  thy  people  be. 
4  Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake  us, 
And  our  couch  become  our  tomb. 
May  the  mom  in  heaven  awake  us. 
Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom ! 

29  5 .  '^         "  s^r«  ^  Orossr 

1  Sweet  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing. 

Which  before  the  cross  I  spend ; 

Life,  and  health,  and  peace  possessing, 

From  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 

2  Truly  t)less6d  is  this  station, 

Low  before  his  cross  to  lie ; 
While  I  see  divine  compassion 
Beaming  in  his  gracious  eye. 

8  Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven. 
While  upon  the  cross  I  gaze ; 
Love  I  much  ?  I  Ve  much  forgiven ; 
I  'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

4  Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing. 

With  my  tears  his  feet  I  '11  batiie ; 
Constant  still,  in  faith  abiding, 
Life  deriving  from  his  deaui. 

5  Here  in  tender,  grateful  sorrow 

With  my  Saviour  will  I  stay ; 

•  Tn  Hfmns  295  and  890  eommeooe  with  the  latUrpart 
tone  for  the  fifth  itaiiza,  when  sang  to  Axlr. 


Here  new  hope  and  strength  will  borrow ; 
Here  will  love  my  fears  away, 

0  9  9  •     "  IvfiU/esd  thtm  upon  the  mountain*.^ 

1  Israel's  Shepherd !  guide  me,  feed  me. 

Through  my  pilgrimage  below ; 
And  beside  the  waters  lead  me, 
Where  thy  sheep  rejoicing  go. 

2  Lest  I  err,  thine  aid  disdaining, 

And  forsake  tliy  sheltering  fold, 
Heedless  of  thy  p:race  constraining. 
In  the  btrongUi  of  nature  bold, — 

3  Lord,  thy  guardian  presence  ever. 

Meekly  kneeling,  I  implore ; 
Now  thv  grace  hath  found  me,  never 
Would  I  wander  from  thee  more. 

4  Come,  mv  soul,  temptation  flying, 

Arm  thee  for  the  strife  witnin : 
Jesus,  thy  Redeemer,  djring, 
Stamps  an  infamy  on  sin. 

5  Yield,  my  heart,  no  longer  hardened ; 

Rouse  thy  every  latent  power : 
Cleansed,  and  w^ashed,  and  freely  pardon'd. 
Go  in  peace,  and  sin  no  more. 


Prayer  Jin*  IheSatUnu^t  Outdanes, 


759. 

1  Gently,  Lord !  oh,  gently  lead  us 

Through  this  lonely  vale  of  tears ; 
Through  the  changes  thou  'st  decreed  va^ 

Till  our  last  great  change  appears : 
When  temptation's  darts  assail  us, 

When  in  devious  paths  we  stray. 
Let  thy  goodness  never  fail  us ; 

Lead  us  in  thy  perfect  way. 

2  In  the  hour  of  pain  and  anguish, 

In  the  hour  when  death  draws  near, 
Suffer  not  our  hearts  to  languish, 
Suffer  not  oar  souls  to  fear : 


NEW  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 


i 


SICILY. 


5^«=5t 


8s  &  7s. 


^@ 


■^^t^gM. 


-^ — I- 


:S=*: 


m 


I    I    I    I 
-J 


I    I 


I    I 


^ 


-i — K— t 


S 


A^h^ 


f=^*=F=r 


rprr 


235 


r: 


^ 


And,  when  raortal  life  is  ended, 
Bid  us  on  thy  bosom  rest ; 

Till,  by  angel-bands  attended, 
We  awake  among  the  blest. 


Prayer  for  a  lowly  Heart. — Psalm  181. 


686. 

1  Let  thy  grace.  Lord,  make  me  lowly ; 

Humble  all  my  swelling  pride : 
Fallen,  guilty,  and  unholy. 

Greatness  from  my  eyes  I  '11  hide. 

2  111  forbid  my  vain  aspiring, 

Nor  at  earthly  honors  aim ; 
No  ambitious  heights  desiring. 
Far  above  my  humble  claim. 

8  Weaned  from  earth's  vexatious  pleasures, 
In  thy  love  I  '11  seek  for  mine ; 
Placed  in  heaven  my  nobler  treasures, 
Earth  I  quietly  resign. 
4  Israel,  thus  the  world  despising, 
On  the  Lord  alone  rely ; 
Then,  from  him  thy  joys  arising. 
Like  himself,  shall  never  die. 

^  ^  Q         ^^  r^'n,  itithmU  God"*  Bt^wing. 
Utit/.  Psalm  127. 

1  Vainly  through  night's  weary  hours, 

Keep  we  watch,  lest  foes  alarm ; 
Vain  our  bulwarks,  and  our  towers, 
But  for  God's  protecting  arm. 

2  Vain  were  all  our  toil  and  labor. 

Did  not  God  that  labor  bless ; 
Vain,  without  his  grace  and  favor, 
Every  talent  we  possess. 

3  Vainer  still  the  hope  of  heaven, 

That  on  human  strength  relies ; 
But  to  him  shall  help  be  given, 
Who  in  humble  faith  applies. 

4  Seek  we,  then,  the  Lord's  Anointed; 

He  shall  gnmt  us  peace  and  rest : 


Ne'er  was  suppliant  disappointed. 
Who  to  Christ  his  prayer  addressed. 

570.  Giving  the  Heart. 

1  Take  my  heart,  0  Father,  take  it! 

Make  and  keep  it  all  thine  own ; 
Let  thy  Spirit  melt  and  break  it — 
This  proud  heart  of  sin  and  stone. 

2  Father,  make  it  pure  and  lowly. 

Fond  of  peace,  and  far  from  strife ; 
Turning  from  the  paths  unholy 
Of  this  vain  and  sinful  Hfe. 

3  Ever  let  thy  grace  surround  it ; 

Strengthen  it  with  power  divine, 
Till  thy  cords  of  love  have  bound  it : 
Make  it  to  be  wholly  thine. 

4  May  the  blood  of  Jesus  heal  it, 

And  its  sins  be  all  forgiven; 
Holy  Spirit,  take  and  seal  it, 
Guide  it  in  the  path  to  heaven. 

1  1  QyL       *" Abide  with  its;  for  it  U  toward 
IJlO^.  evening.'' 

1  Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour! 

For  the  day  is  passing  by ; 
See !  the  shades  of  evening  gather, 
And  the  night  is  drawing  nigh. 

2  Deeper,  deeper  grow  the  shadowsi 

Paler  now  the  glowing  west. 

Swift  the  night  of  death  advances ; 

Shall  it  be  the  night  of  rest  ? 

3  Feeble,  trembling,  fainting,  dying. 

Lord,  I  cast  myself  on  thee ; 
Tarry  with  me  through  the  darkness ; 
While  I  sleep,  still  watch  by  mo. 

4  Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Savioul 

Lay  my  head  upon  thy  F 
Till  the  monvvQ^\  \k«Dk  «<riH 
MoTmn^  oi  c^ti^  ink  ** 
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&t/0»      Praytr  to  ChHUfor  Pardon, 

1  O  THOU  that  vvouldst  not  have 

One  wretched  sinner  die ; 
Who  diedst  thyself  my  soul  to  save 

From  endless  misery ; 
Show  me  the  way  to  shun 

Thy  dreadful  wrath  severe ; 
That,  when  thou  comest  on  thy  throne, 

I  may  with  joy  appear. 

^*^,^  Thou  art  thyself  the  way ; 

Thyself  in  me  reveal : 
So  shall  I  spend  my  life's  short  day 

Obedient  to  thy  will ; 
So  shall  I  love  my  God, 

Because  ho  first  loved  me, 
And  praise  thee  in  thy  bright  abode 

To  all  eternity. 

Q  1  7     Ptacejbund  only  in  serving  Ocd, 
Oil.  PaalmK. 

1  Let  sinners  take  their  course. 

And  choose  the  road  to  death ; 
But  in  the  worship  of  my  God 
I  Ml  spend  my  daily  breath, 

2  My  thouglits  address  his  throne. 

When  morning  brings  the  light ; 
I  seek  his  blessing  every  noon, 
And  pay  my  vows  at  night. 

3  Thou  wilt  regard  my  cries, 

O  my  eternal  God ! 
While  sinners  perish  in  surprise, 
Beneath  thine  angry  rod. 

4  Because  they  dwell  at  ease, 

And  no  sad  changes  feel. 
They  neither  fear  nor  trust  thy  name, 
Nor  learn  to  do  thy  will. 

5  But  I,  with  all  my  cares, 

Will  lean  upon  the  Lord ; 


I  Ml  cast  my  burden  on  his  aim, 

And  rest  upon  his  word. 
6  His  arm  shall  well  sustain 

The  children  of  his  love ; 
The  ground  on  which  their  safely  stands, 

No  earthly  power  can  move* 

GQO    *^Iopetud  not  mymouth;  heoau$4  7%on 
UO^/*  dida  a.""— Psalm  89. 

1  It  is  thy  hand,  my  God ; 

My  sorrow  comes  from  thee : 
I  bow  beneath  thy  chastening  rod, 
'T  is  love  that  bruises  me. 

2  I  would  not  murmur.  Lord ;  , 

Before  thee  I  am  dumb : 
Lest  I  should  breathe  one  murmuring 
word. 
To  thee  for  help  I  come. 

3  My  God,  thy  name  is  Love ; 

A  Fathei^s  hand  is  thine : 
With  tearful  eyes  I  look  above, 
And  cry,  "Thy  will  be  mineP' 

4  I  know  thy  will  is  right. 

Though  it  may  seem  severe ; 
Thy  paw  is  still  unsullied  light. 
Though  dark  it  oft  appear. 

5  Jesus  for  me  hath  died ; 

Thy  Son  thou  didst  not  spare ; 
His  pierc6d  hands,  his  bleeding  sid6^ 
Thy  love  for  me  declare. 

6  Here  my  poor  heart  can  rest ; 

My  God,  it  cleaves  to  thee ; 
Thy  will  is  love,  thine  end  is  best ; 
All  work  for  good  to  me. 

ODO*    ^Create  in  me  a  cUan  heariT* 

1  Is  this  the  kind  return  ? 

Are  these  the  thanks  we  owe  t 
Thus  to  abuse  eternal  Love, 
Whence  all  our  blessings  flowt 


J 
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Whither,  oh,  whither  shall  I  fly. 
But  unto  thee,  my  God ! 

2  When  anxious  thoughts  arise, 

And  sorrows  compass  round, 
Amid  ten  thousand  enemies, 
In  thee  my  help  is  found. 

3  Then  at  thy  feet  I  '11  bow, 

And  in  thy  mercy  trust ; 
If  I  am  saved,  how  good  art  thou  I 
And  if  I  perish,  just ! 

4  Perish ! — it  can  not  be. 

Since  Jesus  shed  his  blood ; 

.    The  promise  is  both  rich  and  free. 

And  ho  will  make  it  good. 

I    I  0«  "-'^  ^'^^^'^  '^  3%««,  let  m6  not  he  aehamedj* 

1  Oppressed  with  sin  and  woe, 

A  burdened  heart  I  bear ; 
Opposed  by  many  a  mighty  foe, — 
Yet  will  I  not  despair. 

2  With  this  polluted  heart, 

I  dare  to  come  to  thee, 
Holy  and  mighty  as  thou  art,^ 
For  thou  wilt  pardon  me. 

3  I  feel  that  I  am  weak. 

And  prone  to  every  sin ; 
But  thou,  who  giv'st  to  those  who  seek, 
Wilt  give  me  strength  within. 

4  I  need  not  fear  my  foes, 

I  need  not  yield  to  care, 
I  need  not  sink  beneath  my  woes, — 
For  thou  wilt  answer  prayer. 

5  In  my  Bedeemer's  name, 

I  give  myself  to  thee ; 
Tbiough  him,  unworthy  «&l«c^ 


2  To  what  a  stubborn  frame 

Hath  sin  reduced  our  mind ! 
What  strange,  rebellious  wretches  wc ! 
And  God  as  strangely  kind ! 
8  Turn,  turn  ns,  mighty  God ! 
And  mold  our  souls  afresh ; 
Break,  sovereign  Grace !  these  hearts  of 
stone, 
And  give  us  hearts  of  flesh. 
4  Let  past  ingratitude 

Provoke  our  weeping  eyes. 
And  hourly,  as  new  mercies  fall. 
Let  hourly  thanks  arise. 

g  fjij^     Faith  entreating /br  Pardon. 

1  O  Lord,  how  vile  am  I, 

Unholy  and  unclean ! 
How  can  I  dare  to  venture  nigh 
With  such  a  load  of  sin  ? 

2  Myself  can  hardly  bear 

This  wretched  heart  of  mine ; 

How  hateful,  then,  must  it  appear 

To  those  pure  eyes  of  thine ! 

3  And  must  I  then  indeed 

Sink  in  despair  and  die  ? 
Fain  would  I  nope  that  thou  didst  bleed 
For  such  a  wretch  as  I ! 

4  That  blood  which  thou  hast  spilt, 

That  grace  which  is  thine  own, 
Can  cleanse  the  vilest  sinner's  guilty 

And  soften  hearts  of  stone. 
6  Low  at  thy  feet  I  bow : 

Oh,  pity  and  forgive  I 
Here  will  I  lie  and  wait  till  thou 

Shalt  bid  me  rise  and  live. 

1  Wbbh  earthly  comforts  die, 

And  thorM  o'enpread  the  load, 
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2d  time. 


""FOltd  ttiih  aU  the/uUneas  qf  God: 


1  0  Lord,  I  would  delight  in  thee. 

And  on  thy  care  depend ; 
To  thee  in  every  trouble  flee, 
My  best,  my  only  Friend. 

2  When  all  created  streams  are  dried. 

Thy  fullness  is  the  same : 
May  I  with  this  be  satisfied, 
And  glory  in  thy  name ! 

3  No  good  in  creatures  can  be  found, 

But  what  is  found  in  thee : 
I  must  have  all  things  and  abound 
While  God  is  God  to  me. 

4  Oh  that  I  had  a  stronger  faith, 

To  look  within  the  vail, — 
To  credit  what  my  Saviour  saith. 
Whose  word  can  never  fail. 

5  He  who  has  made  my  heaven  secure, 

Will  here  all  good  provide : 
While  Christ  is  rich,  can  I  be  poor  ? 
What  can  I  want  beside  ? 

0  O  Lord,  I  cast  my  care  on  thee ; 

I  triumph  and  adore : 
Hencefortn  my  ereat  concern  shall  be 
To  love  and  please  thee  more. 

Q  O  A    «  What  shall  I  render  vnio  the  Lordf* 
O^U*  Psalm  lia 

1  What  shall  I  render  to  my  God 

For  all  his  kindness  shown  ? 
My  feet  shall  visit  thine  abode. 
My  songs  address  thy  throne. 

2  Among  the  saints  that  fill  thy  house. 

My  offerings  shall  be  paid  ;  * 
There  shall  my  zeal  perform  the  vows 
My  soul  in  anguish  made. 

3  How  much  is  mercy  thy  delight. 

Thou  ever  blessed  God ! 
How  dear  thy  servants  in  thy  sight  I 
How  preciooB  is  their  blood ! 


4  How  happy  all  thy  servants  are ! 
How  great  thy  grace  to  me  I 
My  life,  which  thou  hast  made  thy  care, 
Lord,  I  devote  to  thee. 

6  Now  I  am  thine,  for  ever  thine, 
Nor  shall  my  purpose  move ; 
Thy  hand  hath  loosed  my  bonds  of  pain, 
And  bound  me  with  tny  love. 
6  Here  in  thy  courts  I  leave  my  vow. 
And  thy  rich  grace  record ; 
Witness,  ye  saints,  who  hear  me  now, 
If  I  forsake  the  Lord. 


"/  uiU  pay  my  rows  unto  the  Lord^ 


I  lie. 


827. 


1  I  LOVE  the  Lord :  he  lent  an  ear 

When  I  for  help  implored ; 
He  rescued  me  from  all  my  fear; 
Therefore  I  love  the  Lord. 

2  Return,  my  soul,  unto  thy  rest; 

From  God  no  longer  roam : 
His  hand  hath  bountifully  blest; 
His  goodness  called  thee  home. 

3  What  shall  I  render  unto  thee, 

My  Saviour,  in  distress. 
For  all  thy  benefits  to  me. 
So  great  and  numberless  f 

4  This  will  I  do,  for  thy  love's  sake^ 

And  thus  thy  power  proclaim : 
Salvation's  sacred  cup  I  HI  take, 
And  eall  upon  thy  name. 

5  Thou  God  of  covenanted  grace ! 

Hear  and  record  my  vow, — 
While  in  thy  courts  I  seek  thy  fiice^ 
And  at  thine  altar  bow. 

6  Henceforth  myself  to  thee  I  give^ 

With  single  heart  and  eye, 

To  walk  before  thee  while  I  Uye^ 

And  bless  thee  when  I  die. 
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I  'd  leave  thine  eartlily  courts,  and  flee 
Up  to  thy  seat,  my  God ! 
2  There  all  the  heavenly  hosts  are  seen ; 
In  shining  ranks  they  move  ; 
And  drink  mimortal  vigor  in. 
With  wonder  and  with  love. 
8  Then  at  thy  feet,  with  awful  fear, 
Th'  adoring  armies  fall ; 
With  joy  they  shrink  to  nothing  there, 
Before  th'  eternal  All. 
4  The  more  thy  glories  strike  my  eyes, 
The  humbler  I  shall  lie ; 
Thus  while  I  sink,  my  joys  shall  rise 
Immeasurably  hign. 

1239*      ^^^  **  ^«'*»- 

1  When  musing  sorrow  weeps  the  past, 

And  mourns  the  present  pain, 
*T  is  sweet  to  think  of  peace  at  last. 
And  feel  that  death  is  gain. 

2  T  is  not  that  murmuring  thoughts  arise, 

And  dread  a  Father's  will ; 
'T  is  not  that  meek  submission  flies. 
And  would  not  suffer  still : 
8  It  is  that  heaven-bom  faith  surveys 
The  path  that  leads  to  light, 
And  longs  her  eagle  plumes  to  raise. 
And  lose  herseu  in  sight. 
4  Oh,  let  me  wing  my  haUowed  flight 
From  earth-M)m  woe  and  care, 
And  soar  above  these  clouds  of  night| 
My  Savioni's  bliss  to  share  I 

DoxoLoor. 

Let  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  adored. 
Where  toere  are  works  to  make  him 
known,  ...^^^ 


109O«  "^<«P  ^^^  ^»»  ^^^  tceepr 

1  Lord,  may  our  sympathizing  breasts 

The  generous  pleasure  know. 
Kindly  to  share  m  others'  joys, 
And  weep  for  others'  woe ! 

2  Where'er  the  helpless  sons  of  grief 

In  low  distress  are  laid. 
Soft  be  our  hearts,  their  pains  to  feel. 
And  swift  our  hands  to  aid. 
8  Thus  may  the  sacred  law  of  love 
Through  all  our  actions  shine. 
And  force  a  scofHng  world  to  own 
The  Christian  name  divine. 

1  AQfx    ^'Beyt  perfect,  ew»  as  your  Father  in 
JL\JfJ\im  heavenJ" 

1  Bbioht  Source  of  everlasting  love. 

To  thee  our  souls  we  raise ; 
And  to  thy  sovereign  bounty  rear 
A  monument  of  praise. 

2  Thy  mercy  gilds  the  path  of  life 

With  every  cheering  ray, 
Kindly  restrains  the  rising  tear. 

Or  wipes  that  tear  away. 
8  To  tents  of  woe,  to  beds  of  pain, 

Thy  children.  Lord,  repair ; 
And,  with  the  gifts  thy  hand  bestows, 

Relieve  the  mourners  there. 

4  The  widow's  heart  shall  sing  for  joy ; 

The  orphan  shall  be  fed ; 
The  hungering  soul  we'll  gladly  point 
To  Christ,  me  living  Bread. 

5  Thus  what  our  heavenly  Father  gave 

Shall  we  as  freely  give ; 
Thus  copy  him  who  lived  to  save. 
And  died  that  we  might  live. 

1  Zoo*  "iRsriMttfy  dettring  1o  be  ddked  upm.^ 

1  Fathkb!  I  long,  I  faint,  to  see 
The  place  of  thine  abode; 
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77k0  AU-^uing  (^ocf.— Psalm  189. 


134. 

1  Lord,  thou  hast  searched  and  seen  mo 

through ; 
Thine  eye  commands,  with  piercing  view, 
My  rising  and  my  resting  hours, 
My  heart  and  flesh,  with  all  their  powers. 

2  My  thoughts  before  they  are  my  own, 
Are  to  ray  God  distinctly  known ; 
He  knows  the  words  I  mean  to  speak, 
Ere  from  my  opening  lips  they  break. 

3  Within  thy  circling  power  I  stand ; 
On  every  side  I  find  thy  hand : 
Awake,  asleep,  at  home,  abroad, 

I  am  surrounded  still  with  God. 

4  Amazing  knowledge,  vast  and  great  I 
What  large  extent !  what  lofty  height ! 
My  soul,  with  all  the  powers  I  boast. 
Is  in  the  boundless  prospect  lost. 

5  Oh,  may  these  thoughts  possess  my  breast, 
Where'er  I  rove,  where  er  I  rest ! 

Nor  let  my  weaker  passions  dare 
Consent  to  sin,  for  God  is  there. 

601.  ''^y  ^^  toaiUlh/br  7%^.**— Pnalm  18a 

1  From  deep  distress  and  troubled  thoughts, 

To  thee,  my  God,  I  raise  my  cries ; 
If  thou  severely  mark  our  faults, 
No  flesh  can  stand  before  thine  eyes. 

2  But  thou  hast  built  thy  throne  of  grace, 

Free  to  dispense  thy  pardons  there ; 
That  sinners  may  approach  thy  face, 

And  hope  and  love,  as  well  as  fear. 
8  As  the  benighted  pilgrims  wait, 

And  long  and  wish  for  brealdng  day, 
So  waits  m^  soul  before  thy  gate  : 

When  will  my  God  his  &ce  display? 
4  My  trust  is  fixed  upon  thy  word. 

Nor  shall  I  trust  thy  word  in  vain ; 
Let  mourning  souls  address  the  Lord, 

And  find  relief  from  all  their  pain. 


5  Great  is  his  love,  and  large  his  grace, 
Through  tho  redemption  of  his  Son ; 
He  turns  our  feet  from  sinful  ways, 
And  pardons  what  our  hands  have  done. 

OlO.  The  Joy  of  Pardon, 

1  Thou  Prince  of  ^lory,  slam  for  mo, 

Breathing  foi^veness  in  thy  prayer ; 
That  loving,  melting  look  I  see, 

That  bui-sting  si^,  that  tender  tear. 

2  Can  1  behold  that  closing  eye. 

Still  fixed  on  me,  still  oeaming  love ! 
And  can  I  see  my  Saviour  die, 
Nor  feel  one  holy  passion  move  ? 

3  Let  me  but  hear  tliy  dying  voice 

Pronounce  forgiveness  m  my  breast ; 
My  trembling  spirit  shall  rejoice. 
And  feel  me  calm  of  heavenly  rest. 

4  Lord,  thine  atoning  blood  apply. 

And  life  or  death  is  sweet  to  mo  *, 

In  life's  last  hour,  thy  presence,  nigh. 

From  fear  shall  set  my  spirit  free. 

1  Jesus,  the  sinner's  Friend,  to  thee, 
Lost  and  undone,  for  aid  I  fiee , 
Weary  of  earth,  myself,  and  sin. 
Open  thine  arms  and  take  me  in. 

2  Pity  and  save  my  ruined  soul ; 

'T  is  thou  alone  canst  make  me  whole ; 
Dark,  till  in  me  thine  image  shine, 
And  lost  I  am  till  thou  art  mine. 

3  At  last  I  own  it  can  not  bo 
That  I  shonld  fit  myself  for  thee ; 
Here,  then,  to  thee  I  all  resign  ; 
Thine  is  the  work,  and  only  thine. 

4  What  can  I  say  thy  grace  to  move  f 
Lord,  I  am  sin, — but  thon  art  love  : 
I  give  up  every  plea  beside. 

Lord,  I  am  lost, — ^but  thou  hast  died  I 
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1  My  God,  how  endless  is  tliy  love ! 
Thy  gifts  are  every  evening  new ; 
And  morning  mercies,  from  8U)ovc, 
Gently  distill^  like  early  dew. 

8  Thou  spread's!  the  curtains  of  the  night, 
Great  Guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours ! 
Thy  sovereign  word  restores  the  light, 
And  quietens  all  my  drowsy  powers. 

8  I  yield  my  powers  to  thy  command ; 
To  thee  I  consecrate  my  days : 
Perpetual  blessings  from  uiy  hand 
Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise. 

1 9o.  "  Tk4  I/yrd  qfhostt  U  voUh  UA^-Paalm  4«. 

1  God  is  our  refuge  and  defense, 
In  trouble  our  unfailing  aid ; 
Secure  in  his  omnipotence, 

What  foe  can  make  our  souls  afraid  f 

8  There  is  a  river,  pure  and  bright, 

Whose  streams  n^ke  glad  the  heaven- 
ly plains; 
There,  in  eternity  of  light, 
The  city  of  our  God  remains. 

8  Not  on  a  seraph's  wing  of  fire, — 

But  on  the  mightier  wings  of  prayer 
We  reach  that  home  of  pure  desire. 
And  feel  his  cloudless  presence  there. 

But  soon,  hoiw  soon !  our  spirits  droop, 
Unwont  the  air  of  heaven  to  breathe : 

Yet  Godf  in  very  deed,  will  stoop, 
And  dwell  himself  with  men  beneath. 

5  Come  to  thy  Hying  temples,  then; 
Ab  in  the  ancient  times  appear : 
Let  earth  h6  paraidise  ap^ain. 
And  nuuv  O  Oo4  ^^e  bntm  here  I 
H 


^O  I  ,  *^n<nD  wMtarehabU  are  Thy  jttdgmwU,^ 

1  Lord,  my  weak  thought  in  vain  would 

climb 
To  search  the  starry  vault  profound ; 
In  vain  would  wing  her  flight  sublime. 
To  find  creation's  outmost  bound. 

2  But  weaker  yet  that  thought  must  prove 

To  search  thy  great  eternal  plan, — 
Thy  sovereign  counsels,  bom  of  love 
Long  ages  ere  the  world  began. 

8  When  my  dim  reason  would  demand 
Why  that,  or  this,  thou  dost  ordain, 
By  some  vast  deep  I  seem  to  stand, 
Whose  secrets  I  must  ask  in  vain. 

4  When  doubts  disturb  my  troubled  breast, 

And  all  is  dark  as  night  to  me. 
Here,  as  on  solid  rock,  I  rest ; 
That  so  it  seemeth  good  to  thee. 

5  Be  this  my  joy,  that  evermore 

Thou  rulest  all  things  at  thy  will : 
Thy  soverei^  wisdom  I  adore, 

And  calnSy,  sweetly,  trust  thee  stilL 

0  0  6  •    TmiiaUtm  qf  ChrM  ^n  Si^ering. 

1  Dear  Lord,  amid  the  throng  that  pressed 

Around  thee  on  the  cur^d  tree. 
Some  loyal,  loving  hearts  were  there, 
Some  pitying  eyes  that  wept  for  thee. 

2  Like  them  may  we  rejoice  to  own 

Our  dying  Lord,  though  crowned  with 
thorn ; 
Like  thee,  thy  blessed  self,  endure 
The  cross  with  all  its  joy  and  scorn.. 

3  Thy  cross,  thy  lonely  path  below. 

Show  what  thy  bretnren  all  shouldXy^v 
Pilgrima  <m  wijQi^  ^aoin^^*'^  ^crr; 
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372. 

1  Plead  thou,  oh,  plead  my  cause ! 

Each  8elf-excu8ing  plea 
My  trembling  soul  withdraws, 

And  flies  to  thee. 
When  justice  rears  her  throne. 
Ah  !  who,  save  thee  alone. 
May  stand,  O  spotless  One  f 

Plead  thou  my  cause ! 

2  Ah !  plead  not  aught  of  mine 

Before  thine  altar  throne — 
Fragments,  when  all  is  thine. 

All,  all  thine  own ! 
Thou  seest  what  stains  they  bear, 
Oh,  since  each  tear,  each  prayer. 
Hath  need  of  pardon  there, 

Plead  thou  my  cause ! 

ELAND.    6s  &  48. 


*^Pi9ad  Thou  my  anMa."* 


3  Plead,  when  the  tempter^s  art, 

To  each  fond  hope  of  mine, 
Denies  this  faithless  heart 

Can  e'er  be  thine. 
If  slander  whisper,  too. 
The  sin  I  never  knew. 
Thou,  who  couldst  urge  the  tme. 

Plead  thou  my  cause ! 

4  Oh,  plead  my  cause  above. 

Plead  thine  within  my  breast ; 
Till  there  thy  peaceful  dove 

Shall  build  her  nest 
Thou  know*st  this  will,  how  frail ! 
Thou  know'st,  though  language  fail, 
My  souPs  mvsterious  tale  : 

Plead  thou  my  cause  I 
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427.  ** TKe  Light  4if  Life: 

1  On  earth  was  darkness  spread — 

One  boundless  night ; 
"Let  there  be  light,"  God  said,— 
And  there  was  light ! 

2  There  hung  a  deeper  gloom 

O'er  quick  and  dead, 
But  Jesus  burst  the  tomb^ 
And  darkness  fled. 


8  God  by  his  word  arrayed 
DanmeiB  with  I' 


God  by  his  Son  din>layed 
Day  without  ni^t. 

4  For  thee,  O  man,  arose 
Creation's  ray  I 
For  thee,  too,  brighter  glows 
Salvation's  day. 


5  The  beams  first  poured  on  earth 
For  mortals  shone : 
The  light  of  later  biztli 
Immortab  own. 
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542. 

1  Child  Oi  sin  and  sorrow, 
Filled  with  dismay, 
Wait  not  for  to-morrow, 
Yield  thee  to-day : 
Heaven  bids  uiee  come, 
While  yet  there 's  room ; 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 
Hear  and  obey. 

SYLE.    eg  Ads. 


Child  qf  Hn  and  aorrow,'^ 

2  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 
Why  wilt  thou  die  ! 
Come,  while  thou  canst  borrow 
Help  from  on  high  : 
Grieve  not  that  love. 
Which,  from  above, 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow. 
Would  bring  thee  nigh. 
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569. 

1  Mt  bouL  go  boldly  forth. 
Forsake  wis  sinful  earth ; 
What,  hath  it  been  to  thee 

But  pain  and  sorrow  ? 
And  thmk'st  thou  it  will  be 
Better  to-morrow  I 

2  Why  wilt  thou  still  delay! 
Thou  cam'st  not  here  to  stay : 
What  tak'st  thou  for  thy  part 

But  heavenly  pleasure  I 
Where  then  should  bo  thy  heart, 
But  where 's  thy  treasure  t 


ridding  Earth  for  HeafmL-^lleb.  11 :  !«. 


3  Thy  God,  thy  Head 's  above ; 
There  is  the  world  of  love ; 
Mansions  there  purchased  are 

By  Christ's  own  merit ; 
For  these  he  doth  prepare 
Thee,  by  his  Spirit. 

4  Lord  Jesus,  take  my  spirit ; 
I  trust  thy  love  and  merit : 
Take  home  thy  wandering  sheep, 

For  thou  hast  sought  it : 
My  soul  in  safety  keep. 
For  thou  hast  bought  iU 
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y  O  y  •         "  Xearer,  my  God,  to  ThesJ" 

1  Nearbr,  my  God,  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee : 
Ev'n  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseih  me, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
I :  Nearer,  my  Gk)d,  to  thee,  ij 
Nearer  to  thee. 

2  Though  like  a  "wanderer. 

Daylight  all  gone. 
Darkness  be  over  mc, 

M^  rest  a  stone, 
Yet  in  my  dreams,  I'd  bo 
|:  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  :| 

Nearer  to  thee. 

8  There  let  the  way  appear 
Steps  up  to  heaven ; 
All  that  thou  sendest  me 

In  mercy  given. 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
|:  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  :| 
Nearer  to  thee. 

4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts, 
Bright  with  thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  gnefs, 

Bethel  I'll  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
J:  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee,  :| 
Nearer  to  thee. 

£  Or  if  on  Joyful  wing. 
Cleaving  the  sky, 


1: 


Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot. 

Upward  I  fly. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Nearer,  my  Goc^  to  thee,  :| 

Nearer  to  thee. 


1224. 


**  Strangers  and  pUgrinu  <m  ths  •ardL'^ 


1  Fm  but  a  stranger  here, 

Heaven  is  my  home ; 
Earth  is  a  desert  drear. 

Heaven  is  my  home : 
Danger  and  sorrow  stand 
Round  me  on  erery  hand ; 
Heaven  is  my  fatherland — 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

2  What  though  iho  tempest  nge^ 

Heaven  is  my  home ; 
Short  is  my  pilgrimage, 

Heaven  is  my  home  : 
Time's  cold  and  wint'ry  blast 
Soon  will  be  overpast ; 
I  shall  reach  home  at  last — 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

3  There,  at  my  Saviour's  side^ 

Heaven  is  my  home ; 
I  shall  be  glorified — 

Heaven  is  my  home : 
There  are  the  good  and  bleats 
Those  I  loved  most  and  bcat^ 
And  there  I,  too,  shall  rest;-—- 

Heaven  is  my  home  I 
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1259. 

1  Thbre  is  a  happy  land, 

Far,  fer  away, 
Where  saints  in  glory  stand, 

Bright,  bright  as  day ; 
Oh,  how  they  sweetly  sing, 
Worthy  is  our  Saviour  King  1 
Loud  let  his  praises  ring, 

Praise,  praise  for  aye. 

2  Come  to  that  happy  land, — 

Come,  come  away ; 
W^  will  ye  doubting  stand, 
Why  still  delay? 

LYNCH.    6s  &  4s. 


Children**  Song  <ifth*  Happy  Land. 

Oh !  we  shall  happy  be. 
When  from  sin  and  sorrow  free ; 
Lord,  we  shall  live  with  thee^ 
Blest,  blest  for  aye  I 

3  Bnght,  in  that  happy  land, 
Beams  every  eye ; 

Kept  by  a  Fatiier's  hand, 
Love  can  not  die : 

Oh,  then  to  glory  run  ! 

Be  a  crown  and  kingdom  won ; 

And  bright,  above  the  sun, 
We  reign  for  aye ! 
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1  Father,  oh,  hear  me  now ! 

Father  divine ! 
Thou,  only  thou,  canst  sea 
The  hearrs  deep  agony : 
Helpme  to  say  to  thee 

*•  Thy  will,  not  mine  T 

2  O  God  I  be  thou  my  stay. 

In  this  diffk  hour ; 
Kindly  each  sorrow  hear. 


Ood  t  ht  TKou  my  »tay^* 

Hush  every  troubled  fear. 
Thee  let  me  still  revere. 
Still  own  thy  power. 

8  In  thee  alone  I  trust, 

Thou  Holy  Onel 
Humbly  to  thee  I  pray 
That  through  each  troubled  day 
Of  life,  I  stul  may  say, 

"Thy  will  bo  done  I" 


246  NEW    SABBATH    HYMN  AND   TUNE   BOOK. 

HALLE.     7s.     6  links. 


I 


-] 1- 


i 


^ 


^S 


4- 


t^_^      J    dc=a: 


W=* 


^^ 


'^""^^XTT 


^^ 


i  i  i  i  i  ^  ^ 


=p— ?== 


g^ 


?; 


^^^ 


:d=x: 


^      J    JlJ   iJ^ 


=»t=^ 


-I 1— 


T~r 


^^f 


J  J  i  i  i 


J  J 


e 


g 


/-^flMi-^^ 


('  rr  rirv 


^ 


:g=e: 


545.  Pleading  with  Sinnert, 

1  Ueart  of  stone,  relent,  relent ! 

Break,  by  Jesus'  cross  subdued ; 
See  his  body  mangled,  rent. 

Covered^  with  his  flowing  blood : 
Sinful  60ul|  what  hast  thou  done  I 
Crucified  th'  incarnate  Son  1 

2  Yes  :  thy  sins  have  done  the  deed, 

Driven  the  nails  that  fixed  him  there ; 
Crowned  with  thorns  his  sacred  head, 

Pierced  him  with  the  cruel  spear, 
Made  his  soul  a  sacrifice. 
While  for  sinful  man  he  dies. 

8  Wilt  thou  let  him  bleed  in  vain  ? 

Still  to  death  thy  Lord  pursue  ? 
Open  all  his  wounds  again. 

And  the  shameful  cross  renew  ? 
No  :  with  all  my  sins  I  '11  part : 
Break,  oh,  break,  my  bleeding  heart ! 


624. 


Th^  Hour  pf  Nud. 


1  O  THOU  God  who  hearest  prayer 
Every  hour  and  every  where ! 
For  his  sake,  whose  blood  I  plead, 
Hear  me  in  my  hour  of  need  : 
Only  hide  not  now  thy  face, 

God  of  all-sufficient  grace ! 

2  Hear  and  save  me,  gracious  Lord ! 
For  my  trust  is  in  t£y  word ; 
Wash  me  from  the  stain  of  sin. 
That  thy  peace  may  rule  within  : 
Maj  I  know  myself  thy  child, 

Ransomed,  jpardoned,  reconciled. 


3  Dearest  Lord !  may  I  so  much 
As  thy  garment's  hem  bat  touch. 
Or  but  raise  my  languid  eye 

To  the  cross  where  thou  didst  die^ 
It  shall  make  my  spirit  whole, — 
It  shall  heal  and  save  my  soul. 

4  Leave  me  not,  my  Strength,  my  Tn 
Oh,  remember  I  'm  but  dust ! 
Leave  me  not  again  to  stray ; 
Leave  me  not  the  tempter's  prey 
Fix  my  heart  on  things  above ; 
Make  me  happy  in  thy  love. 


632.  Confiiet  vaiih  Sin, 

1  Once  I  thought  my  mountain  stronj 

Firmly  fix^  no  more  to  move ; 
Then  my  Saviour  was  my  song, 

Then  my  soul  was  filled  vrim  love 
Those  were  happy,  golden  days. 
Sweetly  spent  in  prayer  and  praise. 

2  Little  then  myself  I  knew, 

Little  thought  of  Satan's  power; 
Now  I  feel  my  sins  anew. 

Now  I  feel  the  stormy  hour : 
Sin  has  put  my  jojrs  to  flight, 
Sin  has  turned  my  day  to  night 

3  Saviour !  shine,  and  cheer  my  soul ; 

Bid  my  dying  hc^s  revive ; 
Make  my  wounded  spirit  whole ; 

Far  away  the  tempter  drive : 
Speak  the  word  and  set  me  free; 
Let  \T\(i  \\^<i  ^o^i^  to  thee. 
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1  Pity,  Lord  I  this  child  of  clay, 
Who  can  only  weep  and  pray — 
Only  on  thy  love  depend : 
Thou  who  art  the  sinner's  Friend 
Thou,  the  sinner's  only  plea — 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pity  me ! 

2  From  thy  flock,  a  straying  lamb, 
Tender  Shepherd,  though  I  am ; 
Now,  uDon  the  mountam  cold, 
Lost,  I  long  to  gain  the  fold. 
And  within  thine  arms  to  be  : 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pity  me ! 

8  Oh,  where  stillest  streams  are  poured. 
In  green  pastures  lead  me.  Lord ! 
Bring  me  back,  where  angels  sound 
Joy  to  the  poor  wanderer  found : 
Evermore  my  Shepherd  be : 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pity  me  I 


Prayer  far  Audience  viih  the  Ood-maiu 


740. 

1  Saviour,  when  in  dust  to  theo 
Low  we  bow  th'  adoring  knee; 
Pleading  all  thy  pain  and  woe 
Suffered  once  for  man  below ; 
Turn  on  us  a  favoring  eye. 
Hear,  oh,  hear  our  humble  cry  I 

^   By  thine  hour  of  dire  despair. 
By  thine  agony  of  prayer. 
By  thy  wounds,  and  pangs,  and  cries, 
By  thy  perfect  sacrifice, — 
Bendiuff  from  thy  throne  on  hiffh, 
Hear,  <m,  hear  our  humble  cry! 


3  ^  thy  tomb,  whose  dark  abode 
Held  m  vain  the  rising  Ood, 
Oh,  from  earth  to  heaven  restored, 
Mighty  reascended  Lord ! 
On  thy  seat  above  the  sky, 
Hear,  oh,  hear  our  humble  cry ! 


Prayer  Jbr  the  manifeeted  Presence  of  ChriO. 
John  14: 21. 


741. 


1  Son  of  God !  to  thee  I  cry : 
By  the  holy  mystery 

Of  thy  dwelling  here  on  earth. 
By  thy  pure  and  holy  birth, 
Hear,  oh,  hear  my  lowly  plea : 
Manifest  thyself  to  me ! 

2  Lamb  of  God !  to  thee  I  cry : 
By  thy  bitter  agony. 

By  thy  pan^  to  us  unknown. 
By  thy  spirit's  parting  ^groan, 
nesTj  oh,  hear  my  lowly  plea : 
Manifest  thyself  to  me  I 

3  Prince  of  Life !  to  thee  I  cry : 
By  thy  glorious  majesty. 

By  thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 
Meek  to  suffer,  strong  to  save, 
Hear,  oh,  hear  my  fervid  plea : 
Manifest  thyself  to  me ! 

4  Lord  of  glory,  God  most  high  I 
Man  exalted  to  the  sky. 
With  thy  love  my  bosom  fill ; 
Prompt  me  to  perform  thy  will : 
Tlien  thv  glory  I  shall  see — 
Thou  wut  bring  me  home  to  thee% 
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1  Who  can  describe  the  joys  that  rise 
Through  all  the  courts  of  paradise, 
To  see  a  prodigal  return, 

To  see  an  heir  of  glory  bom  ? 

2  With  joy  the  Father  doth  approve 
The  fruit  of  his  eternal  love ; 

The  Son  with  joy  looks  down  and  sees 
The  purchase  of  his  agonies. 

3  The  Spirit  takes  delight  to  view 
The  holy  soul  he  formed  anew ; 
And  saints  and  angels  join  to  sing 
The  growing  empire  of  their  King. 

756.       ""  The  faUh  qf  jcy  to  covmT 

1  T  IS  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come 

We  walk  thro'  deserts  dark  as  night ; 
Till  wo  arrive  at  heaven,  our  home. 
Faith  is  our  guide,  and  fiuth  our  light 

2  The  want  of  sight  she  well  supplies ; 

She  makes  the  pearly  gates  appear ; 
Far  into  distant  worlds  she  pries. 

And  brings  eternal  glories  near. 
8  Cheerful  we  tread  the  desert  through, 

While  feith  inspires  a  heavenly  ray ; 
Though  lions  roar,  and  tempests  blow, 

And  rocks  and  dangers  fill  the  way. 

0  0 O.  ^**  Worth  <^  Prayer, 

1  What  various  hindrances  we  meet 
In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat ! 

Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there  ? 

2  Prayer  makes  the  darkened  clouds  with- 

draw, 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw, 

Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love,        

Brings  every  bleaaing  from  above 


8  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight; 
Prayer   nuikea    the   Christian's    armo] 

bright; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 

4  Have  you  no  words?  ah!  think  affsin; 
Words  flow  apace  when  you  complain, 
And  fill  a  fellow-creature  s  ear 
With  the  sad  tale  of  all  your  care. 

6  Were  half  the  breath  thus  vainly  spent 
To  heaven  in  supplication  sent, 
Our  cheerful  song  would  oftener  be, 
*'  Hear  what  the  Lord  hath  done  for  mcT 

8  6  6  •    ^^othinff  iotth&ut  Love.—!  Oor.  18 . 1— & 

1  Had  I  the  tongues  of  Greeks  and  Jews, 
And  nobler  speech  than  angels  use, 

If  love  be  absent,  I  am  found. 
Like  tinkling  brass,  an  empty  sound. 

2  Were  I  inspired  to  preach  and  tell 
All  that  is  done  in  heaven  or  hell, 
Or  could  my  faith  the  world  remove, 
Still  am  I  nothing  withoat  love. 

3  Should  I  distribute  all  my  store. 

To  feed  the  hungry,  clothe  the  poor,— 

Or  give  my  body  to  the  fiame. 

To  gain  a  martyr's  glorious  name, — 

4  If  love  to  God  and  love  to  men 
Be  absent,  all  my  hopes  are  vain  : 
Nor  tongues,  nor  gifts,  nor  fiery  seal, 
The  work  of  love  can  e'er  fulfill. 

HHn     ''Wften  I  am  treaty  then  am  I  &trong,'^ 

1  Let  me  but  hear  my  Saviour  say, 
"  Strength  shall  be  equal  to  thy  day ;" 
Then  I  rejoice  in  deep  distress, 
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2  I  can  do  all  things — or  can  bear 
All  suffering,  if  my  Lord  be  there ; 
Sweet  pleasures  mingle  with  the  pains, 
While  he  my  sinking  head  sustains. 

3  I  glory  in  infirmity, 
That  Christ's  own  power  may  rest  on  me ; 
When  I  am  weak,  then  am  I  strong ; 
6race  is  my  shield,  and  Christ  my  song. 

1005.  '""^.^y^t^" 

1  Who  shall  tlic  Loixl's  elect  condemn  ? 

T  is  God  who  justifies  their  souls ; 
And  mercy,  like  a  mighty  stream, 
O'er  all  their  sins  divinely  rolls. 

2  Who  shall  adjudge  the  saints  to  hell  ? 

'T  is  Chnst  who  suffered  in  their  stead ; 
And,  the  salvation  to  fulfill, 

Behold  him  rising  from  the  dead  ! 

8  He  lives !  ho  lives !  and  sits  above. 
For  ever  interceding  there : 
Who  shall  divide  ns  from  his  love, 
Or  what  should  tempt  us  to  dispair  ? 

4  Shall  persecution,  or  distress. 

Famine,  or  sword,  or  nakedness  ? 
He  who  hath  loved  us  bears  us  through, 
And  makes  us  more  than  conquerors, 
too. 

5  Not  all  that  men  on  earth  can  do, 
Nor  powers  on  high,  nor  powers  below. 
Shall  cause  his  mercy  to  remove. 

Or  wean  our  hearts  from  Christ,  our  love. 

1  rk  n  Q     **i^o<  ^  works  of  rlaJUeoumuat  wMoh 

1  Now  to  the  power  of  God  supreme 

Be  everlasting  honors  ^ven ; 
lie  saves  from  hell — we  bless  his  name — 
Hegaidcaour  wanderingfeet  to  heaven. 

2  Not  for  oar  duties  or  deserts, 

Bat  of  his  own  abundant  grace, 


He  works  salvation  in  our  hearts. 
And  forms  a  people  for  his  praise. 

3  'T  was  his  own  purpose  that  begun 

To  rescue  rebels  doomed  to  die ; 

He  gave  us  grace  in  Christ  his  Son, 

Before  he  spread  the  starry  sky. 

4  Jesus,  the  Lord,  appears  at  last, 

And    makes    his    Father's    counsels 
known. 
Declares  the  great  transaction  past, 
And  brings  inunortal  blessings  down. 

5  He  dies, — and,  in  that  dreadful  night, 

Did  all  the  powers  of  hell  destroy ; 
He  rose,  and  brought  our  heaven  to  light. 
And  took  possession  of  the  joy. 

1 1 35.**  ^<^  preach  My  OotpeL'^-mttk  16 :  15-2a 

1  *'  Go,  preach  my  gospel,"  saith  the  Lord ; 

"Bid  the  whole  earth  my  grace  re- 
ceive ; 
He  shall  be  saved  who  trusts  my  word ; 
And  they  condemned  who  disbelieve. 

2  "I'll  make  your  great  conmiission  known, 

And  ye  shall  prove  my  gospel  true 
By  all  the  works  that  I  nave  done, 
By  all  the  wonders  ye  rfiall  do. 

3  "  Teach  all  the  nations  my  commands ; 

I  'm  with  you  till  the  world  shall  end  i 
All  power  is  trusted  in  my  hands ; 
I  can  destroy,  and  I  defend." 

4  He  spake,  and  light  shone  round  his  head ; 

On  a  bright  cloud  to  heaven  he  rode ; 
They  to  the  farthest  nations  spread 
The  grace  of  their  ascended  God. 

DOXOLOGT. 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Be  honor,  praise^  and  ^or^  ^"^^^^ 
By  aa  on  cswQd^  wA  S^^  ^^ — ^-^^^ 
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Ol  O  Pray§r/braStn96(^ Sin, 

1  On,  for  that  tenderness  of  heart 

Which  bows  before  the  Lord  I 
Owning  how  just  and  good  thou  art, 
And  trembling  at  thy  word. 

2  Oh,  for  those  humble,  contrite  tears 

Which  from  repentance  flow ! 
Oh,  for  that  sense  of  guilt  which  fears 
The  long-suspended  blow ! 
8  Saviour,  to  me  in  pity  ^ve, 
For  sin,  the  deep  mstress — 
The  pledge  thou  wilt  at  last  receive ; 
And  bid  me  die  in  peace. 

4  Oh,  fill  my  soul  with  fiuth  and  love, 
And  strength  to  do  thy  will! 
Raise  my  desires  and  hopes  above ; 
Thyself  to  me  reveal. 

079*       "^  Oh,  wntehsd  man  that  I  am  r 

1  With  tears  of  anguish  I  lament, 

Here,  at  thy  feet,  my  God, 
My  passion,  pride,  and  discontent, 
And  vile  ingratitude. 

2  Sure,  there  was  ne^er  a  heart  so  base, 

So  false  as  mine  has  been ; 
So  faithless  to  its  promises, 
So  prone  to  every  sin ! 
8  How  long,  dear  Saviour,  shall  I  feel 
These  struggles  in  my  breast! 
When  wilt  thou  bow  my  stubborn  will, 
And  give  my  conscience  rest  f 
4  Break,  sovereign  Grace,  oh,  break  the 
charm, 
And  set  the  captive  free ! 
Reveal,  almighty  God,  thine  arm, 
And  haste  to  rescue  me. 

OUJL.  PaalmSa 

J  Amid  thjr  wr&iii  remember  love; 
Beatore  tby  servant^  Lord ; 


Nor  let  a  Father's  chastening  prove 
Like  an  avenger's  sword. 

2  My  sins  a  heavy  load  appear. 

And  o'er  my  head  are  gone ; 
Too  heavy  they  for  mo  to  bear. 
Too  hard  for  me  t'  atone. 

3  My  thoughts  are  like  a  troubled  sea, 

My  head  still  bending  down ; 
And  I  go  mourning  all  the  day, 
Beneath  my  Father's  frown. 

4  All  my  desire  to  thee  is  known ; 

Thine  eye  counts  every  tear ; 
And  every  sigh,  and  every  groan. 
Is  noticed  by  thine  ear. 

5  My  God,  foi^ve  my  follies  past, 

And  be  for  ever  nigh ; 
Thou  God  of  my  salvation,  haste, 
Before  thy  servant  die. 

OUU.  r»lm  180. 


1  Out  of  the  deeps  of  long  < 

The  borders  of  despair, 
I  sent  my  cries  to  seek  thy  grace, 
My  groans  to  move  thine  car. 

2  Great  God !  should  thy  severer  eye. 

And  thine  impartial  hand, 
Be  strict  to  mark  iniquity. 
No  mortal  flesh  could  stand. 

3  But  there  are  pardons  with  my  God, 

For  crimes  of  high  degree ; 
Thy  Son  has  bought  them  with  his  blood. 
To  draw  us  near  to  thee. 

4  I  wait  for  thy  salvation,  Lord ; 

With  strong  desires  I  wait : 
My  soul,  invited  by  thy  word. 
Stands  watching  at  thy  gate. 

5  In  God  the  Lord  let  Israel  trust; 

0  sinners,  seek  his  &ce : 
The  Lord  is  good,  as  well  as  juat^ 
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m*'2*u/vi  ««,  0  God  of  our  MlvatianJ^ 
Psalin  SS. 

1  Lord  !  at  thy  feet  we  sinners  lie, 

And  knock  at  mercy's  door : 
AVitli  liea\y  heart  and  downcast  eye, 
Thy  favor  we  implore. 

2  On  ns  the  vast  extent  display 

Of  thy  forgiving  love ; 
Take  all  our  heinous  guilt  away ; 
This  heavy  load  remove. 

3  'T  is  mercy — ^mercy  we  implore ; 

We  would  thy  pity  move  : 
Thy  grace  is  an  exhaustless  store, 
And  thou  thyself  art  love. 

4  Oh,  for  thine  own,  for  Jesus'  sake 

Our  numerous  sins  forgive ! 
Thy  grace  our  rocky  hearts  can  break  : 
Heal  us,  and  bid  us  live. 

5  Thus  melt  us  down,  thus  make  us  bond, 

And  thy  dominion  own ; 

Nor  let  a  rival  more  pretend 

To  repossess  thy  throne. 

fil  J<         **lhave  truMedin  Tky  mtrcy.^ 

1  IIow  long  wilt  thou  forget  me,  Lord  ? 

Must  I  for  ever  mourn  ? 
How  long  wilt  thou  withdraw  from  me ; 
Oh!  never  to  return? 

2  Hear  thou,  and  to  my  longing  eyes 

Restore  thy  wonted  light, 
And  suddenly,  or  I  shallsleep 
In  everlasting  night 

3  Since  I  have  always  placed  my  trust 

Beneath  thy  mercy's  wing. 
Thy  saving  health  will  come,  and  then 
My  heart  with  joy  shall  spring. 

4  Then  shall  I  raise  glad  songs  of  praiso 

To  my  fomving  Lord ; 
And  thou  wilt  ever  be  my  Help^ 
My  Hope,  my  large  fie  ward. 


f)20        **  TVm  7%««  ttnto m«,  and  Aa«0 meryry 

1  O  THOU,  whose  tender  mercy  hears 

Contrition's  humble  sigh ; 
Whose  hand  indulgent  wipes  the  tears 
From  sorrow's  weeping  eye. 

2  See,  Lord,  before  thy  throne  of  grace, 

A  wretched  wanderer  mourn : 
Hast  thou  not  bid  me  seek  thy  £eico  ? 
Hast  thou  not  said—"  Return  J" 

3  And  shall  my  guilty  fears  prevail 

To  drive  me  from  thy  feet  ? 
Oh,  let  not  this  dear  refuge  fail. 
This  only  safe  retreat  I 

4  Absent  from  thee,  my  Guide  I  my  Light ! 

Without  one  cheering  ray. 
Through    dangers,   fears,  and    gloomy 
night, 
How  desolate  my  way  I 

5  Oh,  shine  on  this  benighted  heart. 

With  beams  of  mercy  shine  1 
And  let  thy  healing  voice  impart 
A  taste  of  joy  divine. 

(  JL  ^m  -^  veeptng  SaHour, 

1  And  can  mine  eyes,  without  a  tear, 

A  weeping  Saviour  see  ? 
Shall  I  not  weep  his  groans  to  hear 
Who  groaned  and  died  for  me  ? 

2  Blest  Jesus !  let  those  tears  of  thine 

Subdue  each  stubborn  foe ; 
Come,  fill  my  heart  with  love  divine, 
And  bid  my  sorrows  flow. 

DozoLoar. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost| 

One  God,  whom  we  «£at^        ^ 
"Be  ^OT^  tA  \\.  \iws'^  lonm^         -* 
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rC  1  A  OentUnen  qf  Go^%  Oommandi, 

0±\J»  P«alin55. 

1  How  gentle  God's  commands ! 

How  kind  his  precepts  are ! 
Come,  cast  your  burdens  oh  the  Lord, 
And  trust  his  constant  care. 

2  Beneath  his  watchful  eye 

His  saints  securely  dwell ; 
That  hand  which  bears  all  nature  up, 
Shall  guard  his  children  well. 

8  Why  should  this  anxious  load 
Press  down  your  weary  mind ! 
Haste  to  your  heavenly  Father's  throne, 
And  sweet  refreshment  find. 

4  His  goodness  stands  approved, 
Unchanged  from  day  to  day : 
I  'II  drop  my  burden  at  his  feet. 
And  bear  a  song  away. 


,  SUsHngt  of  ChrUUan  rTnOy.— FMlm  188. 


861 

1  Blest  are  the  sons  of  peace 

Whose  hearts  and  hopes  are  one ; 
Whose  kind  designs  to  serve  and  please 
Through  all  their  actions  run. 

2  Blest  is  the  pious  house 

Where  zeal  and  friendship  meet : 
Their  songs  of  praise,  their  mingled  vows. 
Make  their  conmiunion  sweet. 

3  From  those  celestial  springs 

Such  streams  of  pleasure  flow, 
As  no  increase  of  nchcs  bii^ngs, 
Nor  honors  can  bestow. 

4  Thus  on  the  heavenly  hills 

The  saints  are  blest  above ; 
Where  joy,  like  morning  dew,  distills, 
And  all  the  air  is  lovel 


**3fy  peae4  I  gkM  unto  yotk** 


907. 

1  Let  not  your  heart  be  fiunt, 

My  peace  I  give  to  yoo, — 
Such  peace  as  reason  never  planned, 
Nor  sinners  ever  knew* 

2  It  tells  of  joys  to  come ; 

It  soothes  the  troubled  breast ; 
It  shines,  a  star  amid  tho  storm^- 
The  harbinger  of  rest. 

3  Then  murmur  not,  nor  mourn, 

My  people  faint  and  few; 
Thougn  earth  to  its  foundataon  shake, 
My  peace  I  leave  with  you. 

998.  *"  JT^  SpirU  <if  God  du>«U4lk  in  pirn.'' 

1  Blest  are  the  pure  in  heart, 

For  they  shall  see  their  God : 

The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  theirs ; 

Their  soul  is  Christ's  abode. 

2  The  Lord,  who  left  the  heavens. 

Our  life  and  peace  to  bring ; 
To  dwell  in  lowliness  with  men. 
Their  pattern  and  their  King ; — 

3  He  to  the  lowly  soul 

Doth  still  himself  impart, 
And  for  his  dwelling,  and  his  throne, 
Chooseth  the  pure  in  heart 

4  Lord,  we  thy  presence  seek : 

May  ours  this  blessing  be ; 
Oh,  give  the  pure  and  lowly  heart 
A  temple  meet  for  thee  1 

403.  "'^**'*>«^"<»«*^>^'*^*<>« <"*<»«*«** 

1  While  my  Redeemer  's  near. 
My  shepherd  and  my  guide, 
I  bid  farewell  to  anxious  fear; 
My  wflLnta  «cq  all  supplied* 
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2  To  ever  fra^nt  meads, 

Where  nch  abandance  grows, 

His  gracious  hand  indulgent  leads, 

And  guards  my  sweet  repose. 

8  Dear  Shepherd,  if  I  stray, 
Mv  wandering  feet  restore ; 
To  thy  fair  pastures  guide  my  way, 
And  let  me  rove  no  more. 


•/mim  our  Uvinff  lUad, 


786. 

1  Our  heavenly  Father  calls, 

And  Christ  invites  us  near ; 
With  both,  our  friendship  shall  bo  sweet, 
And  our  communion  dear. 

2  God  pities  all  our  griefs ; 

He  pardons  every  day, — 
Almighty  to  protect  our  souls, 
And  wise  to  guide  our  way. 

DENNIS.    S.  M. 


3  How  large  his  bounties  are ! 

What  various  stores  of  good. 
Diffused  from  our  Rcdeeuier^s  hand. 
And  purchased  with  his  blood ! 

4  Jesus,  our  living  Head ! 

We  bless  thy  faithful  care, — 
Our  Advocate  before  the  throne, 
And  our  Forerunner  there. 

5  Here  fix,  my  roving  heart ; 

Here  wait,  my  warmest  love ; 
Till  the  conomunion  be  complete, 
In  nobler  scenes  above. 


DOXOLOOT. 

The  Father  and  the  Son 

And  Spirit  we  adore ; 
We  praise,  we  bless,  we  worship  thee, 

Both  now  and  evermore ! 
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606.  ^^yer  qfOU  PubUcanr^Uk^  18 :  la 

1  With  broken  heart  and  contrite  sigh, 
A  trembling  sinner,  Lord,  I  cry  ; 
Thy  pardoning  grace  is  rich  and  free : 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me ! 

2  I  smite  upon  my  troubled  breast. 
With  deep  and  conscious  guilt  oi 
Christ  and  his  cross  my  only  plea 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me ! 

3  Far  off  I  stand  with  tearful  eyes. 
Nor  dare  uplift  them  to  the  skies ; 
But  thou  dost  all  my  anguish  see  : 
O  God,  bo  merciful  to  mo ! 

4  Nor  alms,  nor  deeds  that  I  have  done, 
Can  for  a  single  sin  atone ; 

To  Calvary  alone  I  flee : 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me  I 

5  And  when  redeemed  from  sin  and  hell. 
With  all  the  ransomed  throng  I  dwell, 
My  raptured  song  shall  ever  be, 

God  has  been  merciful  to  mo ! 


f)00»       PeniUneeftr  hrcktn  Vow. 

1  When  silent  steal  across  my  soul 
Remembrances  of  broken  vows. 
And  tears,  almost  beyond  control, 
Flow,  as  my  guilty  spirit  bows, — 

2  *Tis  then  I  Ve  caught  the  Saviour^s  eye. 
Viewing  with  looks  of  ii\jured  love, 

A  soul,  for  whom  he  deigned  to  die, 
Inconstant  and  ungratefm  prove. 

8  Oh!  had  he  not  so  kindly  fflanced 
(My  weeping  soul  in  anguiui  cries,) 
I  could  have  borne  that  searching  look ; 
But  now  I  yield :  my  spirit  dies. 


4  No  more  on  promises  I  '11  rest, 
Nor  resolutions  vainlv  made ; 
But  leaniuff  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 
Implore  his  Spirit's  gracious  aid. 

1 1 0  6  .""Ihattf^QH  a  goodJtffW^^  Tim.  4 : 6-8. 

1  The  hour  of  my  departure 's  come ; 
I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home ; 
Now,  O  my  God  !  let  trouble  cease, 
And  lot  thy  servant  die  in  peace. 

2  The  race  appointed  I  have  run ; 
The  combat 's  o'er,  the  prize  is  won ; 
And  now  my  witness  is  on  high, 
And  now  my  record 's  in  the  S^y. 

3  Not  in  mine  innocence  I  trast ; 
I  bow  before  thee  in  the  dust ; 

And  through  my  Saviour's  blood  alone 
I  look  for  mercy  at  thy  throne. 

4  I  come,  I  come,  at  thy  command ; 
I  give  mv  spirit  to  thy  hand ; 
Stretch  tona  thine  everlasting  armS| 
And  shield  me  in  the  last  alarms. 

X^tfOO*  (A  Hjrna  of  th»  ThlmMtk  OkMtary.) 

1  That  day  of  wrath  I  that  dreadful  day. 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away ! 
What  power  shall  be  the  sinner's  stay  f 
How  shall  he  meet  that  dreadful  day  f 

2  When,  shriveling  like  a  parched  scroll, 
The  flaming  heavens  together  roll ; 
When  loader  yet,  and  yet  more  dread. 
Swells  the  high  tmmp  that  wakes  the 

dead! — 

3  Oh !  on  that  day— that  wrathful  di^. 
When  man  to  judffment  wakes  from  dij. 
Be  thou  the  tremblinff  sinner's  stay, 
Tho'  heaven  and  earl£  shall  paaa  away  I 
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04:0«     ^^  narrow  TTay.— Matt  7 :  18, 14. 

1  Broad  is  tho  road  that  leads  to  death, 
And  thousands  walk  together  there ; 
But  wisdom  shows  a  narrow  path, 
With  here  and  there  a  traveler. 

2  "  Deny  thyself,  and  take  thy  cross," 
Is  tho  Redeemer's  great  command  ; 
Nature  must  count  her  gold  but  dross. 
If  she  would  gain  this  heavenly  land. 

S  The  fearful  soul  that  tires  and  feints. 
And  walks  the  ways  of  God  no  more, 
Is  but  cstcuracd  ahnost  a  saint^ 
And  makes  liis  own  destruction  sure. 

4  Lord !  let  not  all  my  hopes  be  vain ; 
Create  my  heart  entirely  new : 
"Which  hypocrites  could  ne'er  attain ; 
Which  false  apostates  never  knew. 


X  X  O  T  •  **  -^^o««  «^^  77i«*f,  in  thai  dread  ttrife,"* 

1  The  moment  comes,  when  strength  shall 

fail, 
When,  health,  and  hope,  and  courage 

flown, 
I  must  go  down  into  the  vale 
And  shade  of  death,  with  thee  alone. 

2  Alone  with  thee !  in  that  dread  strife 
Uphold  me  in  mine  agony ; 

And  gently  be  this  dying  life 
Exchanged  for  immortality. 

3  Then,  when  th'  unbodied  spirit  lands 
Where  flesh  and  blood  hath  never  trod 
And  in  the  nnvailed  presence  stands 
Of  thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God, — 

4  Be  mine  eternal  portion  this, 

Since  thou  wert  always  here  with  me, 
That  I  may  view  thy  face  in  bliss. 
And  be  for  evermore  with  thee. 

X  ^O  (/  •     TrenMing  in  Ftar  of  JTelL 

1  Father  ! — if  I  may  call  thee  so, — 
I  tremble  with  my  one  desire : 
Lift  up  this  heavy  load  of  woe. 
Nor  let  me  in  my  sins  expire  I 

2  I  tremble,  lest  the  wrath  divine, 
Which  bruises  now  my  sinful  soul. 
Should  bruise  and  break  this  soul  of  min<^ 
Long  as  eternal  ages  roll. 

3  Thy  wrath  I  fear,  thy  wrath  alone, 
This  endless  exile,  Lord,  from  thee ! 
Oh,  save !  oh,  give  me  to  thy  Son, 
Who  trembledf  wept^  and  bled  for  mel 

DOZOLOOT. 

Globt  to  thee,  O  God,  most  high  I 

FaUier,  we  praise  thy  majeity  I 

The  Son,  th^  S^tc^^^  mMS;;^HH| 


'  Who96  J&undation  is  in  OU  d^t§L^ 
Job  4 .  lT-21. 


1166. 

1  Shall  the  vile  race  of  flesh  and  blood 
Contend  with  their  Creator,  God  t 
Shall  mortal  worms  presume  to  be 
More  holy,  wise,  or  just,  than  he  f 

2  Behold,  he  puts  his  trust  in  none 
Of  all  the  spirits  round  his  throne ; 
Their  natures,  when  compared  with  his, 
Are  neither  holy,  just,  nor  wise. 

8  But  how  much  meaner  things  are  they 
Who  spring  from  dust,  and  dwell  in  clay! 
Touch^  by  the  finser  of  thy  wrath. 
We  &int  and  vanish  like  the  moth. 

4  From  niffht  to  day,  from  day  to  m'ght, 
We  die  by  thousands  in  thy  sight ; 
Buried  in  dust  whole  nations  lie, 
Like  a  forgotten  vanity. 

5  Almighty  Power  I  to  thee  we  bow ; 
How  frail  are  we !  how  glorious  thou  I 
No  more  the  sons  of  earth  shall  dare 
Wxtb  an  eternal  Ood  compare. 
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I  0  7  •       "  ^fl^  «^<<?*  tcortfitt  &y  tore/' 

1  Faith  is  the  polar  star 

That  guides  the  Christian's  way, 
Directs  his  wanderings  from  afar 

To  realms  of  endless  day : 
It  points  the  course,  where'er  he  roam, 
And  safely  leads  the  pilgrim  home. 

2  Faith  is  the  rainbow's  form 

Hung  on  the  brow  of  heaven, 
The  gjory  of  the  passing  storm. 

The  pledge  of  mercy  given : 
It  is  the  bright  triumphal  arch 
Through  which  the  saints  to  glory  march. 

8  The  faith  that  works  by  love, 

And  purifies  the  heart, 
A  foretaste  ^f  the  joys  above 

To  mortals  can  impart : 
It  bears  us  through  this  earthly  strife. 
And  triumphs  in  immortal  life. 

X  22  X  4:  •    **  y^tAsr  shall  there  be  any  more  pain^* 

1  Friend  after  friend  departs : 
Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  ? 

RUNDELL.    C.  H.  M. 


There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts 
That  finds  not  hero  an  end : 
Were  this  frail  world  our  final  rea^ 
Living  or  dying,  none  wcro  blest. 

2  Beyond  the  flight  of  time. 

Beyond  this  vale  of  death. 
There  surely  is  some  blessed  clime 

Where  life  is  not  a  breath, — 
Nor  life's  affections  transient  fire. 
Whoso  sparks  fly  upward  to  expire. 

3  There  is  a  world  above, 

Where  parting  is  unknown, 
A  whole  eternity  of  love, 

Formed  for  the  good  alone ; 
And  faith  beholds  the  d^ing  here 
Translated  to  that  happier  sphere. 

4  Thus  star  by  star  declines. 

Till  all  are  passed  away. 
As  morning  high  and  higher  shines 

To  pure  and  perfect  day : 
Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  night — 
They  hide  themselves  in  heaven's 
light 
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1112. 

From  foes  that  would  the  land  devour ; 
From  guilty  pride,  and  lust  of  power ; 
From  wild  sedition's  lawless  hour ; 

From  yoke  of  slaveiy ; 
From  blinded  zeal,  by  motion  led ; 
From  giddy  change,  by  fancy  bred ; 
From  poisoned  error's  serpent  head, 

Good  Lord,  preserve  us  free ! 


*  Sat6  Thy  people^  and  "bleat  Thine  inheritance.'^ 


2  Defend,  O  God,  with  ffuardian  hand, 
The  laws  and  rulers  of  our  land, 
And  grant  thy  churches  grace  to  stand; 

In  faith  and  unity ! 
Thy  Spirit's  help  of  thee  we  crave, 
That  thy  Messiah,  sent  to  save. 
Returning  to  the  world,  might  have 

A  people  serving  thee  I 


\}ij^  9  *^ Sorrowing^  yet  ahcaye  r^foicing. 

(T0JI6  BuiTDiLL,  oppotiU  page.] 

When  I  can  trust  my  all  with  God, 

In  trial's  fearful  hour, 
Bow,  all  resigned,  beneath  his  rod. 

And  bless  his  sparing  power, 
A  joy  q>TiDg8  up  amid  distress, — 
A  fountain  in  the  wilderness. 


S  Oh  I  to  ba  brought  to  Jesus'  feet, 
nKmg^  sorrows  fix  me  thei^ 
iMMlMpefyaege;  and  sweet 
17 


The  eneiOT  of  prayer, 
Though  sighs  and  tears  its  language  be^ 
If  Christ  M  nigh,  and  smile  on  me. 


3  Then  blessed  be  the  hand  that  gavev 
Still  blessed  when  it  takes.; 

Blessed  be  he  who  smites  to  s^tq 
Who  heals  the  b.eaxt\k!^> 

Perfect  ttn^  troft  «c^  «SL*>^^^ir" 
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1144. 

1  Lkt  every  heart  rejoice  and  sing ; 
Lot  choral  anthems  rise ; 
Yo  reverend  men,  and  children,  bring 

To  God  your  sacrifico : 
For  ho  is  good, — tho  Lord  is  good, 

And  kind  are  all  his  ways : 
AVith  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud, 
The  Lord  Jehovah  praise ; 
While  tho  rocks  and  Iho  rilLs 
While  the  vales  and  tho  hills 
A  glorious  anthem  raise, 
Let  each  prolong  the  gratdiil  aong, 
And  t&e  0od  of  our  &tiiera  pr 


**  /  trill  j>ni£«e  t't«  luims  qf  Gvd  vith  a  $ong.* 


2  lie  bids  the  sun  to  rise  and  set ; 
In  heaven  his  power  is  known ; 
And  earth,  subdued  to  him,  shall  yet 

Bow  low  before  his  throne : 
For  he  is  good, — the  Lord  is  good, 

And  kind  are  all  his  ways : 
With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud, 
The  Lord  Jehovah  praise ; 
While  the  rocks  and  the  lills, 
While  tho  vales  and  tho  bills 
A  glonous  anthem  raise, 
Let  ^ch  prolong  the  gratdhl  soitf 
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94:5.  *" Bttmed  are  they  Viat 

1  I  HEARD  the  voice  of  love  divine, 

Addressing  man  to  trouble  born , 
What  accents,  Saviour,  then  were  thine ! 
^Blessed  are  they  that  mourn !" 

2  Again  it  spoke .  **  Come  unto  me. 

Thou  with  distress  and  labor  worn ; 
Best  and  refreshment  are  for  thee : 
Blessed  are  they  that  mourn  P 

8  I  heard  a  voice  in  truth's  pure  word, 
A  saint  who  sorrow's  yoke  had  borne : 


moum.'*— 3fatt5.  4. 

"  Blest  is  the  man  thou  chast'nest,  Lord ! 
Blessed  are  they  that  mourn !" 

4  I  heard  an  angcl-voico  proclaim, 

"  Yon  victors  bright,  whom  crowns  adorn, 
Through  tribulation  great  they  came : 
jessed  are  they  that  mourn !" 

6  Why  should  I  then  for  suflTrings  grieve, 
Since  sorrow  leads  to  joy's  bright  Dourn? 
Let  me  indeed  the  words  believe  : 
^  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn !" 


NOBLE.    8b  &  6. 

15^*^  J    II  J  ==J=^-=^=- 
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877. 

Lo !  the  storms  of  life  are  breaking; 
Faithless  fears  our  hearts  are  shaking : 
For  our  succor  undertaking. 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us ! 

Lo !  the  world,  from  thee  rebelling. 
Round  thy  church  in  pride  is  swening ! 
With  thy  word  their  madness  quelling, 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us ! 


Prayer  JifT  ChrisCe  Aid  in  ToiL 


On  thine  own  command  relying, 
We  our  onward  task  are  plying ; 
Unto  thee  for  safety  sighing, 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us ! 

By  thy  birth,  thy  cross,  and  passion, 
By  thy  tears  of  deep  compassion. 
By  thy  mighty  intercession, 
Ix>rd  and  Saviour^  hel^  ^ai^V 
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4:50.  Prayer  for  Ihe  IndwMing  qfthe  Spirit. 

1  Holy  Spirit!  Love  Divine ! 
Let  thy  light  within  me  shine ; 
Breathe  thyself  into  my  breast : 
Earnest  of  inmiortal  rest. 

2  Let  me  never  from  thee  stray, 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  way : 
Keep  me  thine,  for  ever  thine ; 
Let  thy  love  and  joy  be  mine. 

513.  The  ProdigalintUed. 

1  Brother,  hast  thou  wandered  far 

From  thy  Father's  happy  home, 
With  thyself  and  God  at  war? 
Turn  thee,  brother ;  homeward  come. 

2  Hast  thou  wasted  all  the  powers 

God  for  noble  uses  gave  ? 
Squandered  life's  most  golden  hours? 
Turn  thee,  brother ;  God  can  save. 

3  He  can  heal  thy  bitterest  wound. 

He  thy  gentlest  prayer  can  hear : 
Seek  him,  for  he  may  be  found ; 
Call  upon  him ;  he  is  near. 


*'Why 


foiUyedUr 
«k.  88:11. 


639. 

1  Sinners,  turn ;  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  your  Maker,  asks  you  why — 
God,  who  did  your  being  give. 
Made  you  with  himself  to  live. 

2  Sinners,  turn !  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  your  Saviour,  asks  you  why — 
He  who  did  your  souls  retrieve, 
He  who  diedf  that  ye  might  live. 

S  Will  you  let  him  die  in  vain  ? 
Cmcify  your  Lord  aeain  ? 
Why,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  alight  his  grace,  and  die  f 


'  Where  wtU  fhou  appear  r* 
1  Pet  4:18. 


4  Sinners,  turn ;  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  the  Spirit,  asks  you  why — 
He  who  all  your  lives  hath  strove. 
Wooed  you  to  embrace  his  love. 

6  Will  ye  not  his  grace  receive  ? 
Will  ye  still  refuse  to  live  ? 
Oh  I  ye  dying  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  grieve  your  God,  and  die  f 

546. 

1  When  thy  mortal  life  is  fled. 

When  the  death-shades  o'er  thee  sprea< 
When  is  finished  thy  career, 
Sinner,  where  wilt  mou  appear  ? 

2  When  the  Judge  descends  in  light. 
Clothed  in  majesty  and  might; 
When  the  wicked  quail  wim  fear. 
Where,  oh,  where  wilt  thou  appear! 

3  While  the  Holy  Ghost  is  nigh. 
Quickly  to  the  Saviour  fly : 
Then  shall  peace  thy  spirit  cheer; 
Then  in  heaven  shaft  thou  appear. 


*  Deep  regret  for  /bUiee  post** 


612. 

1  God  of  mercy !  God  of  love  I 

Hear  our  «id,  repentant  song; 
Sorrow  dwells  on  every  fiice, 
Penitence  on  every  tongue. 

2  Deep  regret  for  follies  past, 

Talents  wasted,  time  misspent ; 
Hearts  debased  by  worldly  cares, 
Thankless  for  the  blessings  lent ; 

3  Foolkh  fears  and  fond  desires, 

•        Vain  regrets  for  things  as  vain ; 
Lips  too  seldom  taught  to  praise^ 
Oft  to  murmur  and  complain ; 
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These,  and  every  secret  faolt, 

Filled  with  grief  and  shame,  we  own ; 
Humbled  at  thy  feet  we  lie, 

Seeking  pardon  from  thy  throne. 

God  of  mercy !  God  of  grace ! 

Hear  our  sad,  repentant  songR ; 
Oh,  restore  thy  suppliant  race, 

Thou  to  whom  all  praise  belongs ! 

89.  "Lovui  thou  Mer 

1  Could  my  heart  so  hard  remain. 

Prayer  a  task  and  burden  prove, 
Eveiy  trifle  give  me  pain. 
If  I  knew  a  Saviour's  love  ? 

2  When  I  turn  my  eyes  within. 

All  is  dark,  and  vain,  and  wild ; 
Filled  with  unbelief  and  sin. 
Can  I  deem  myself  a  child  ? 

3  Yet  I  mourn  my  stubborn  will, 

Find  my  sin  a  grief  and  thrall ; 
Should  I  grieve  for  what  I  feel, 
If  I  did  not  love  at  all  ? 

4  Lord,  decide  the  doubtful  case ; 

Thou  who  art  thy  people's  Sun, 
Shine  upon  thy  work  of  grace, 
If  it  be,  indeed,  begun. 

5  Let  mo  love  thee  more  and  more, 

If  I  love  at  all,  I  pray ; 
If  I  have  not  loved  before. 
Help  me  to  begin  to-day. 

£iOm  Coftfution, 

Oh  these  eyes,  how  dark  and  blind ! 
Oh  this  fooUah,  earthly  mind  I 
Oh  this  froward,  selfish  will, 
Which  reAiMs  toheBtilll 


2  Oh  Uiese  ever  roaming  eyes, 
Upward  that  refuse  to  rise ! 

Oh  these  wayward  feet  of  mine, 
Found  in  every  path  but  thine  1 

3  Oh  this  stubborn,  prayerless  knee,   . 
Hands  so  seldom  clasped  to  thee. 
Longings  of  the  soul  that  go. 

Like  the  wild  wind,  to  and  fro  I 

4  To  and  fro,  without  an  aim, 
Turning  idly  whence  they  came ; 
Bringing  in  no  joy,  no  bliss, 
Adding  to  my  weariness. 

6  Giver  of  the  heavenly  peace. 
Bid,  oh,  bid  these  tumults  cease ; 
Minister  thy  holy  balm. 
Fill  me  with  thy  Spirit's  calm. 

6  Thou,  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
Leave  me  not  in  sin  to  stay ; 
Bearer  of  the  sinner's  guilt. 
Lead  me,  lead  me,  as  ^ou  wilt  I 

Q  Q  Q      *^^o  more  my  oim,  hut  THinsJ* 
000«  Lake  28:81 

1  Let  me  dwell  on  Golgotha, 
Weep  and  love  my  life  away  I 
While  I  see  him  on  the  tree 
Weep,  and  bleed,  and  die  for  me  I 

2  Hark !  his  dying  word  •  "  Forgive  I 
Father,  let  the  smner  live  ; 
Sinner,  wipe  thy  tears  away, 

I  thy  ransom  freely  pay." 

3  While  I  hear  this  grace  revealed. 
And  obtain  a  pardon  sealed. 

All  my  warm  aifections  move, 
Wakened  by  his  dying  love. 

4  He  hath  dearly  bought  my  soul ; 
Lord,  accept,  and  claim  the  whole  1 
To  thy  "vm  1  «1\  t«»!^ 
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X^^O*  "  7%ott  ar<  <o  paw 

1  My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by, 

And  I,  a  pilgrim  stranger, 
Would  not  detain  them  as  they  fly, — 
Those  hours  of  toil  and  danger : 
For  now  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand, 

Our  friends  arc  passing  over ; 
And,  just  before,  the  shining  shore 
We  may  almost  discover. 

2  Our  absent  king  the  watchword  gave, — 

"  Let  every  lamp  be  burning ;" 
We  look  afar,  across  the  wave. 
Our  distant  home  discerning : 
For  now,  etc. 


BILLOW.     8s,  7s  &  4. 


over  Jordan  thU  day."" 

3  Should  coming  days  bo  dark  and  coM, 

We  will  not  yield  to  sorrow. 
For  hope  will  sing,  with  courage  bold, 
"  There's  glory  on  the  morrow :" 
For  now,  etc. 

4  Let  storms  of  woe  in  whirlwinds  rise. 

Each  cord  on  earth  to  sever, — 
There — bright  and  joyous  in  the  8kic&— 
There — ^is  our  home  for  ever : 
For  now  we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand, 

Our  friends  are  passing  over ; 
And,  just  before,  the  shining  shore 

We  may  almost  discover. 


Yd*  o^iwvuw^is^  »e«  uvvMWft  \««»:^ 


NEW   SABBATH   HYMN   AND   TUNE   BOOK. 
LANDER,    lis  &  12s. 


» 


^ 


J  I  J    J   J  I  J 


tfrrtf 


J  J  .  J   J  J  .  J 


fir  r  TT  r  r^^ 


263 


f=f=r 


:h^ 


^ 


r 


^^ 


f 


1?t 


P 


r  r  r   r 


r-rr 


-^•.  J 


d= 


I'^i'ii'i'iCV 


f=^ 


796. 


iSbon  and  for  0V4r  vjUh  ChritL 


1  Soon — soon  and  for  over  onr  anion  shall  be 
Made  perfect,  our  glorious  Redeemer,  in  thee ; 
The  sins  and  the  sorrows  of  time  shall  be  o'er, 
Its  pangs  and  its  partings  remembered  no  more : 
When  life  can  not  fail,  and  when  death  can  not  sever, 
Then  Christians  with  Christ  shall  be — soon  and  for  ever. 

2  Yes,  soon  and  for  ever,  we  '11  see  as  we  're  seen, 

And  learn  the  deep  meaning  of  things  that  have  been ; 
Then  droop  not  in  sorrow,  despond  not  in  fear, — 
A  glorious  to-morrow  is  bright'ning  and  near ; 
When — blessed  reward  of  each  faithful  endeavor  I — 
Tme  Christians  with  Christ  shall  be — soon  and  for  ever  I 


1108.  ^^  Guiding  Star, 

rrane  Stas,  oppodte  page.] 
Star  of  peace !  to  wanderers  weary. 

Bright  the  beams  that  smile  on  me ; 
Cheer  the  pilot's  vision  dreary. 
Far,  far  at  sea. 


^  Star  of  hope  I  gleam  on  the  billow, 
Bless  the  sou!  that  sighs  for  thee ; 
BlesB  the  sailor's  lonely  pillow, 
Far,  £Eur  at  sea. 


3  Star  of  faith  I  when  winds  are  mocking 
All  his  toil,  he  flies  to  thee ; 
Save  him,  on  the  billows  rocking. 
Far,  far  at  sea. 


4  Star  divine  I  oh,  safely  goido  him, — 
Bring  the  wanderer  home  to  thee  I 
Sore  temptations  long  have  tried  him, 
Far,  far  at  sea. 
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936»  Mv  Jews,  at  thou  vfilt,'* 

1  Mt  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt ! 

Oh,  may  thy  will  be  mine! 
Into  Uiy  hand  of  love 

I  would  my  all  resign  : 
Through  sorrow,  or  through  joy, 

Conduct  mo  as  thine  own, 
And  help  me  still  to  say. 

My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done  I 

2  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt ! 

Though  seen  through  many  a  tear, 
Let  not  my  star  of  hope 

Grow  dim  or  disappear : 
Since  thou  on  earth  hast  wept. 

And  sorrowed  oft  alone. 
If  I  must  weep  with  thee. 

My  Lord,  thy  will  be  done  I 

S  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wilt  I 

All  shall  be  well  for  me : 
Each  changing  future  scene, 

I  gladly  trust  with  thee : 
Then  to  my  home  above 

I  travel  calmly  on, 
And  sing,  in  life  or  death. 

My  L^rd,  thy  will  be  done  I 

J^O(J,  Tk4  DUciplins  of  Joy  and  Sorrow, 

1  My  sky  was  once  noon-bright, 

My  day  was  calm  the  while ; 
I  loved  the  pleasant  light, 
The  sunshine's  happy  smile. 

2  I  said,  **  My  God,  oh !  sure 

This  love  will  kindle  mine ; 
Let  but  this  calm  endure, 

"  -^  V  heart  is  thine." 


4  Then  the  fierce  tempest  broke  ; 

I  knew  from  whom  it  came ; 
I  read  in  that  sharp  stroke 
A  Father^s  hand  and  name. 

5  Must  I  be  smitten.  Lord  f 

Are  gentler  measures  vain  f 
Must  I  be  smitten,  Lord! 
Can  nothing  save  but  pain  t 
0  I  said,  ''My  God  !  at  length 
This  stony  heart  remove ; 
Deny  all  other  strength. 

But  give  me  strength  to  love." 


987. 


Jfore  liko  QoA, 


1  I  DID  thee  wrong,  my  God ; 

I  wronged  thy  truth  and  love ; 
I  fretted  at  the  rod, — 
Against  thy  power  I  strove. 

2  Come  nearer,  nearer  still ; 

Let  not  thy  light  depart ; 
Bend,  break  this  stubbiom  will ; 
Dissolve  this  iron  heart  I 

3  Less  wayward  let  me  be, 

*    More  pliable  and  mild ; 
In  glad  simplicity 

More  like  a  trustful  child. 

4  Less,  less  of  self  each  day, 

And  more,  my  God,  of  thee ; 
Oh,  keep  mo  in  the  way, 
However  rough  it  be. 

5  Less  of  the  flesh  each  day, 

Loss  of  the  world  and  sin  ; 
More  of  thy  Son,  I  pray. 
More  of  thyself  within. 

6  More  molded  to  thy  will. 
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yb  RMt,  hvt  in  God. 


1  My  soul  doth  long  for  thee 

To  dwell  within  my  breast ; 
Unworthy  though  I  be 
Of  so  divine  a  Guest ! 

2  Of  so  divine  a  Guest 

Unworthy  though  I  be, 
Yet  hath  my  heart  no  rest 

Until  it  come  to  thee  I 
8  Until  it  come  to  thee, 

In  vain  I  look  around ; 
In  all  that  I  can  see 

No  rest  is  to  be  found  I 
4  No  rest  is  to  be  found. 

But  in  thy  bleeding  love : 
Oh,  let  my  wish  be  crowned, 

And  send  it  from  above  1 


ImitcaUm  qf  ChrUt  in  Tauih, 


804 

1  I  FEBL  within  a  want 

For  ever  burning  there ; 
What  I  so  thirst  for,  grant, 

0  thou  who  hearcst  prayer ! 

2  This  is  the  thing  I  crave : 

A  likeness  to  thy  Son ; 
This  would  I  rather  have 
Than  call  the  world  my  own. 

3  Like  him,  now  in  my  youth, 

1  long,  O  God,  to  be, — 
In  tenderness  and  truth. 

In  sweet  humility. 

4  Tis  mjr  most  fervent  prayer : 

Be  it  more  fervent  still — 
Be  it  my  highest  care ; 
Be  it  my  settled  will ! 

Q  04-    **^  9f  Qood  ehser ;  I  have  avsroome  the 

1  Chebr  up,  desponding  soul ! 

Thy  lonffing  pleased  I  see ; 
Tispart  of  thsi  great  whole 
"WTierewith  I  longed  for  thee — 

2  Wherewith  I'longed  for  thee. 

And  left  my  Father^s  throne : 
From  death  to  set  thee  free. 
And  claim  thee  for  my  own — 

3  To  claim  thee  for  my  own, 

I  suffered  on  the  cross : 
Oh,  were  my  love  but  known, 
All  dse  would  be  as  dross  I — 

4  All  else  would  he  as  dross  I 

Andsoala,  tbrougb  grace  divine. 


Would  count  their  gain  but  loss 
To  live  for  ever  mine ! 

925.  Upioardl 

1  Go  up,  go  up,  my  heart ! 

Dwell  with  thy  God  above ; 
For  here  thou  canst  not  rest, 
Nor  here  give  out  thy  love. 

2  Go  up,  go  up,  my  heart ! 

Be  not  a  trifler  here ; 
Ascend  above  these  clouds, — 
Dwell  in  a  higher  sphere. 

3  Let  not  thy  love  flow  out 

To  things  so  soiled  and  dim ; 
Go  up  to  heaven  and  God ; 
Take  up  thy  love  to  him. 

4  Waste  not  thy  precious  stores 

On  pleasure  here  below  : 
To  God  that  wealth  belongs ; 
On  him  that  wealth  bestow. 

5  Go  up,  reluctant  heart ! 

Take  up  thy  rest  above ; 
Arise,  earth-clinging  thoughts ; 
Ascend,  my  Imgering  love  I 

928.  **Chooie  Thoujbrme,'* 

1  Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be  I 
Lead  me  by  thine  own  hand ; 
Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 

2  I  dare  not  choose  my  lot : 

I  would  not,  if  I  might; 
Choose  thou  for  me,  my  God, 
So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

3  Tlie  kingdom  that  I  seek 

Is  thine :  so  let  the  way 
That  leads  to  it  be  thine, 
Else  I  must  surely  stray. 

4  Take  thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill, 
As  best  to  thee  may  seem ; 
Choose  thou  my  good  and  ilL 

5  Choose  thou  for  me  my  friends, 

My  sickness  or  my  health; 
Choose  thou  my  cares  for  mo, 
My  poverty  or  wealth. 

6  Not  mine,  not  mine  tba  < 
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9  Ob.        ^**  *'**»*''  ^''»- 

1  Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm  : 

Let  thine  ontstretched  wing 
Be  like  the  shade  of  Elim's  palm. 
Beside  her  desert  spring. 

2  Yes,  keep  me  calm,  though  load  and  rude 

The  sounds  my  car  that  greet, — 
Calm  in  the  closet^s  solitude, 

Calm  in  the  bustling  street, — 
8  Calm  in  the  hour  of  buoyant  health, 

Calm  in  the  hour  of  pain, 
Calm  in  my  poverty  or  wealth. 

Calm  in  my  loss  or  gain, — 

4  Calm  in  the  sufferance  of  wrong. 

Like  him  who  bore  my  shame. 
Calm   'mid    the    threatening,   taunting 
throng. 
Who  hate  thy  holy  name. 

5  Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm. 

Soft  resting  on  thy  breast ; 
Soothe  me  with  holy  hymn  and  psalm. 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest. 

Q 1  4-.    "  TMoh  ffM  ike  way  of  Thy  tiatxtUttr 

1  Oh  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways 

To  keep  his  statutes  still ! 
Oh  that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace 
To  know  and  do  his  will ! 

2  Oh,  send  thy  Spirit  down,  to  write 

Thy  law  upon  my  heart ; 
Nor  let  my  ton^e  indulge  deceit, 
Nor  act  the  liar's  part 
8  Order  ray  footsteps  by  thy  word, 
And  make  my  heart  sincere ; 
Let  sin  have  no  dominion.  Lord, 
But  keep  my  conscience  clear. 

'^  'n  thy  commandfl^- 


Nor  let  my  head,  nor  heart,  nor  handa 
Offend  against  my  God. 

9 1 9  •     ''  ^^  thing*  are  patted  awayr 

1  Ws  praise  and  bless  thee,  gracious  Lonl, 

Our  Saviour  kind  and  true, 
For  all  the  old  things  passed  away. 
For  all  thou  hast  made  new. 

2  But  yet  how  much,  must  be  destroyed. 

How  much  renewed  must  be, 
Ere  we  can  fully  stand  complete 
In  likeness.  Lord,  to  thee ! 

3  Wliate'cr  would  tempt  the  soul  to  stray, 

Or  separate  from  uiee, 
That,  Lord,  remove,  however  dear 
To  our  poor  hearts  it  be  1 

4  ^Vllcn  flesh   declines,  then  strengtheii 

thou 
The  spirit  from  above ; 
Make  us  to  feel  thy  service  sweet, 
And  light  thy  yoke  of  love. 

5  So  shall  we  faultless  stand  at  last 

Before  thy  Father's  throne ; 
The  blessedness  for  ever  ours, 
The  glory  all  thine  own  I 

978.    '^Firmly  I  huUd  my  hope  tmTh€er 

1  I  KNOW  thy  thoughts  are  peace  toward 

Safe  am  I  in  thy  hands  j 
Firmly  I  build  my  hope  on  thee, 
For  sure  thy  counsel  stands  1 

2  Whate'er  thy  word  hath  promised 

Wilt  thou  full  surely  give  ! 
Wherefore,  from  thee  I  will  not  f* 
Thy  word  doth  make  me  live. 

3  Though  mountains  crumble  into 

Thy  covenant  standeth  fast ; 

Who  follows  thee  in  pious  trust, 

Shall  reach  the  sroal  at  last. 
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4  Though  strango  and  winding  seems  the 
way, 
While  yet  on  earth  I  dwell, 
In  heaven  my  heart  shall  gladly  say, 
Thou,  God,  dost  all  things  well ! 

1  Calm  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 

Young  spirit,  rest  thee  now  1 
Ev'n  while  with  us  thy  footsteps  trod, 
His  seal  was  on  thy  brow. 

2  Dust,  to  its  narrow  house  beneath  . 

Soul,  to  its  place  on  high ! 
They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  death 

No  more  may  fear  to  die. 
8  Lone  are  the  paths,  and  sad  the  bowers. 

Whence  thy  meek  smile  is  gone ; 
But,  oh  I  a  brighter  homo  than  ours. 

In  heaven,  is  now  thine  own. 


*  Lord^  I  belUv6  a  rest  remain*.'^ 


1256. 

1  Lord,  I  believe  a  rest  remains. 

To  all  thy  people  known ; 
A  rest  where  pure  enioyment  reigns. 
And  thou  art  loved  alone  ; — 

2  A  rest  where  all  our  souls'  desire 

Is  fixed  on  things  above ; 
Wliere  fear  and  sin  and  grief  expire, 
Cast  out  by  perfect  love. 

3  Oh  that  I  now  the  rest  might  know. 

Believe  and  enter  in  1 
Now,  Saviour !  now  the  power  bestow, 
And  let  me  cease  from  sin. 

4  Remove  the  hardness  of  my  heart, 

The  unbelief  remove ; 
To  me  the  rest  of  faith  impart — 
The  Sabbath  of  thj  love. 


1  zfi/  IIolineM  of  Heaven, 

±^Oi.  1  Cor.  2:  9,10. 

1  Nob  eye  hath  seen,  nor  ear  hath  heard. 

Nor  sense  nor  reason  known. 
What  joys  the  Father  has  prepared 
For  those  that  love  his  Son. 

2  But  the  good  Spirit  of  the  Lord 

Heveals  a  heaven  to  come ; 

The  beams  of  glory  in  his  word 

aVllure  and  guide  us  home. 

3  Pure  are  the  joys  above  the  sky 

And  all  the  region  peace ; 
No  wanton  lips,  nor  envious  eye 
Can  see  or  taste  the  bliss. 

4  Those  holy  gates  for  ever  bar 

Pollution,  sin,  and  shame ; 
None  shall  obtain  admittance  there, 
But  followers  of  the  Lamb. 


1265. 


**  ITaw  they  deeire  a  better  country,^ 


1  Oh  !  could  our  thoughts  and  wishes  fly, 

Above  these  gloomy  shades, 
To  those  bright  worlds  beyond  the  sky, 
Which  sorrow  ne'er  invades ! 

2  There  joys  unseen  by  mortal  eyes, 

Or  reason's  feeble  ray, 
In  ever-blooming  prospect  rise, 
Unconscious  of  decay. 

3  Lord !  send  a  beam  of  light  divine 

To  guide  our  upward  aim  ; 

With  one  reviving  touch  of  thine 

Our  languid  hearts  inflame. 

4  Then  shall,  on  faith's  aublimest  wing. 

Our  ardent  wishes  rise 
To  those  bright  scenes,  where  ] 
spring 
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737. 

1  Tiiou,  who  didst  stoop  below 
To  drain  the  cup  of  woe, 

And  wear  the  form  of  frail  mortality, 

Thy  blessed  labors  done, 

Thy  crown  of  vict'ry  won. 
Hast  passed  from  earth — passed  to  thy  home 
on  high. 

2  It  was  no  path  of  flowers. 
Through  this  dark  world  of  ours. 

Beloved  of  the  Father !  thou  didst  tread ; 
And  shall  we  in  dismay 
Shrink  from  the  narrow  way, 

When  clouds  and  darkness  are  around  it 
spread? 

CAVE.    7s  &  8. 


•*/r«  became  obedUnt  unto  deatkr—Vhil  3    & 


8  O  thou  who  art  oar  Life, 
Be  with  us  through  the  strife ; 
Was  not  thy  head  by  eartli's  mde  tempests 
Raise  thou  our  eyes  above      [bowed  f 
To  see  a  Father's  love 
Beam,  like  the  bow  of  promise,  through  the 
cloud. 

4  Ev'n  through  the  awful  gloom 
Which  hovers  o'er  the  tomb, 
That  light  of  love  our  guiding  star  shall  be ; 
Our  spirits  shall  not  dread 
The  snadowy  way  to  tread. 
Friend,  Guardian,  Saviour !  which  doth  lead 
to  thee. 
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264. 


T%4  Oontrati, 


1  Blessed  niffht,  when  first  that  plain 
Echoed  with  the  joyful  strain, — 

*' Peace  has  come  to  earth  again  T 

2  Happy  shepherds,  on  whose  car 
Fell  the  tiiungs  glad  and  dear, — 

**God  to  man  is  drawing  near!" 

3  Babe  of  weakness,  can  it  be 
That  the  earth's  great  victory 
Is  to  be  achieved  by  thoc  ? 

4  Child  of  poverty,  art  thou 

He  to  whom  all  heaven  shall  bow. 
And  all  earth  shall  pay  the  vow  ? 

5  Heir  of  pain  and  toil,  whom  none 
In  this  evil  day  will  own, 

Art  thou  the  Eternal  One  ? 


6  Thou,  o'er  whom  the  sword  and  rod 
Wave,  in  haste  to  drink  thy  blood. 
Art  thou  very  Son  of  God  ? 

7  Wo  adore  thee  as  our  King, 
And  to  thee  our  sons  we  smg ; 
Our  best  oflTring  to  Siee  bring. 

8  Guarded  by  the  shepherds'  r(3, 
'Mid  their  flock,  thy  poor  abode ; 
Thus  we  own  thee.  Lamb  of  God. 

9  Lamb  of  God,  thy  lowly  name ; 
King  of  kings,  we  thee  proclaim  : 
Heaven  and  earth  shall  near  its  fame. 

10  Mighty  King  of  righteousness. 
King  of  glory,  King  of  peace. 
Never  shall  toy  kingdom  cease ! 


50. 

Tana  Oats,  opposite  page. 

1  Jesus,  Sun  of  righteousness, 

Brightest  beam  of  love  divine, 
With  the  early  morning  rays 

Do  thou  on  oar  darlmefls  shine, 
And  dispel  with  purest  light 
All  our  nij^t ! 

2  Like  the  son^s  reviving  imy, 

liay  thy  love,  with  tender  glow. 
All  oar  coldneii  melt  «wbj, 


ChrUt  tlu  Sun  i^  BighUou»n4m, 


Warm  and  cheer  us  forth  to  go ; 
Gladly  serve  thee  and  obey 
All  the  day  I 

3  Thou  our  only  Life  and  Guide ! 
Never  leave  us  nor  forsake : 
In  thy  light  may  we  abide 

ml  th^etemal  monring  biMk^^ 
MoTingon  to  Zkiii\  hilL         g^^ 
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"  JToto  firm  a  JbnndaUon  r 

1  Q  A    1  How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord, 
*       Is  laid  for  your  faith  in  his  excellent  word ! 

What  more  can  he  say  than  to  you  he  hath  said. 
Who  unto  the  Saviour  for  refuge  have  fled  : — 

2  "Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  oh,  be  not  dismayed; 
For  I  am  thy  God,  I  will  still  give  thee  aid  : 

ni  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause  thee  to  stand. 
Upheld  by  my  righteous,  omnipotent  hand. 

3  "  When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  overflow ; 

For  I  will  be  with  thee  thy  troubles  to  bless. 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

4  "The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for  repose, 
I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes : 

That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavor  to  shake, 
I'll  never — no,  never — no,  never  forsake  !" 

Looking  of 

7ft 2    ^  ^  BYES  that  are  weary,  and  hearts  that  are  sore! 
^    •      Look  off  unto  Jesu9,  now  sorrow  no  more ! 

The  light  of  his  countenance  shineth  so  bright. 
That  here,  as  in  heaven,  there  need  be  no  night. 

2  While  looking  to  Jesus  my  heart  can  not  fear ; 
I  tremble  no  more  when  I  see  Jesus  near ; 
I  know  that  his  presence  my  safeguard  will  be. 
For,  "  Why  are  ye  troubled  ?"  he  saith  unto  me. 

8  Still  looking  to  Jesus,  oh,  may  I  be  found. 
When  Jordan's  dark  waters  encompass  me  round : 
They  bear  me  away  in  his  presence  to  be : 
I  see  him  still  nearer  whom  always  I  see. 

4  Then,  then  shall  I  know  the  full  beauty  and  gnee 
Of  Jeaofi,  my  Lord,  when  1 4M|Alfe0.  to  faee ; 
Bball  know  how  his  love  ^r^^miummi  ^njbi  daef  ^ 
And  wonder  that  evec  vj* 
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**  FainU  yet pur9u{ng.**—JndgeB  8 : 4 

QQO    1  Though  faint,  yet  pursuing,  wc  go  on  our  way ; 
•       The  Lord  is  our  leader,  his  word  is  our  stay  ; 
Though  suffering,  and  sorrow,  and  ti-ial  be  near. 
The  Lord  is  our  refuge,  and  whom  can  we  fear  f 

2  He  raiseth  the  fallen,  ho  cheereth  the  faint; 
The  weak,  and  oppressed — he  will  hear  their  complaint; 
The  way  may  be  weary,  and  thorny  the  road, 
But  how  can  wo  falter }  our  help  is  in  God ! 

^  8  And  to  his  green  pastures  our  footsteps  he  leads ; 

Ilis  flock  in  the  desert  how  kindly  he  feeds  ! 
The  lambs  in  his  bosom  he  tenderly  bears, 
And  brings  back  the  wanderers  all  safe  from  the  snares. 

4  Though  clouds  may  surround  us,  our  God  is  our  light ; 
Though  storms  rage  around  us,  our  God  is  our  might ; 
So  faint,  yet  pursuing,  still  onward  we  come  ; 

The  Lord  is  our  leader,  and  heaven  is  our  home  f 

^  He  nhaU  he  called  the  lord  our  RigtUtoti9nt9e,^—Jer.  S8: 0L 

1 OOB    ^  ^  ^^^^  ^^  ^  stranger  to  grace  and  to  God ; 
I  knew  not  my  danger,  and  felt  not  my  load ; 
Though  friends  spoke  in  rapture  of  Christ  on  the  tree, 
Jehovah,  my  Saviour,  seemed  nothing  to  me. 

2  When  free  ffrace  awoke  me  by  light  from  on  high, 
Then  legal  ^ars  shook  roe;  I  trembled  to  die : 
No  refuge,  no  safety,  in  self  could  I  see : 
Jehovah,  thou  only  my  Saviour  must  be. 

5  My  terrors  all  vanished  before  his  sweet  name ; 
My  guilty  fears  banished,  with  boldness  I  came 
To  drink  at  the  fountain,  so  copious  and  free : 
Jehovah,  my  Saviour,  is  all  things  to  me. 

4  Jehovah,  the  Lord,  is  my  treasure  and  boast; 
Jehovah  my  Saviour, — I  ne'er  can  be  lost: 

In  thee  I  shall  conquer,  by  flood  and  by  field, 
Jehovah  my  anchor,  Jehovah  my  shield ! 

5  Ev'n  treading  the  valley,  the  shadow  of  death, 
This  watchword  shall  rally  my  Altering  btea&.\ 
YoTf  wbiie  from  h'fe's  fever  my  God  «ei\ain^  tra^ 
Jebovaht  my  Saviour,  my  deat]b-«oii£  «\vbX\\)^ 
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1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come ! 

Let  thy  bright  beams  arise : 
Dispel  the  sorrow  from  our  minds, 
The  darkness  from  our  eyes. 

2  Convince  us  of  our  sin ; 

Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood. 
And  to  our  wondering  view  reveal 
The  secret  love  of  God. 

3  Revive  our  drooping  faith. 

Our  doubts  and  fears  remove. 
And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love. 

4  T  is  thine  to  cleanse  the  heart, 

To  sanctify  the  soul. 
To  pour  fresh  life  in  every  part. 
And  new-create  the  whole. 

6  Dwell,  Spirit,  in  our  hearts ; 

Our  minds  from  bondage  free ; 
Then  shall  we  know,  and  praise,  and  love, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Thee. 


^^ 


0 1 6  •     ^^^  ***  accepUd-  TVme.— 1  Cor.  0 :  S. 

1  Now  is  th'  accepted  time. 

Now  is  the  day  of  grace ; 
Now,  sinners,  come  without  delay, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  face. 

2  Now  is  th'  accepted  time, 

The  Saviour  calls  to-day : 
To-morrow  it  may  be  loo  late ; 
Then  why  should  you  delay  t 

8  Now  is  th'  accepted  time, 
The  gospel  bids  you  come ; 
And  every  promise  in  his  word 
Declares  there  yet  is  room. 


**SkaU  v>6  continue  in  Hn  that  ffraee  may 
•  aboundr*^R6m.6:  1. 


4  Lord,  draw  reluctant  souls. 

And  feast  them  with  thy  love : 
Then  will  the  angels  swiftly  fly 
To  bear  the  news  above. 

915 

1  Shall  we  go  on  to  sin 
Because  thy  grace  abounds  ? 

Or  crucify  the  Lord  again, 

And  open  all  his  wounds  ?      ^ 

2  Forbid  it,  mighty  God  ! 
Nor  let  it  o'er  be  said 

That  we,  whose  sins  are  cmcified. 
Should  raise  them  from  the  dead. 

3  We  will  be  slaves  no  more, 
Since  Chnst  has  made  us  free, — 

Has  nailed  our  tyrants  to  bis  cross. 
And  bought  our  liberty. 


**IMp  me  to  watch  and  prayj* 


916. 

1  A  CHAROE  to  keep  I  have, 
A  God  to  glorify ; 

A  never-dying  soul  to  save^ 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky ; 

2  To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfill  ;— 
Oh,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care. 

As  in  thy  sight  to  live ; 
And  oh !  thy  servant.  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  on  thyself  rely ; 

Aisured  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
^  *  shall  for  ever  die. 
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Ql  Q  Prayrfar  Uteneu  to  C^rUt, 

V±0»  John  14:  0 

1  Thou  art,  O  Christ,  the  Way : 

Thysell  reveal  to  me ; 
And  Jet  mc  humbly,  day  by  day, 
Live,  move,  and  walk  in  thee. 

2  Thou  art  the  Truth  divine  : 

Its  fullness  may  I  see ; 
Believe,  and  find  the  promise  mine, — 
"  The  Truth  shall  make  you  free." 

8  Thou  art  the  Life  of  God ; 
By  thee  the  dying  live : 
In  me  diffuse  thyself  abroad, 
And  life  eternal  give. 

4  Thus,  by  thyself  the  Way, 
I  to  the  Father  come ; 
Led  by  the  Truth,  I  can  not  stray  ; 
The  Life  and  I  are  one. 


Fatting  and  Prayer  Jbr  a  JSetival  qf 


1147. 

1  O  Lord,  thy  work  rovivc, 

In  Zion's  gloomy  hour ; 
And  make  her  dying  graces  live 
By  thy  restoring  power. 

2  Awake  thy  chosen  few 

To  fervent,  earnest  prayer ; 

Again  their  sacred  vows  renew ; 

Thy  bless6d  presence  share. 

3  Thy  Spirit  then  will  speak 

Through  lips  of  feeble  clay. 
And  hearts  of  adamant  will  break, 
And  rebels  will  obey. 

4  Lord !  lend  thy  gracious  ear ; 

Oh,  listen  to  our  cry ! 
Oh,  come  and  bring  salvation  heret. 
Our  hopes  on  thee  rely. 
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41.  "(«©«  tty  AeaK" 

1  When,  as  returns  this  solemn  day, 

Man  comes  to  meet  his  God, 
What  rites,  what  honors  shall  he  pay  ? 
How  spread  his  praise  abroad  ? 

2  From  marble  domes  and  gilded  spires 

Shall  clouds  of  incense  rise  ? 
And  gems,  and  gold,  and  garlands  deck 
The  costly  sacrifice  ? 

3  Vain,  sinful  man ! — creation's  Lord 

Thine  offerings  well  may  spare ; 
But  give  thy  heart,  and  thou  shalt  find 
Thy  God  will  hear  thy  prayer. 

122.  ^<^y  -^^  *»  -^^• 

1  Where'er,  through  all  hisworks,'we  send 

Our  roving  eyes  abroad, 
The  various  objects  all  conspire 
To  lead  us  home  to  God ; — 

2  That  God,  whose  word  all  nature  formed) 

Whose  eye  all  nature  sees ; 
Whose  hand  all  nature  rules,  sustains, 
Or  crushes,  as  he  please ; — 

8  Before  whose  high  and  dazzling  throne 
Myriads  of  angels  bow ; 
Whose  smile  is  everlasting  bliss. 
Whose  frown  is  endless  woe. 

Low  at  his  feet,  then,  O  my  soul ! 

In  prostrate  homage  &11 ; 
Make  him  thy  fear,  thy  love,  thy  trust, 

Thy  joy,  thy  God,  thy  all. 

LOO.  P8iUml». 

1  Lsr  all  my  vast  concerns  with  thee, 
In  vain  my  soul  would  try 


To  shun  thy  presence.  Lord,  or  flee 
The  notice  of  thine  eye. 

2  Thine  all-surrounding  sight  surveys 

My  rising  and  my  rest ; 
My  public  walks,  my  private  ways, 
The  secrets  of  my  breast. 

3  My  thoughts  lie  open  to  the  Lord, 

Before  they  're  formed  within ; 
And,  ere  my  lips  pronounce  the  word, 
He  knows  the  sense  I  mean. 

4  Oh,  wondrous  knowledge,  deep  and  high — 

Where  can  a  creature  hide ! 
Within  thy  circling  arms  I  lie, 
Beset  on  every  side. 

5  So  let  thy  grace  surround  me  still. 

And  like  a  bulwark  prove, 
To  guard  my  soul  from  every  ill. 
Secured  by  sovereign  love. 

1 42.  "  ^«  «»<«(7  God."* 

1  Great  God !  how  infinite  art  thoa ! 

What  worthless  worms  are  we  I 
Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow. 
And  pay  their  praise  to  thee. 

2  Thy  throne  eternal  ages  stood. 

Ere  seas  or  stars  were  made ; 
Thou  art  the  ever-living  God, 
Were  all  the  nations  dead* 

3  Eternity,  with  all  its  years, 

Stands  present  in  thy  view ; 
To  thee  there 's  nothing  old  i^pean, 
Great  God !  there 's  nothing  new. 

4  Our  lives  through  varioussceneaaredraw^:^^ 

And  vexed  with  trifling  cares; 
While  thine  eternal  thooffhta  moTO  <m 
Thine  undistnrbed  affiurs. 
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5  Great  God !  how  infinite  art  thou ! 
What  worthless  worms  are  we  I 
Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow, 
And  pay  their  praise  to  thee. 

1  How  sad  our  state  by  nature  is! 

Our  sin — ^how  deep  it  stains ! 
And  Satan  holds  our  captive  minds 
Fast  in  his  slavish  chains. 

2  But  there 's  a  voice  of  sovereign  grace 

Sounds  from  the  sacred  word  : 
"  Ho !  ye  despairing  sinners,  come, 
And  trust  upon  the  Lord." 

8  My  soul  obeys  th'  almighty  call, 
And  runs  to  this  relief; 
I  would  believe  thy  promise,  Lord  : 
Oh,  help  my  unbelief! 

4  A  guilty,  weak,  &nd  helpless  worm. 
On  thy  kind  arms  I  fall : 
Be  thou  my  strength  and  righteousness, 
My  Saviour  and  my  All. 

04:9«  ^^^^  ^  RtQVMraiion. 

1  How  helpless  guilty  nature  lies. 

Unconscious  of  her  load ! 
The  heart  unchanged  can  never  rise 
To  happiness  and  God. 

2  Can  aught  beneath  a  power  divine 

The  stubborn  will  subdue  f 
Tis  thine,  almighty  Saviour,  thine, 
To  form  the  heart  anew. 

8  T  is  thine  the  passions  to  recall, 
And  upward  bid  them  rise ; 
To  make  the  scales  of  error  fiedl 
From  reason's  darkened  eyes  ;— 


4  To  chase  the  shades  of  death  away, 

And  bid  the  sinner  live  : 

A  beam  of  heaven,  a  vital  ray, 

'T  is  thine  alone  to  give. 

5  Oh,  chan^  these  wretched  hearts  of  ours. 

And  give  them  life  divine  I 
Then  shall  our  passions  and  our  powers, 
Almighty  Lord,  be  thine. 

0& T  •  •B«P<«'«»c«  *»  y^"^  ^  God'H  Patience. 

1  And  are  we  wretches  yet  alive  ! 

And  do  we  yet  rebel ! 
'T  is  boundless,  't  is  amazing  love, 
That  bears  us  up  from  hell ! 

2  The  burden  of  our  weighty  guilt 

Would  sink  us  down  to  flames : 
And  threatening  vengeance  rolls  above. 
To  crush  our  feeble  frames. 

3  Almighty  goodness  cries,  "  Forbear  !*' 

And  straight  the  thunder  stays  : 
And  dare  we  now  provoke  his  wrath. 
And  weary  out  his  grace  ? 

4  Lord,  we  have  long  abused  thy  love, 

Too  long  indulged  our  sin ; 
Our  aching  hearts  now  bleed  to  see 
What  rebels  we  have  been. 

5  No  more,  ye  lusts,  shall  ye  conmiand ; 

No  more  will  we  obey ; 
Stretch  out,  O  God,  thy  conquering  hand, 
And  drive  thy  foes  away. 

DOZOLOQT. 


To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God,  whom  we  adore, 

Be  glory  as  it  NviM^iik^^crv^ 
And  di*B3ii\)^  ^^^TUi<cit^\ 
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46  5.       TKt  Power  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 

1  Eternal  Spirit,  we  confess 

And  sing  the  wonders  of  thy  grace : 
Thy  power  conveys  our  hlcssings  down 
From  God  the  Father  and  the  Son. 

2  Enlightened  by  thy  heavenly  ray, 
Our  shades  and  darkness  turn  to  day  ; 
Thine  inward  teachings  make  us  know 
Our  danger,  and  our  refuge,  too. 

3  Thy  power  and  glory  work  within, 
And  break  the  chains  of  reigning  sin ; 
All  our  imperious  lusts  subdue. 

And  form  our  wretched  hearts  anew. 

4  The  troubled  conscience  knows  thy  voice ; 
Thy  cheering  words  awake  our  joys ; 
Thy  words  allay  the  stormy  wind. 
And  calm  the  surges  of  the  mind. 

946.    "" He  ehall  eU  ae  a  r^ner  qf  tttverr 

1  Why  should  I  murmur  or  repine, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  who  bled  for  me  ? 

What  are  my  griefs  compared  with  thine. 

Thy  tears,  viy  groans,  thine  agony ! 

2  K  thou  the  furnace  dost  employ, 

Thou  sittest  as  refiner  near, 
To  purge  away  the  base  alloy, 

Till  thine  own  image  bright  appear. 
8  Tliough  oft  thy  way  is  in  the  sea, 

Thy  footsteps  in  the  winged  storm ; 
Though  crested  billows  threaten  me, — 

Love  slumbers  in  their  frowning  form ! 
4  Submissive  would  I  kiss  the  rod. 

Needful  each  stroke,  I  humbly  own : 
Help  me  to  trust  thee,  O  my  God ! 

If  now  thy  wisdom  bo  unknown. 

1  9fi5i  ^*«  EeanenXy  BetL 

l^LdUtl.  (OHgtaal  Form.) 

1  Lord  of  the  Sabbath  hear  our  vows, 
On  this  thy  day,  in  this  thy  house; 


And  own  as  grateful  sacrifice, 

Tlio  songs  which  from  the  desert  rise. 

2  Tliino  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love,— 
But  there 's  a  nobler  rest  above : 
To  that  our  laboring  souls  aspire, 
With  ardent  pangs  of  strong  desire. 

8  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress. 
Nor  sin  nor  hell  shall  reach  the  place ; 
No  ^oans  to  mingle  with  the  songs 
Which  warble  from  inmiortal  tongues. 

4  No  rude  alarms  of  raging  foes ; 
No  cares  to  break  the  long  repose ; 
No  midnight  shade,  no  clouded  sun, — 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon ! 

5  0  long-expected  day,  b^in ! 

Dawn  on  these  realms  of  woe  and  sin ; 
Fain  would  we  leave  this  weary  road. 
And  sleep  in  death,  to  rest  with  God. 


J%e  Jleavenfy  Sett, 
(Abridged  Form.) 


1254. 

1  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love, — — 
But  there 's  a  nobler  rest  above : 

To  that  our  longing  souls  aspire. 
With  cheerful  hope  and  strong  desire 

2  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress, 

Nor  sin  nor  death  shall  reach  the  placc:^^ 
No  groans  shall  mingle  with  the  songs  ^ 
Which  warble  from  immortal  tongues.     — 

8  No  rude  alarms  of  raging  foes ; 
No  cai'es  to  break  the  long  repose ; 
No  midnight  shade,  no  cloudcKd  sun ; 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon ! 

4  Thine  earUily  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love, — 
But  there  *8  a  nobler  rest  above  : 
To  that  oar  longing  souls  aspire. 
With  dieerfiil  hope  and  strong  desbe.       i 
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\}  ,        WatchfulneM  and  Prayer,— Tatilm  141. 

1  My  God,  accept  my  early  vows, 
Like  Tnorning  incense  in  thy  Loose ; 
And  let  my  nightly  worship  rise 
Sweet  as  Uie  evening  sacrince. 

2  "Watch  o'er  my  lips,  and  guard  them,  Lord, 
From  every  rash  and  heedless  word ; 
Nor  let  my  feet  incline  to  tread 

The  guilty  path  where  sinners  lead. 

3  Oh,  may  the  righteous,  when  I  stray, 
Smite  and  reprove  ray  wandering  way ! 
Their  gentle  words,  like  ointment  shed. 
Shall  never  bruise,  but  cheer  my  head. 

4  When  I  behold  them  pressed  with  grief, 
I  '11  cry  to  heaven  for  their  relief; 
And,  by  my  warm  petitions,  prove 
How  much  I  prize  their  faiUiful  love. 

OOl      **  Who  Bhall  aldde  in  Thy  TabemaeUr 
V^L.  Psalm  16. 

1  Who  shall  ascend  thy  heavenly  place, 
Great  God,  and  dwell  before  thy  fece  f 
The  man  who  minds  religion  now. 
And  humbly  walks  with  God  below ; 

2  Wliose  hands  are  pure,  whose  heart  is 

clean ; 
Whoso  lips  still  speak  the  thing  they 

mean; 
No  slanders  dwell  upon  his  tongue ; 
He  hates  to  do  his  neighbor  wrong. 

8  He  loves  his  enemies,  and  prays 
For  those  who  curse  him  to  his  face ; 
And  does  to  all  men  still  the  same 
That  he  would  hope  or  wish  from  them, 

4  Tet  when  his  holiest  works  are  done, 
His  soul  depends  on  mce  alone : 
Tliis  18  the  man  thy  mce  shall  see, 
And  dvrell  hr  ever,  Lord,  with  thee. 


y40»     ***^ojf  Cometh  in  the  morning, 

1  Oh,  deem  not  they  are  blest  alone, 

Whose  lives  a  peaceful  tenor  keep ; 
For  God,  who  pities  man,  hath  shown 
A  blessing  for  the  eyes  that  weep. 

2  The  light  of  smiles  shall  fill  again 

The  lids  that  overflow  with  tears ; 
And  weary  hours  of  woe  and  pain 

Are  promises  of  happier  years. 
8  There  is  a  day  of  sunny  rest 

For  every  dark  and  troubled  night ; 
And  grief  may  bide  an  evening  guest, 

But  joy  shall  come  with  cany  light. 
4  Nor  let  the  good  man's  trust  depart, 

Though  life  its  common  gifts  deny ; 
Though  with  a  pierced  and  broken  heart, 

And  spurned  of  men,  he  goes  to  die. 
6  For  God  has  marked  each  sorrowing  day, 

And  numbered  every  secret  tear. 
And  heaven's  long  ago  of  bliss  shall  pay 

For  all  his  children  suffer  here. 

986.  *" A»k  vihat  thou  icUt,^ 

1  And  dost  thou  say,  "Ask  what  thou  wilt  ?" 

Lord,  I  would  seize  the  golden  hour : 
I  pray  to  be  released  from  guilt, 
And  freed  from  sin  and  Satan's  power. 

2  More  of  thy  presence,  Lord,  impart ; 

More  of  thine  image  let  me  bear : 
Erect  thy  throne  within  my  heart. 

And  reign  without  a  rival  there. 
8  Give  mo  to  read  my  pardon  sealed. 

And  fromthy  joy  todraw  my  strength; 
Oh,  be  thy  boundless  love  revealed 

In  all  its  height  and  breadth  and  lengthl 
4  Grant  these  requests — ^I  ask  no  more, 

Bat  to  thy  care  the  rest  resign :        ^ 
Sick,  OT  in  ueal\h^  ot  tvi^^  ^  V^'^^     m 
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"  Aik.  and  it  ahcUl  le  given  youj" 
Matt.  7  ;  11. 


78. 


1  O  THOU  that  hearest  prayer ! 

Attend  our  humble  cry ; 
And  let  thy  servjinta  share 

Thy  blessing  from  on  high  : 
We  plead  the  promise  of  thy  word; 
Grant  us  thy  Holy  Spirit,  Lord  1 

2  If  earthly  parents  hear 

Their  children  when  they  cry  ; 
If  they,  with  love  sincere, 

Their  children's  wants  supply ; 
Much  more  wilt  thou  thy  love  display, 
And  answer  when  thy  cnildren  pray. 

3  Our  heavenly  Father,  thou  ; 

We,  children  of  thy  grace : 
Oh,  let  thy  Spirit  now 

Descend  and  fill  the  place  ! 
That  all  may  feel  the  heavenly  flame, 
And  all  unite  to  praise  thy  name. 

524.      *•  Whwto^ver  will  ^— Lake  14 :  22. 

1  Ye  dying  sons  of  men, 

Immerged  in  sin  and  woe, 
Tiic  gospel's  voice  attend. 

While'  Jesus  sends  to  you  : 
Ye  perishing  and  guilty,  come ; 
In  Jesus*  arms  there  yet  is  room. 

2  No  longer  now  delay, 

Nor  vain  excuses  frame; 


L 

He  bids  you  come  to-day, 

Though  poor,  and  blind,  and  lame : 
All  things  are  ready ;  sinner,  come ; 
For  every  trembling  soul  there's  room* 

3  Drawn  by  his  bleeding  love, 

Ye  wand'ring  sheep,  draw  near ; 
Christ  calls  you  from  above ; 
The  Shepherd's  voice  now  hear : 

Let  whosoever  will, now  come; 

In  Jesus'  arms  there  still  is  room. 


575. 


"  Th6  BaoHJtcea  of  Ood  are  a  broken,  eplr^ 
Psalm  51. 


1  A  BROKEN  heart,  O  Lord ! 

Thou  never  wilt  demise ; 
'Tis  written  in  thy  word. 

This  is  the  sacrifice : 
The  sacrifice  that  thou  wilt  own — 
It  is  the  broken  heart  alone. 

2  Break  thou  mjr  heart,  O  Lord; 

The  rock  within  mo  break ; 
To  tremble  at  thy  word. 

And  at  thine  anger  quake : 
Let  me  in  deep  contrition  lie. 
And  heave  the  penitential  sigh. 

3  For  mercy  dwells  with  thee  ; 

Compassion,  all  divine ; 
That  mercy  show  to  me  ^ 

Be  that  compassion  mine : 
For  sinners  did  not  Jesus  Ueed  t 
And  Jesus'  blood  alone  I  pleadL 
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94:2«  OmtolaUon  in.  Christ, 

1  Whxrb  is  my  Saviour  now, 

Whose  smiles  I  once  possessed  ? 
TOl  he  return,  I  bow, 

By  heaviest  grief  oppressed : 
My  days  of  happiness  are  gone, 
And  I  am  left  to  weep  alone. 

2  Where  can  the  mourner  go, 

And  tell  his  tale  of  grief? 
Ah !  who  can  soothe  his  woe, 

And  give  him  sweet  relief? 
Earth  can  not  heal  the  wounded  breast, 
Or  give  the  troubled  sinner  rest 

3  Jesus !  thy  smiles  impart ; 

My  dearest  Lord  return. 
And  ease  my  wounded  heart. 

And  bid  me  cease  to  mourn  : 
Hien  shall  this  night  of  sorrow  flee, 
And  peace  and  heaven  bo  found  in  thee. 

1  9 Aid-    **^«  hringeth  down  to  Vie  grate^  and 

1  Fathbr,  my  spirit  owns 

Thy  right  to  mine  and  me ; 
Yet  {MEurdon  human  groans 

From  human  agony ; 
The  eye's  desire,  the  soul's  delight. 
Thy  wisdom  hath  seen  good  to  blight, 

2  Alas !  the  brittle  reed, 

On  human  life  to  lean  I 
A  solace  frail  indeed. 

Vanished  as  soon  as  seen  I 
Then,  who  shall  fill  the  cheerless  void, 
Or  stay  the  soul  'mid  hopes  destroyed  ? 

8  In  deep  submission,  aid 
Hie  broken  heart  to  lie. 


Nor,  when  the  stroke  is  made, 
To  murmur  or  reply ; 
Great  grace  for  greatest  need  bestow, 
And  strong  supports  for  deepest  woe. 

J.^|JO,    An  ancient  Burial  ITjpnn, 

1  The  pangs  of  death  arc  near, 

Amid  the  joys  of  life  : 
And  when,  in  guilty  fear, 

We  end  our  dying  strife. 
To  whom,  most  holy  Lord, 
Shall  wo  for  succor  fiee  ? 
O  thou  most  mighty  God  I 
Our  help  is  laid  on  thee : 
Lord  Jesus !  by  thy  bloody  stains, 
Save,  save  us  from  hell's  bitter  pains. 

2  The  bitter  pains  of  hell 

Awaken  our  alarm; 
We  merit  only  ill 

From  tliino  avenging  arm ; 
Most  holy  Lord  our  God, 

To  whom  but  unto  thee, 
Most  merciful  and  good, 
Can  wo  for  refuge  flee  ? 
Suffer  us  not  to  fall  away 
From  Jesus  in  our  dying  day. 

3  Our  dyinff  day  will  come, 

And  ciul  our  crimes  to  mind ; 
And  when  in  sorrow  dumb, 
No  hope  on  earth  we  find, 
To  thee,  O  Christ,  we  fly,— 

To  thine  outflowing  blood ; 
Look  with  thy  pitying  eye, 
Sparo  us,  most  holy  IJord: 
Nor  let  us  lose  the  joys  that  rise 
From  thine  atoning  sacrifice. 

*  Let  the  flrat  eight  meosnret  of  the  tune  be  repeated 
for  tUU  Hymn, 
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X  38  •    *  Suing  mm  who  U  iwcUibUr 

1  Bbtond,  beyond  that  boundless  sea, 

Above  that  dome  of  sky, 
Further  than  thought  itself  can  flee, 

Thy  dwelling  is  on  high  : 
Tet  dear  the  awful  thought  to  me, 

That  thou,  my  God,  art  nigh : — 

2  Art  nigh,  and  yet  my  laboring  mind 

Feels  after  thee  in  vain, 
Thee  in  these  works  of  power  to  find, 

Or  to  thy  seat  attain. 
Thy  messenger,  the  stormy  wind; 

Thy  path,  the  trackless  main : 

3  These  speak  of  thee  with  loud  acclaim ; 

They  thunder  forth  thy  praise, 
The  glorious  honor  of  thy  name, 

The  wonders  of  thy  ways : 
But  thou  art  not  in  tempest-flame. 

Nor  in  the  noontide  blaze. 

4  We  hear  thy  voice  when  thunders  roll 

Through  the  wide  fields  of  air ; 
The  waves  obey  thy  dread  control ; 

But  still,  thou  art  not  there : 
"Where  shall  I  find  him,  O  my  soul ! 

Who  yet  is  every  where  ? 

5  Oh !  not  in  circling  depth  or  height, 

But  in  the  conscious  breast. 
Present  to  faith,  though  vailed  firom  sight; 

There  doth  his  Spirit  rest : 
Oh,  come,  thou  Presence  infinite  I 

And  make  thy  creature  blest. 

^  1 0*        Tht  SpiHt  of  a  lUae  ChUd. 

1  Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life 
Is  portioned  out  for  me ; 
The  changes  that  will  surely  como 
I  do  not  fear  to  see : 


I  ask  thee  for  a  present  mind, 
Intent  on  pleasing  thee. 

2  I  ask  thee  for  a  thoughtful  love. 

Through  constant  watching  wise, 
To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles. 

And  wipe  flic  weeping  eyes  ; 
A  heart  at  leisure  from  itself 

To  soothe  and  sympathize. 

3  I  would  not  have  the  resflcss  will 

Tliat  hurries  to  and  fro. 
That  seeks  for  some  great  thing  to  do, 

Or  secret  tiling  to  know : 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child, 

And  guided  where  I  go. 

4  Wherever  in  the  world  I  am. 

In  whatsoe'er  estate, 
I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts, 

To  keep  and  cultivate ; 
A  work  of  lowly  love  to  do 

For  him  on  whom  I  wait 

5  I  ask  thee  for  the  daily  strength. 

To  none  that  ask  denied, 
A  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life, 

While  keeping  at  thy  side ; 
Content  to  fill  a  little  space, 

If  thou  be  glorified. 
G  And  if  some  things  I  do  not  ask; 

Among  my  blessings  be, 
I  'd  have  my  spirit  filled  the  moro 

With  grateful  love  to  thee ; 
More  careful — not  to  serve  theo  much. 

But  please  thee  perfectiy. 

305*        ^'By  Tkyd€aikv>€U9%r 

1  In  vain  we  seek  for  peace  with  God 
By  methods  of  our  own ; 
Blest  Saviour !  nothhuf  but  thy  blood 
Can  bring  us  near  t£e  throne 
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2  The  threatenings  of  thy  hrokcn  kw 

Impress  the  soul  with  dread : 
If  God  his  sword  of  vengeance  draw, 
It  strikes  the  spirit  d^. 

3  Bnt  thine  atoning  sacrifice 

Ilath  answered  all  demands ; 
And  peace  and  pardon  from  the  skies 
Are  ofi*ered  by  thy  hands. 

4  T  is  by  thy  death  we  live,  O  Lord ! 

T  is  on  thy  cross  we  rest : 
For  ever  be  thy  love  adored, 
Tliy  name  wr  ever  blest. 

478.  "-^^  (f^nf  *o  ^  ww^^'  Thrt^r 

1  Let  them  neglect  thy  glory,  Lord, 

AVho  never  knew  thy  grace ; 
But  our  loud  songs  shall  still  record 
The  wonders  of  thy  praise. 

2  We  raise  our  shouts,  O  God,  to  thee, 

And  send  them  to  thy  throne : 
All  glory  to  th'  united  Three, 

The  undivided  One ! 
Twas  he  (and  we'll  adore  his  name) 

That  formed  us  by  a  word ; 
^T  IS  he  restores  our  ruined  frame : 

Salvation  to  the  Lord ! 
^    Uosanna !  let  the  earth  and  skies 

Repeat  the  joyful  sound ; 
Hocks,  hills,  and  vales,  reflect  the  voice 

In  one  eternal  round ! 

'3^y,  ^*y  90  far  from  Godf 

^    "Why  is  my  heart  so  far  from  thee. 
My  God,  my  chief  delight  ? 
AVhy  are  my  thoughts  no  more  by  day 
With  thee,  no  more  by  night  ? 
2  When  my  forgetful  soul  renews 
The  savor  of  thy  grace, 


d 


My  heart  presumes  I  can  not  lose 
The  relish  all  my  days. 
3  But,  ere  one  fleeting  hour  is  past^ 
The  flattering  world  employs 
Some  sensual  bait  to  seize  my  taste, 
And  to  pollute  my  joys. 
■r  Wretch  that  I  am  to  wander  thus 
In  chase  of  false  delight  I 
Let  me  be  fastened  to  my  cross, 
Rather  than  lose  thy  sight. 
5  ^fake  haste,  my  days,  to  reach  the  goal, 
And  bring  my  heart  to  rest 
On  the  dear  center  of  my  soul, 
lify  God,  my  Saviour's  breast  I 

C\  AO       •»  God  U  my  portion  for  eter  " 

1  Whom  have  we,  Lord,  in  heaven,  but  thee, 

And  whom  on  earth  beside  f 
AMiere  else  for  succor  can  we  flee, 
Or  in  whose  strength  confide  ? 

2  Thou  art  our  portion  here  below. 

Our  promised  bliss  above ; 
Ne'er  may  our  souls  an  object  know 
So  precious  as  thy  love. 

3  When  heart  and  flesh,  0  Lord,  shall  fail. 

Thou  wilt  our  spirit  cheer. 
Support  us  through  life's  thorny  vale, 
And  calm  each  anxious  fear. 

4  Yes,  thou  shalt  be  our  guide  through  life, 

And  help  and  strength  supply, 
Sustain  us  m  death's  fearful  stnfe. 
And  welcome  us  on  high* 

DozoLoor^ 
Let  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  adored, 
Where  there  are  works  to  make  him 
known, 
Or  saints  to  love  the  Lord  I 


282  NEW  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 

IVES.     Is. 


f 


^^ 


ifeS 


i 


1st  time. 


2d  timi 


ffiozn 


EEH 


iti3t 


=^ 


r  r  r  rr-cf 


.        '    wCLOSE 


r  r. 


I 


^ 


X^-r^-J-J 


I        I        I 


^ 


^ 


*=5= 


I     I     I 


f=r 


tJ  '  I         I       h         I 


SrJ. 


^ 


:A^ 


^ 


I      J       I]         I 
J      -     ^     j    .-      J 


^^ 


r  ir  r  r 


i-^^ 


ff=iff 


^^i^-gJ:- 


fc 


±: 


1  9zlQ     2^&>na  of  i^  Hundred  and/brty  and 
X^'±0»  four  thousand.— Eev. 7 111— IT. 

1  What  are  these  in  bright  array, 

This  innumerable  throng, 
Bound  the  altar  ni^ht  and  day, 

Hymning  one  tnumphant  song  ? — 
"  "Worthy  is  the  Lamb  once  slain, 

Blessing,  honor,  glory,  power, 
Wisdom,  riches  to  obtain. 

New  dominion  every  hour !" 

2  These  through  fiery  trials  trod ; 

These  from  great  affliction  came ; 
Now  before  the  throne  of  God, 

Sealed  with  his  almighty  name : 
Clad  in  rdment  pure  and  white, 

Victor-palms  in  every  hand. 
Through  their  dear  Bedeemer's  might. 

More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 

3  Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown. 

On  immortal  fruits  they  feed ; 
Them  the  Lamb  amid  the  throne 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead  : 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs ; 

Perfect  love  dispels  all  fear ; 
And  for  ever  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wipe  away  the  tear. 

124-9  ^"^^  **^  *^  owatf^aU  tean /i'om 

1  High  in  yonder  realms  of  light, 

Dwell  the  raptured  saints  above ; 
Far  beyond  our  feeble  sight, 

Happy  in  Immanuel's  love : 
Pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  tears, 

Once  they  knew,  like  us  below, 
Gloomy  doubts,  distressing  fears. 

Torturing  pain  and  heavy  woe. 

2  But  these  days  of  weepin. 

Passed  this  scene  of  to: 


They  shall  feci  distress  no  more — 
Never,  never  weep  again  : 

'Mid  the  chorus  of  the  skies, 
'Mid  th'  angelic  lyres  above, 

Hark  I  their  songs  melodious  rise, 
Songs  of  praise  to  Jesus'  love ! 

3  All  is  tranquil  and  serene, 

Calm  and  undisturbed  repose : 
There  no  cloud  can  intervene. 

There  no  angry  tempest  blows : 
Every  tear  is  wiped  away, 

Sighs  no  more  shall  heave  the  breast 
Night  is  lost  in  endless  day, 

Sorrow — in  eternal  rest 


**  All  Vi6  tons  of  God  shoutsd  for  joy."* 


25. 

1  SoNos  of  praise  the  angels  sang. 
Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang. 
When  Jehovah's  work  begun. 
When  he  spake,  and  it  was  done. 

2  Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  mom. 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  bom  : 
Songs  of  praise  arose,  when  he 
Captive  led  captivity. 

3  Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day : 
God  will  make  new  heavens  and  earth ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 

4  Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice ; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 

5  Borne  upon  their  latest  breath 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death ; 
Then,  amid  eternal  joy. 

Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 

*  Commonoo  the  fifth  itaasa  with  tho  latter  port  o 

UMtODA. 
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Oyb.  Onward  go. 

1  Oft  in  sorrow,  oft  in  woe, 
Onward,  Christian,  onward  go ! 
Fight  the  fight,  maintain  the  strife, 
Strengthened  with  the  bread  of  life. 

2  Onward,  Christian,  onward  go  I 
Join  the  war  and  face  the  foe  : 
Will  you  flee  in  danger's  hour  ? 
Know  you  not  your  Captain's  power  ? 

3  Let  your  drooping  heart  be  glad  ; 
March,  in  heavenly  armor  cl^  ; 
Fight !  nor  think  the  battle  long ; 
S<x)n  shall  vict'ry  tune  your  song. 

4  Let  not  sorrow  dim  your  eye ; 
Soon  shall  every  tear  be  dry : 
Let  not  fears  your  course  impede ; 
Great  your  strength,  if  great  your  need. 

6  Onward,  then,  to  battle  move  ! 

More  than  conqu'ror  you  shall  prove ; 
Though  opposed  by  many  a  foe. 
Christian  soldier,  onward  go  ! 

9  8 1  •  ^'FaifU  fkrf,  Christian  r 

1  Faint  not,  Christian !  though  the  road, 
Leading  to  thy  blest  abode. 
Darksome  be,  and  dangerous,  too  : 
Christ,  thy  Guide,  will  bring  thee  through. 

2  Faint  not^  Christian !  though  in  rage 
Satan  would  thy  soul  engage ; 

Gird  on  faith's  anointed  shield, — 
Bear  it  to  the  battle-field. 
8  Faint  not,  Christian  !  though  the  world 
Hath  its  hostile  flag  unfaried : 


Hold  the  cross  of  Jesus  &st ; 
Thou  shalt  overcome  at  last. 
4  Faint  not.  Christian !  though  within 
There  's  a  heart  so  prone  to  sin  ; 
Christ,  the  Lord,  is  over  all ; 
He  '11  not  suffer  thee  to  fall. 

6  Faint  not,  Christian  I  Jesus  near 
Soon  in  glory  will  appear ;  . 
And  his  love  will  then  bestow 
Power  to  conquer  every  foe. 

6  Faint  not.  Christian  !  look  on  high ; 
See  the  harpers  in  the  sky : 
Patient  wait,  and  thou  wilt  join — 
Chant  with  them  of  love  divine. 

OyX.     **LettV9noiaeep^aidoolhera,'^ 

1  Sleep  not,  soldier  of  the  Cross ! 

Foes  are  lurking  all  around  ; 
Look  not  here  to  find  repose : 
This  is  but  thy  battle-ground. 

2  Up !  and  take  thy  shield  and  sword ; 

Up !  it  is  the  call  of  Heaven : 
Shrink  not  fiiithless  from  thy  Lord ; 
Nobly  strive  as  he  hath  striven. 

3  Break  through  all  the  force  of  ill ; 

Tread  the  might  of  passion  down, — 
Struggling  onward,  onward  still. 
To  the  conqu'ring  Saviour's  crown ! 

4  Through  the  midst  of  toil  and  pain, 

Let  this  thought  ne^er  leave  thy  breast : 
Every  triumph  tl»ML4iriHiift^ 
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I  CLOSE  my.  heavy  eye, 

Saviour,  ever  near ! 
I  lift  my  soul  on  high, 

Through  the  darkness  drear ; 
Be  thou  my  light,  I  cry, 

Saviour,  ever  dear ! 

I  feel  thine  arms  around. 

Saviour,  ever  near  I 
With  thee  if  I  am  found, 

Never  can  I  fear. 
Whatever  ills  abound  ;— 

Saviour,  ever  dear ! 


Thine  is  the  day  and  nigbt, 

Saviour,  ever  near ! 
Thine  is  the  dark  and  lights 

Be  my  covert  here  : 
Oh,  shield  me  with  thy  might, 

Sa\'iour,  ever  dear  I 

And  when  I  come  to  die^ 

Saviour,  ever  near, 
Receive  my  parting  sigh ; 

In  the  hour  of  fear. 
Be  to  my  spirit  nigh, 

Saviour,  ever  dear  I 
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1262. 

1  Will  that  not  joyful  be, 
When  we  walk  by  faith  no  more, 
When  the  Lord  we  loved  before, 

As  Brother-man  we  see ; 
When  he  welcomes  us  above, 
When  we  share  his  smile  of  / 
WiU  that  not  joyful  be 


**  Everlasting  joy  thall  be  upon  their  heade.'" 


2  Will  that  not  joyfol  be, 
W^hen  to  meet  us  rise  and  come 
All  our  buried  treasures  home, 

A  gladsome  company ! 
When  our  arms  embrace  again 
Those  we  mourned  so  long  in  vain. 
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8  Oft  theso  earnest  longings 
Swell  within  my  breast, 
Yet  their  inner  meaning 
Ne'er  can  be  expressed. 


991. 


>  /  have  longed  for  Tf^9alwUion^  0  Lord,"^ 

1  Purer  yet  and  purer 

I  would  be  in  mind, 
Dearer  yet  and  dearer 
Every  duty  find ; 

2  Hoping  still  and  trusting 

God  without  a  fear, 
Patiently  believing 
He  will  make  all  clear ; 

8  Calmer  yet  and  calmer 
Trial  bear  and  pain, 
Surer  yet  and  surer 
Peace  at  last  to  gain  ; 

4  SuflTring  still  and  doing, 

To  his  will  resigned. 
And  to  God  subduing 
Heart  and  will  and  mind. 

5  Higher  yet  and  higher 

Out  of  clouds  and  night, 
Nearer  yet  and  nearer 
Rising  to  the  light — 

6  Liffht  serene  and  holy, 

Where  my  soul  may  rest, 
Purified  and  lowly, 
Sanctified  and  blest ; 

7  Quicker  yet  and  quicker 

Ever  onward  press. 

Firmer  yet  and  nrmer 

Step  as  I  progress : 
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•   *"  lam  thy  God ;  IviiU  Hrengihm  thee:* 

1  Oh,  let  him  whose  sorrow 

No  relief  can  find, 
Tnist  in  God,  and  borrow 

Ease  for  heart  and  mind ! 
Where  the  mourner,  weeping. 

Sheds  the  sacred  tear, 
God  his  watch  is  keeping. 

Though  none  else  is  near. 

2  God  will  never  leave  us ; 

All  our  wants  he  knows ; 
Feels  the  pains  that  grieve  us, 

Sees  our  cares  and  woes : 
When  in  grief  we  languish. 

He  will  dry  the  tear 
Who  his  children's  anguish 

Soothes  with  succor  near. 

8  All  our  woe  and  sadness 

In  this  world  below, 
Equal  not  the  gladness 

We  in  heaven  shall  know, — 
When  our  gracious  Saviour, 

In  the  realms  above, 
Crowns  ns  with  his  favor, 

Fills  us  with  his  love. 


8  Will  that  not  joyful  be. 
When  we  hear  what  none  can  tell, 
And  the  ringing  chorus  swell 

'  Of  ange&  melody ! 
When  we  join  their  songs  of  prake, 
Halleliriahs  with  them  raise, 
Win  that  not  joyful  be? 


4  Yes  I  that  will  joyful  be ; 
Let  the  world  her  ^ifts  recall ; 
There  is  bitterness  in  all : 

Her  joys  are  vanity ! 
Couraee,  dear  ones  of  my  heart  I 
Thou^  it  fgriftMQ^  ^Odk^^sikxi^  ^^msN^ 
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^Ob*  CompatHan  qf  ChrM,—lMk9  19:  41. 

1  Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep, 

And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry ! 
Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 

2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 

The  wondering  angels  see ! 
Be  thou  astonished,  0  my  soul! 
lie  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

3  He  wept  that  we  might  weep ; 

Each  sin  demands  a  tear : 

In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 

And  weeping  is  not  there. 

4.QQ     ^'^'^  should  man  he  JiuttcUh  God r 

1  Ah,  how  shall  &llen  man 

Be  just  before  his  God  ! 
If  he  contend  in  righteousnesSy 
We  fall  beneath  nis  rod. 

2  If  he  our  ways  should  mark, 

With  strict  inquiring  eyes, 
Could  we  for  one  of  thousand  &ultB 

A  just  excuse  devise  ? 
8  All-seeing,  powerful  God ! 

Who  can  with  thee  contend  ?  ^ 
Or  who  that  tries  th'  unequal  strife, 

Shall  prosper  in  the  end  ? 

4  The  mountains,  in  thy  wrath, 

Their  ancient  seats  forsake ; 
The  trembling  earth  deserts  her  place, 
Her  rooted  pillars  shake. 

5  Ah,  how  shall  guilty  man 

Contend  with  such  a  God ! 
None,  none  can  meet  him  and  escape, 
But  through  the  Saviour's  blood. 

^QQ     *"  Out  qfths  depths  hat€  I  cried  unio7%4§r 

1  Oct  of  the  depths  of  woe, 
Totbe^  OLordl  I  cry; 


Darkness  surrounds  me,  yet  I  know 
That  thou  art  ever  nigh. 

2  I  cast  ray  hopes  on  thee ; 

Thou  canst,  thou  wilt  forgiye ; 
If  thou  shouldst  mark  iniquity. 
Who  in  thy  sight  could  live  f 

3  I  wait  for  thee  ;  I  wait^ 

Confessing  all  my  sin : 
Lord !  I  am  knocking  at  thy  gate; 
Open,  and  take  mo  in. 

4  Glory  to  God  above ! 

The  waters  soon  will  cease ; 
For  lo !  the  swift-returning  dove 
Brings  home  the  pledge  of  peace. 

5  Though  storms  his  face  obscure, 

And  dangers  threaten  loud, 
Jehovah's  covenant  is  sure. 
His  bow  is  in  the  cloud  I 

567*  nope  in  ths  Oroti. 

1  My  former  hopes  are  fled, 

My  terror  now  begins ; 

I  feel,  alas !  that  I  am  dead 

In  trespasses  and  sins. 

2  Ah  I  whither  shall  I  fly? 

I  hear  the  thunder  roar : 
Tlie  law  proclaims  destruction  nigh, 
And  vengeance  at  the  door, 

3  When  I  review  my  ways, 

I  dread  imjpending  doom ; 
But  sure  a  friendly  whisper  says, 
"Flee  from  the  wrath  to  come." 

4  I  see,  or  think  I  see, 

A  glimmering  from  afar ; 
A  beam  of  day  that  shines  for  xm^ 
To  save  me  from  despair. 

5  Forerunner  of  the  sun. 

It  marks  the  pilgrim's  way ; 
I  '11  gaze  upon  it  while  I  run. 
And  watch  the  rising  day. 
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Q^Q  ,  "O  Xord;  *<ar  m^for  I  am  poor  and  nudy,^ 

1  My  God,  my  prayer  attend ; 

Oh,  bow  thine  ear  to  me — 
Without  a  hope,  without  a  friend, 
Without  a  nelp  but  thee ! 

2  Oh,  guard  my  soul  around, 

'V^Hiich  loves  and  trusts  thy  grace ; 
Nor  let  the  powers  of  hell  confound 
The  hopes  on  thee  I  place ! 

3  Thy  mercy  I  entreat : 

Let  mercy  hear  my  cries, 
While,  humbly  waiting  at  thy  feet, 
My  daily  prayers  arise, 

4  Oh,  bid  my  heart  rejoice, 

And  every  fear  control ! 
Since  at  thy  throne  with  suppliant  voice 
To  thee  I  lift  my  soul. 

q4:0»  Conjtding  Prayer, 

1  Ai7D  shall  I  sit  alone, 

Oppressed  with  grief  and  fear  ? 

OLMUTZ.    S.M. 


To  God,  my  Father,  make  my  moan, 
And  he  refuse  to  hear  ? 

If  he  my  Father  be 

His  pity  he  will  show ; 
From  cruel  bondage  set  me  free, 

And  inward  peace  bestow. 

If  still  he  silence  keep, 

'T  is  but  my  faith  to  try ; 
He  knows  and  feels  whene'er  I  weep. 

And  softens  every  sigh. 

Then  will  I  humbly  wait, 
Nor  once  indulge  despair : 

My  sins  are  great, — but  not  so  great 
As  his  compassions  are. 

DOXOLOOY. 

To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit^  glory  be. 
As  was,  and  is,  and  shall  remain 

Through  all  eternity ! 
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Q 1 ,  "  BerMmbsr  the  Sabbath  day,  to  keep  it  hoiy.'^ 

1  Another  six  days'  work  is  done ; 
Another  Sabbath  is  begun  : 
Return,  my  soul,  unto  thy  rest ; 
Enjoy  the  day  thy  God  hath  blest. 

2  Oh  that  our  thoughts  and  thanks  may  rise. 
As  grateful  incense  to  the  skies  I 

And  draw  from  heaven  that  calm  repose, 
Which  none  but  he  who  feels  it  knows ; 

3  That  heavenly  calm  within  the  breast! 
It  is  the  pledge  of  that  dear  rest 
Which  for  the  church  of  God  remains,— 
The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

4  In  holy  duties  let  the  day, 
In  holy  pleasures,  pass  away. 

How  sweet  a  Sabbath  thus  to  spend, 
In  hope  of  one  that  ne'er  shall  end ! 


739. 


••/•  ih€r6  no  Pkyaician  there  r 
Jer.  8 :  23. 


1  Why  droops  my  soul,  with  grief  op- 

1? 


Whence  these  wild  tumults  in  my  breast? 
Is  there  no  balm  to  heal  my  wound  ? 
No  kind  physician  to  be  found  ? 

2  Raise  to  the  cross  thy  weeping  eyes ; 
Behold,  the  Prince  of  glory  dies ! 
He  dies  extended  on  the  tree. 
Thence  sheds  a  sovereign  bahn  for  thee. 

3  Dear  Saviour  I  at  thy  feet  I  lie, 
Here  to  receive  a  cure,  or  die ; 

But  grace  forbids  that  painful  fear — 
Oh,  boundless  grace !  it  triumphs  here. 

4  Expand,  my  soul,  with  holy  joy; 
Hosannas  be  thy  blest  employ, 
Salvation  thy  eternal  theme, — 

And  swell  the  song  with  Jesus'  name ! 


Q 1  ^         «•  What  tinnen  valuet  I  retiffn^^ 
0±\J»  PaalmlT. 

1  What  sinners  value,  I  resign ; 

Lord,  't  is  enough  that  thou  art  mine : 

I  shall  behold  thy  blissful  face, 

And  stand  complete  in  righteousness. 

2  This  life's  a  dream,  an  empty  show ; 
But  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go 
Hath  joys  substantial  and  sincere : 
When  shall  I  wake  and  find  me  there! 

3  Oh,  glorious  hour !  oh,  blest  abode ! 
I  sh^i  be  near  and  like  my  God ; 
And  flesh  and  sin  no  more  control 
The  sacred  pleasures  of  the  soul. 

4  My  flesh  shall  slumber  in  the  ground 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  joyful  sound ; 
Then  burst  the  chains  with  sweet  sur- 
prise. 

And  in  my  Saviour's  image  rise ! 

XX0O»         "  Jl  U  €9^  a  vapor/* 

1  How  vain  is  all  beneath  the  skies  I 
IIow  transient  every  earthly  bliss ! 
How  slender  all  the  fondest  ties, 
That  bind  us  to  a  world  like  this ! 

2  The  evening  cloud,  the  morning  dew. 
The  withering  grass,  the  &ding  flower. 
Of  earthly  hopes  are  emblems  true — 
The  glory  of  a  passing  hour  I 

3  But  though  earth's  fairest  blossoms  dic» 
And  all  beneath  the  skies  is  vain. 
There  is  a  land,  whose  confines  lie 
Beyond  the  reach  of  care  and  pain. 

4  Then  let  the  hope  of  joys  to  come 
Dispel  our  cares,  and  chase  our  fears : 
If  God  be  ours,  we  're  traveling  home, 
Though  passing  through  a  vale  of  lean. 


NEW   SABBATH   HYMN   AND   TUNE  BOOK. 
MINTON.    L.M. 


289 


p 


T=t 


s 


^= 


-4= 


=3=3 


^ 


s 


T 


^ 


^  J  J 


'r  r^  r'r  r 


r  f  f  r  f  Y'  f-T 


^#fi^^ 


r- 


I 


i.ij  j-^  jij  j-j 


,v;-|  'iM.i-n 


r'f  r  I"  f  1°  r  I" 
J — J  .,j  J  J 


f  f  r-  f 


^^^ 


i^ 


^ir^f'^.1/',:^ 


^ 


^ 


r 


A  place,  than  all  besides,  more  sweet ; 
It  is  the  blood-bonght  mercy-seat. 

3  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend. 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend ; 
Though  sundered  far,  by  faith  they  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat  1 

4  There,  there,  on  eagle  wings  we  soar,. 
And  sense  and  sin  molest  no  more. 
And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to  greet. 
And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat  I 

6  Oh !  let  my  hand  forget  her  skills. 
My  tongue  be  silent,  cold,  and  still,. 
This  throbbing  heart  forget  to  beat^ 
If  I  forget  the  mercy-seat 

8  6  4:,  ^'nowlletiihe  9acred  Htn 

1  How  blest  the  sacred  tie  that  binds,. 
In  union  sweet,  according  minds ! 
How  swift  the  heavenly  course  they  run. 
Whose  hearts  and  faith  and  hopes  are  one! 

2  To  each  the  soul  of  each  how  dear ! 
What  jealous  care,  what  holy  fear ! 
How  doth  the  generous  flame  within, 
Refine  from  earth  and  cleanse  from  sin ! 

3  Their  streaming  tears  together  flow 
For  human  guilt  and  human  woe ;. 
Their  ardent  prayers  united  rise, 
Like  mingling  flames  in  sacrifice. 

4  Together  oft  they  seek  the  place 
Where  God  reveals  his  awful  face ; 
How  high,  how  strong  their  raptures  swell 
There's  none  but  kindred  minds  can  tell. 

5  Nor  shall  the  glowing  flame  expire 
Mid  nature's  drooping,  sickening  fire : 
Soon  shall  they  meet  in  realms  above, 
A  heaven  of  joy,  because  of  love. 


^  0«  Sahhath  Ettning. 

1  Sweet  is  the  light  of  Sabbath  eve, 
And  soft  the  sunbeams  lingering  there ; 
For  these  blest  hours  the  world  I  leave, 
Wafted  on  wings  of  faith  and  prayer. 

2  Season  of  rest !  the  tranquil  soul 

Feels  the  sweet  calm,  and  melts  in  love ; 
And  while  these  sacred  moments  roll, 
Faith  sees  a  smiling  heaven  above. 

3  Nor  will  our  days  of  toil  be  long : 
Our  pilgrimage  will  soon  be  trod ; 
And  we  shall  join  the  ceaseless  song, 
The  endless  Sabbath  of  our  God. 


WUk  ChrUt  in  Htat^n, 


755. 

1  As  when  the  weary  traveler  gains 
The  height  of  some  o'erlooking  hill, 
His  heart  revives,  if  o'er  the  plains 

He  sees  his  home,  though  distant  still, — 

2  So  when  the  Christian  pilmim  views. 
By  &ith,  his  mansion  in  the  skies. 
The  sight  his  fainting  strength  renews, 
And  wings  his  speed  to  reach  the  prize. 

3  "Tis  there,"  he  says,  "I  am  to  dwell 
With  Jesus  in  the  realms  of  day ; 
Then  shall  I  bid  my  cares  £Eurewell, 
And  he  will  wipe  my  tears  away." 

1  From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat; 
'TIS  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat 

2  niere  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
Ihe  ofl  of  gladness  on  our  heads, — 

19 
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1  ^/?      **  Our  dv!tUing-vlac6  in  all  ffen^raiioru.^ 

1  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 
And  our  eternal  home  ! 

2  Under  the  shadow  of  thy  throne. 

Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure ; 
Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone, 
And  our  defense  is  sure. 

3  Before  the  hills  in  order  stood, 

Or  earth  received  her  frame, 
From  everlasting  thou  art  God, 
To  endless  years  the  same. 

4  Thy  word  commands  our  flesh  to  dust : 

"  Return,  ye  sons  of  men ;" 
All  nations  rose  from  earth  at  first, 
And  turn  to  earth  again. 

5  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream. 

Bears  all  its  sons  away ; 
They  fly,  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

6  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Be  thou  our  guard  while  troubles  last, 
And  our  eternal  home ! 

4:13.        ^Mv  Saviour  dUd/brmsT 

1  Tuou  art  my  hiding-place,  O  Lord ! 

In  thee  I  put  my  trust, 
Encouraged  by  thy  holy  word, — 
A  feeble  child  of  dust 

2  I  have  no  argument  beside, 

I  urge  no  other  plea ; 
And  't  is  enough  the  Saviour  died, 
The  Saviour  died  for  me  1 

3  When  storms  of  fierce  temptation  beat, 

And  furious  foes  assail, 

My  refuge  is  the  mercy-seati 

Mjr  hope  within  the  vaiL 


4  From  strife  of  tongues,  and  bitter  vor 

My  spirit  flies  to  thee ; 
Joy  to  my  heart  the  thought  afibrds, 
My  Saviour  died  for  mc ! 

5  And  when  thine  awful  voice  conuDSu 

This  body  to  decay. 
And  life,  in  its  last  lingering  sands, 

Is  ebbing  fast  away ; — 
C  Then,  though  it  bo  in  accents  weak, 

My  voice  shall  call  on  thee, 
And  ask  for  strength  in  death  to  spca 

"  My  Saviour  died  for  mc." 


'*WiU  not  Thtm  dOiver  my  Jk^ from 
JiaUngr 


G37. 

1  Alas,  what  hourly  dangers  rise ! 

What  snares  beset  my  way ! 
To  heaven,  oh,  let  mo  lift  mine  eyes, 
And  hourly  watch  and  pray. 

2  IIow  oft  my  mournful  thoughts  compb 

And  melt  in  flowing  tears  I 
My  weak  resistance,  ah,  how  vain ! 
now  strong  my  foes  and  fears  I 

3  O  gracious  God !  in  whom  I  live. 

My  feeble  efforts  aid ; 
Help  me  to  watch,  and  pray,  and  sHjti 
Though  trembling  and  amud. 

4  Increase  my  faith,  increase  my  hope, 

When  foes  and  fears  prevail ; 

And  bear  my  feinting  spirit  up, 

Or  soon  my  stren^  will  &il. 

5  Whene'er  temptations  fright  my  heart, 

Or  lure  my  feet  aside. 
My  God,  thy  powerful  aid  impart, 

My  Guardian  and  my  Guide. 
C  Oh,  keep  me  in  thy  heavenly  way, 

And  bid  the  tempter  flee  I 
And  let  me  never,  never  stray 

"^       happiness  and  thee. 
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Tht  JudfftntnUieat  of  ChrUL 


1278. 

1  That  awful  day  will  surely  come, 

Th*  appointed  hour  makes  haste, 
When  1  must  stand  before  my  Judge, 
And  pass  the  solemn  test 

2  Thou  lovely  Chief  of  all  my  joys, 

Thou  Sovereign  of  my  heart ! 
How  could  I  bear  to  hear  thy  voice 
Pronounce  the  sound,  "  Depart !" 

3  Oh,  wretched  state  of  deep  despair! 

To  see  my  God  remove, — 
And  fix  my  doleful  station  where 
I  must  not  taste  his  love ! 

4  Jesus,  I  throw  my  arms  around, 

And  hang  upon  thy  breast : 
Without  a  gracious  smile  from  thee. 
My  spirit  can  not  rest 

5  Oh,  tell  mc  that  my  worthless  name 

Is  graven  on  thy  hands ! 
Show  me  some  promise  in  thy  book. 
Where  my  salvation  stands. 

G  Give  me  one  kind,  assuring  word, 
To  sink  my  fears  again ; 
And  cheerfully  my  soul  shall  wait 
Her  threescore  years  and  ten. 


Jncontiancy  lamenUd. 


580. 

1  LoHa  have  I  sat  beneath  the  sound 

Of  thy  salvation.  Lord ; 
Yet  still  how  weak  my  faith  is  found. 
And  knowledge  of  thy  word ! 

2  How  cold  and  feeble  is  my  love  I 

How  negligent  my  fear ! 
How  low  my  nope  of  joys  above  I 
How  few  affections  were ! 


3  Great  God  I  thy  sovereign  power  impart, 

To  give  thy  word  success ; 
Write  thy  salvation  in  my  heart, 
And  niake  me  learn  thy  grace. 

4  Show  my  forgetful  feet  the  way 

That  leads  to  joys  on  high ; 
Where  knowledge  grows  without  decay, 
And  love  shall  never  die. 

1  ^8  0.     "^ Oh,  how  6hatt  I  appear  r 

1  When,  rising  from  the  bed  of  death, 

Overwhelmed  with  guilt  and  fear, 
I  see  my  Maker  face  to  face — 
Oh,  how  shall  I  appear ! 

2  If  now,  while  pardon  may  be  found, 

And  mercy  may  be  sought. 
My  heart  with  inward  horror  shrinks, 
And  trembles  at  the  thought ; — 

3  WTien  thou,  O  Lord !  shalt  stand  disclosed 

In  maiesty  severe. 
And  sit  m  judgment  on  my  soul. 
Oh,  how  sh^l  I  appear  1 

4  Tlien,  see  my  sorrows,  gracious  Lord  I 

Let  mercy  set  me  free, 
While  in  the  confidence  of  prayer 
My  heart  takes  hold  of  thee. 

5  For  never  shall  my  soul  despair 

Thy  mercy  to  procure, 
Since  thy  beloved  Son  hath  died 
To  make  that  mercy  sure. 

DOXOLOGY. 

Let  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  adored. 
Where  tnere  are  works  to  make  him 
known. 

Or  saints  to  love  the  Lord  I 
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42. 


••  /  tcitt  fAa<  m<«  pray  wtry  where." 


Jesus,  where'er  thy  people  meet, 
There  they  behold  thy  mercy-seat ; 
AVherc'cr  they  seek  thee,  thou  art  found, 
And  every  place  is  hallowed  ground. 
For  thou,  within  no  walls  confined, 
Inhabitcst  the  humble  mind ; 
Such  ever  bring  thee  where  they  come, 
And  going,  take  thee  to  their  homo. 
Great  Shepherd  of  thy  chosen  few ! 
Thy  former  mercies  hero  renew  ; 
Here  to  our  waiting  hearts  proclaim 
The  sweetness  of  thy  saving  name. 


0  y  •  "  ^^  ^^*  ^  Christ f  fohich  paauih  kiuncledgeJ* 

1  Come,  dearest  Lord !  descend  and  dwell 
By  faith  and  love  in  every  breast ; 
Then  shall  we  know,  and  taste,  and  feel 
The  joys  that  can  not  be  expressed. 

2  Come,  fill  our  hearts  with  inward  strength, 
Make  our  enlai^d  souls  possess, 

And  learn  the  neight,  and  breadth,  and 

length, 
Of  thine  immeasurable  grace. 

3  Now  to  the  God  whose  power  can  do 
More  than  our  thoughts  and  wishes  know, 
Be  everlasting  honors  done 

By  all  the  church,through  Christ  his  Son ! 

43  7  •     ''^**  ^^'^  Friend  can  I  derire.'' 

1  My  precious  Lord,  for  thy  dear  name 
I  bear  the  cross,  despise  the  shame ; 
Nor  do  I  faint  while  thou  art  near ; 

I  lean  on  thee ;  how  can  I  fear  ? 

2  No  other  name  but  thine  is  given 

To  cheer  my  soul  in  earth  or  heaven ; 


No  other  wealth  will  I  require ; 
No  other  friend  can  I  desire. 
3  Yea,  into  nothing  would  I  &11 
For  thee  alone,  my  All  in  All ; 
To  feel  thy  love,  my  only  joy ; 
To  tell  thy  love,  my  sole  employ. 

t/OO.     *" Let  Thy  presence  tetiMftnu J* 

1  Mt  soul  before  thee  prostrate  lies ; 
To  thee,  her  Source,  my  spirit  flies : 
My  wants  I  mourn,  my  chains  I  see, — 
Oh,  let  thy  presence  set  me  free ! 

2  Undone  and  lost,  for  aid  I  cry ; 
In  thy  death.  Saviour,  let  mo  die ; 
Griev'd  with  thy  grief,  pain'd  with  thy  pain. 
Ne'er  let  me  live  for  self  again. 

3  In  life's  short  day,  let  me  yet  more 
Of  thine  enlivenmg  love  implore ; 
My  mind  must  deeper  sink  in  thee, 

My  foot  stand  firm,  from  wandering  free. 

1200*  "^VntaUth^baetm^/tiW^icmbr 

1  Unvail  thy  bosom,  &iihful  tomb ; 
Take  this  new  treasure  to  thy  trust, 
And  give  these  sacred  relics  room 
To  slumber  in  the  silent  dust 

2  Nor  pain,  nor  grie^  nor  anxious  fear. 
Invade  thy  bounds ;  no  mortal  woes 
Can  reach  the  peaceful  sleeper  here, 
While  angels  watch  the  son  repose. 

3  So  Jesus  slept ;  God's  dying  Son 
Passed  thro'  the  grave,  and  olest  the  bed : 
Rest  here,  blest  saint,  till  from  his  throne 
The  morning  break,  and  pierce  the  shade. 

4  Break  from  his  throne,  illustrions  morn ! 
Attend,  0  earth !  his  sovereign  word : 
Restore  thy  trust :  a  glorious  fonn 
Shall  then  ascend  to  meet  the  Lonl! 
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0  A  U«  **  W%«»  1 9urwy  the  wondrout  cross."" 

1  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast^ 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ  my  God : 
All  the  vain  things  that  chann  nic  most — 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 

3  See,  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down ! 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 

4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  an  offering  far  too  small : 
Love  so  amaziag,  so  divine, 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all ! 


Probation  in  this  L{fs  only. 
£cclos.  9 :  lU. 


501. 

1  LiFB  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord, 
The  time  t'  insure  the  great  reward ; 
And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  burn. 
The  vilest  sinner  may  return. 

2  Life  is  the  hour  that  God  has  given 
T*  escape  from  hell  and  fly  to  heaven ; 
The  day  of  grace, — and  mortals  may 
Secure  the  blessings  of  the  day. 

3  Then  what  my  thoughts  design  to  do. 
My  hands,  with  all  your  might  pursue, 
Since  no  device,  nor  work  is  found. 
Nor  fiuth,  nor  hope,  beneath  the  ground. 

4  There  are  no  acts  of  pardon  passed 
In  the  cold  grave  to  which  we  haste ; 
But  darkness,  death,  and  long  despair 
Beign  in  eternal  silence  there. 


Q  X  A  •  "  ^»^*  w»y  'o*'^  ^««  ^  desired  Thee."^ 

1  My  God,  permit  me  not  to  be 
A  stranger  to  myself  and  thee ; 
Amid  a  thousand  thoughts  I  rove. 
Forgetful  of  my  highest  love. 

2  Why  should  my  passions  mix  with  earth, 
And  thus  debase  my  heavenly  birth  ? 
Why  should  I  cleave  to  things  below. 
And  let  my  God,  my  Saviour,  go  ? 

3  Call  me  away  from  flesh  and  sense ; 
One  sovereign  word  can  draw  me  thence ; 
I  would  obey  the  voice  divine. 

And  all  inferior  joys  resign. 

4  Be  earth,  with  all  her  scenes,  withdrawn ; 
Let  noise  and  vanity  be  gone : 

In  secret  silence  of  the  mind 

My  heaven,  and  there  my  God,  I  find. 


Faith  exemplified  in  the  Life. 
Tit  2 :  10-18. 


923. 

1  So  let  our  lips  and  lives  express, 
The  holy  gospel  we  profess ; 

So  let  our  works  and  virtues  shine. 
To  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine. 

2  Thus  shall  we  best  proclaim  abroad 
The  honors  of  our  Saviour  God; 
When  his  salvation  reigns  within, 
And  grace  subdues  the  power  of  sin. 

3  Our  flesh  and  sense  must  be  denied, 
Passion  and  envy,  lust  and  pride ; 
While  justice,  temperance,  truth,and  love. 
Our  inward  piety  approve. 

4  Religion  bears  our  spirits  up, 
Whue  we  expect  that  blessed  hope, 
The  bright  appearance  of  the  IfsxT 
And  fa'Sd  «^axv^%  \e«CL\\^^  ^iGL\siBk  ^ 
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Bids  you  haste  to  seek  tlie  SaWour, 
£rc  the  hand  of  justice  falls : 

Hear,  O  sinner ! 
'Tis  the  voice  of  mercy  calls. 

Haste,  O  sinner,  te  the  Saviour  I 
Seek  his  mercy  while  you  may ; 

Soon  the  day  of  grace  is  over ; 
Soon  your  life  will  pass  away : 

Haste,  O  sinner ! 
You  must  perish  if  you  stay. 


88 


"  ^eep  us,  Lordr 

1  Keep  us,  Lord,  oh,  keep  us  ever ! 

Vain  our  hope,  if  left  by  thee ; 
We  are  thine ;  oh,  leave  us  never, 
Till  thy  glorious  face  we  see ! 

Then  to  praise  thee 
Through  a  bright  eternity. 

2  Precious  is  thy  word  of  promise, 

Precious  to  thy  people  here ; 

Never  take  thy  presence  from  us, 

Jesus,  Saviour,  still  be  near : 

Living,  dying, 
May  thy  name  our  spirits  cheer. 

jmi\j  I  •     ^«  Voice  from  C(i  hart/.— John  19:  80. 

1  Hark  I  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 

Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary ; 
See !  it  rends  the  rocks  asunder. 
Shakes  the  earth,  and  vails  the  sky : 

"It  is  finished!" 
Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry. 

2  "  It  is  finished !"— Oh,  what  pleasure 

Do  these  charming  words  afford  ! 
Heavenly  blessings,  without  measure, 
Flow  to  us  from  Christ,  the  Lord  : 

"It  is  finished!" 
Saints,  the  dying  words  record. 

3  Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs ; 

Join  to  sing  the  pleasing  theme  : 
All  on  earth,  and  all  in  heaven. 
Join  to  praise  ImmanueFs  name  : 

Hallelujah ! 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb ! 


ITatten  to  the  Saviour. 


536. 

1  Hear,  O  sinner  I  mercy  hails  you ; 
Now  with  sweetest  voice  she  calls; 


The  Judgment  of  the  ffreai  6ap7* 


1287. 

1  Day  of  Judgment— day  of  wonders ! 

Hark ! — ^the  trumpet  s  awful  sound. 
Louder  than  a  thousand  thunders, 
Shakes  the  vast  creation  round ! 

How  the  summons 
Will  the  sinner's  heart  confound  1 

2  See  the  Judge  our  nature  wearing, 

Clothed  in  majesty  divine ! 
You,  who  long  for  his  appearing, 
Then  shall  say,  "  This  God  is  mine  T 

Gracious  Saviour, 
Own  me  in  that  day  for  thine  I 

8  At  his  call  the  dead  awaken, 

Rise  to  life  from  earth  and  sea ; 
All  the  powers  of  nature,  shaken 
By  his  looks,  prepare  to  flee : 

Careless  sinner. 
What  will  then  become  of  thee  ? 

4  But  to  those  who  have  confessed. 
Loved  and  served  the  Lord  below. 
Ho  will  say,  "Come  near,  ye  blessed. 
See  the  kingdom  I  bestow; 

You  for  ever 
Shall  my  love  and  glory  know  T 
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4   I  ^,    *^Draw  niffh  vnio  my  soul,  and  redeem  iL^ 

1  Wnmr  I  listen  to  thy  word, 

In  thy  temple,  cold  and  dead ; 
When  I  can  not  see  thee.  Lord, 
All  faith's  little  daylight  fled,— 

Sun  of  glory, 
Beam  again  around  my  head. 

2  When  thy  statutes  I  forsake ; 

When  my  graces  dimly  shine ; 
WTien  thy  covenant  I  break, — 
Jesus,  then  remember  thine : 

Check  my  wanderings 
By  a  look  of  love  divine. 

3  When  thy  heavenly  dew  distills. 

And  my  views,  O  Lord,  are  clear — 
Clear  and  bright  from  Zion's  hills, 
Temper  joy  with  holy  fear ; 

Kecf  me  watchml. 
Only  safe  when  thou  art  near. 

4  When  afflictions  cloud  my  sky. 

When  the  tide  of  sorrow  flows. 
When  thy  rod  is  lifted  high. 
Let  me  on  thy  love  repose : 

Stay  the  rough  wind. 
When  thy  chilling  cast  wind  blows. 

5  When  the  vale  of  death  appears. 

Faint  and  cold  this  mortal  clay, 
Kind  Forerunner !  soothe  my  fears. 
Light  me  through  the  darksome  way 

Break  the  shadows — 
Usher  in  eternal  day ! 

0  J.  I  ,  Free  Forgiveneu, 

1  Sinkers,  will  you  scorn  the  message 

Sent  in  inercy  from  above  ? 

*  Obferve  tho  tio  (br  this  Hyma 


=221 
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Every  sentence,  oh,  how  tender ! 
Every  line  is  full  of  love ; 

Hear,  oh,  hoar  it ! 
Every  line  is  full  of  love. 

2  Hear  the  heralds  of  the  gospel 

News  from  Zion's  King  proclaim : 
"To  each  rebel  sinner  pardon. 
Free  forgiveness  in  his  name :" 

Oh,  receive  it ! 
"Free  forgiveness  in  his  name." 

3  Now,  ye  angels,  hovering  round  us. 

Waiting  spirits,  speed  your  way ; 
Haste  ye  to  the  court  of  heaven. 
Tidings  bear  without  delay  : 

Rebel  sinners 
Glad  the  message  will  obey. 


*^Look  unto  My  and  he  ye  eaved,^ 


518. 

1  Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  wretched. 

This  is  your  accepted  hour : 
Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you. 
Full  of  pity,  love,  and  power : 

He  is  able. 
He  is  willing ;  doubt  no  more. 

2  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 

Lo !  the  Saviour  prostrate  lies ; 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him  I 
Hear  him  cry  before  he  dies, 

"It  is  finished!" 
Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice  t 

3  Lo !  th^  incarnate  God  ascended 

Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood ; 
Venture  on  him,  venture  wholly. 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude : 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinnet^  ^:^cA« 
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O^'T  "«^  wifl  declare  what  m  hath  done  for  my 

1  0  ALL  ye  lands,  rejoice  in  God ! 

Sing  praises  to  his  name ; 
Let  all  the  earth,  with  one  accord, 
His  wondrous  acts  proclaim ; 

2  And  let  his  faithful  servants  tell 

How,  by  redeeming  love, 
Their  souls  are  saved  from  death  and  hell. 
To  share  the  joys  above ; — 

3  Tell  how  the  Holy  Spirit's  grace 

Forbids  their  feet  to  slide  ; 
And,  as  they  run  the  Christian  race 
Vouchsafes  to  be  their  guide. 

4  Oh,  then,  rejoice,  and  shout  for  joy. 

Ye  ransomed  of  the  Lord ! 
Be  grateful  praise  your  sweet  employ, 
His  presence  your  reward. 


G  ^  Q     **JTanpy  is  the  man  ihatilndeth  icUdom.'" 
VOO*  Prov.8:l8. 

1  Oh,  happy  is  the  man  who  hears 

Instruction's  warning  voice ; 
And  who  celestial  wisdom  makes 
His  early,  only  choice. 

2  For  she  hath  treasures  greater  far 

Than  east  and  west  unfold ; 
And  her  rewards  more  precious  arc 
Than  all  their  stores  of  gold. 

3  She  guides  the  young  with  innocence, 

In  pleasure's  paths  to  tread ; 
A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 
Upon  the  noary  head. 

I  According  as  her  labors  rise, 
So  her  rewards  increase ; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness, 
And  all  her  paths  arc  peace. 


LjuO^*  *^When9haUIieemyFaiker''9jhc0f^ 

1  On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand. 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land. 
Where  my  possessions  lie. 

2  Oh,  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene, 

That  rises  to  my  sight ! 
Sweet  fields  arrayed  in  living  green, 
And  rivers  of  delight. 

3  O'er  all  those  wide  extended  plains 

Shines  one  eternal  day ; 
There  God,  the  Sun,  for  ever  reigns. 
And  scatters  night  away. 

4  No  chilling  winds,  no  poisonoos  breath. 

Can  reach  that  healthful  shore; 
Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death. 
Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 

5  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  pkce. 

And  be  for  ever  blest? 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face, 
And  in  his  bosom  rest  ? 

6  Filled  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Can  here  no  longer  stay ; 
Though  Jordan's  waves  aronnd  me  roll, 
Fearless  I  'd  launch  away. 


1236. 


ilTo  Sin  in  JTeavm. 


1  Far  from  these  narrow  scenes  of  night, 

Unbounded  glories  rise. 
And  realms  of  infinite  delight, 
Unknown  to  mortal  eyes. 

2  Fair,  distant  land !  could  mortal  eyes 

But  half  its  charms  explore. 
How  would  our  spirits  long  to  rise, 
And  dwell  on  earth  no  more  I 
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3  No  clouds  those  blissful  regions  know- 

Realms  ever  bright  and  fair ! 
For  sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe, 
Can  never  enter  there. 

4  Oh,  may  the  heavenly  prospect  fire 

Our  hearts  with  ardent  love  ! 
Till  wings  of  faith,  and  strong  desire. 
Bear  every  thought  above. 

5  Prepare  us,  Lord,  by  grace  divine, 

For  thy  bright  courts  on  high  ; 
Then  bid  our  spirits  rise  and  join 
The  chorus  of  the  sky. 


1  9^n  ""^^  *^*  •^^^^^  o»  ^  Ihrone  tthall  deceit 
XAdO\J»  among  Ihemr—VLes.l :  11— IT. 

1  llow  bright  these  glorious  spirits  shine ! 

Whence  all  their  white  array  ? 
How  came  they  to  the  blissful  scats 
Of  everlasting  day  ? 

2  Lo !  these  are  they  from  sufferings  great 

Who  came  to  realms  of  light. 
And  in  the  blood  of  Christ  have  washed 
Those  robes  which  shine  so  bright. 

3  Now,  with  triumphal  palms,  they  stand 

Before  the  throne  on  high. 
And  serve  the  God  they  love,  amid 
The  glories  of  the  sky, 

4  His  presence  fills  each  heart  with  joy, 

Tunes  every  voice  to  sing ; 
By  day,  by  night,  the  sacred  courts 
Witii  glad  hosannas  ring. 

5  The  Lamb,  that  dwells  amid  the  throne, 

Shall  o'er  them  still  preside. 
Feed  them  with  nourishment  divine. 
And  all  their  footsteps  guide. 

6  InjMjstures  green  he  'II  lead  his  flock, 

Where  living  streams  appear ; 


And  God,  the  Lord,  from  every  eye 
Shall  wipe  off  every  tear. 


1266. 


*l8ato  a  new  heamtn  and  a  new  eart'.: 
Rev.  21 : 1-^. 


1  Lo  !  what  a  glorious  sight  appears 

To  our  believing  eyes  I 
The  earth  and  seas  are  passed  away, 
And  the  old  rolling  sKies. 

2  From  the  third  heaven,  where  God  resides, 

That  holy,  happy  place. 
The  New  JerusaJem  comes  down. 
Adorned  with  shining  grace. 

3  Attending  angels  shout  for  joy, 

And  the  bright  armies  sing : 
'^  Mortals !  behold  the  sacred  scat 
Of  your  descending  King. 

4  "  The  God  of  glory  down  to  men 

Removes  his  blest  abode, — 
Men,  the  dear  objects  of  his  grace. 
And  he,  the  loving  God. 

5  ''His  own  soft  hands  shall  wipe  the  tears 

From  every  weeping  eye ; 
And  pains,  and  groans,  and  griefs,  and 
fears. 
And  death  itself,  shall  die." 

6  How  long,  dear  Saviour  !  oh,  how  long 

Shall  this  bright  hour  delay  ? 
Fly  swifter  round,  ye  wheels  of  tune. 
And  bring  the  welcome  day ! 


DOZOLOOT. 

To  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghotti 

One  God,  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now^ 
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'  7%e  Sock  that  U  higher  than  /." 
PBalm61. 


197. 

1  When  overwhelmed  with  grie^ 

My  heart  within  me  dies, 
Helpless,  and  far  from  all  relief 
To  heaven  I  lift  mine  eyes. 

2  Oh,  lead  me  to  the  Rock 

That 's  high  above  my  head  I 
And  make  me  covert  of  thy  wings 
My  shelter  and  my  shade. 

8  Within  thy  presence,  Lord, 
For  ever  1 '11  abide  : 
Thou  art  the  tower  of  my  defense, 
The  refuge  where  I  hide. 

4  Thou  givSst  me  the  lot 

Of  those  that  fear  thy  name ; 
If  endless  life  be  their  reward, 
I  shall  possess  the  same. 

OOl*    **Jify«»d,waU  thou  ofUtf  upon  God:* 

1  Thou  Lord  of  all  above. 

And  all  below  the  sky. 
Prostrate  before  thy  feet  I  fall. 
And  for  thy  mercy  cry. 

2  Forgive  my  follies  past, 

Tne  crimes  which  I  have  done  ; 
Bid  a  repenting  sinner  live. 
Through  thine  incarnate  Son. 

3  Guilt,  like  a  heavy  load. 

Upon  my  conscience  lies ; 
To  thee  I  make  my  sorrows  known, 
And  lift  my  weeping  eyes. 

4  The  burden  which  I  feel. 

Thou  only  canst  remove ; 
Do  thou  display  thy  pardoning  grace, 
And  thine  unbounded  love. 

6  One  ^acious  look  of  thine 

Will  ease  my  troubled  breast ; 


Oh,  let  mo  know  my  sins  forgiven. 
And  I  shall  then  bo  blest  I 

634:.  "  ^«<«*  ««to  Prayer/* 

1  0  God  I  my  Strength,  my  Hope, 

On  thee  I  cast  my  care. 
With  humble  confidence  look  up, 
And  know  thou  hearest  prayer. 

2  Oh  for  a  godly  fear, 

A  quick,  discerning  eye, 
That  looks  to  thee  when  sin  is  near. 
And  sees  the  tempter  fly ! — 

3  A  spirit  still  prepared. 

And  armed  with  jealous  care, 
For  ever  standing  on  its  guard, 
And  watching  unto  prayer  ! — 

4  A  soul  inured  to  pain, 

To  hardship,  grief,  and  loss ; 

Bold  to  take  up,  firm  to  sustain 

My  dear  Redeemer's  cross ! 

5  Lord,  let  me  still  abide. 

Nor  from  my  hope  remove, 
Till  thou  my  patient  spirit  guide 
Into  thy  perfect  love. 

656. 

1  "  My  times  are  in  thy  hand  :'* 

My  God  1  I  wish  them  there ; 
My  life,  my  friends,  my  soul,  I  leave 
Entirely  to  thy  care. 

2  "  My  times  are  in  thy  hand," 

Whatever  they  may  be ; 
Pleasing  or  painful,  dark  or  brighti 
As  best  may  seem  to  thee. 

3  "  My  times  are  in  thy  hand;" 

Why  should  I  doubt  or  fear  ? 
My  Father's  hand  will  never  canae 
His  child  a  needless  tear. 


^  Jfy  times  are  in  Thy  hand.* 
Paalm  81. 
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4  "  My  times  are  in  thy  hand," — 
Jesus,  the  crucified ! 
The  hand  my  cruel  sins  had  pierced, 
Is  now  my  guard  and  guide. 

6  "  My  times  arc  in  thy  hand ;" 
I  '11  always  trust  in  thee ; 
And,  after  death,  at  thy  right  hand 
I  shall  for  ever  be. 

m"  Jfy  &oul  waiUihJbr  ihs  Lord."* 
PsolDi  IdO. 

1  From  lowest  depths  of  woe. 

To  God  I  send  my  cry : 
Lord !  hear  my  supplicating  voice, 
And  graciously  reply. 

2  Shouldst  thou  severely  judge, 

Who  can  the  trial  bear  ? 
But  thou  forgivest,  lest  we  despond, 
And  quite  renounce  thy  fear. 

3  My  soul  with  patience  waits 

For  thee,  the  living  Lord ; 
My  hopes  are  on  thy  promise  built, 
Thy  never-failing  word. 

4  My  longing  eyes  look  out 

For  thine  enlivening  rajr, 
More  duly  than  the  morning  watch 
To  spy  the  dawning  day. 

6  Let  Israel  trust  in  God ; 

No  bounds  his  mercy  knows — 
The  plenteous  source  and  spring  from 
whence 
Eternal  succor  flows. 

1279. 

1  Thou  Judge  of  quick  and  dead. 
Before  whose  bar  severe, 
With  holy  ioy,  or  guilty  dread, 
We  a\\  shall  soon  appear! — 


**Eotry  one  of  im  shall  give  account  of 
himseif  to  GodT 


2  Our  anxious  souls  prepare 

For  that  tremendous  day ; 
Come,  fill  us  now  with  watchful  care, 
And  stir  us  up  to  pray ; — 

3  To  pray,  and  wait  the  hour, 

That  awful  hour  unknown. 
When  robed  in  majesty  and  power. 
Thou  shalt  from  heaven  come  down  I 

4  Oh,  may  we  all  bo  found 

Obedient  to  thy  word, — 
Attentive  to  the  trumpet's  sound, 
And  looking  for  our  Lord  ! 

5  Oh,  may  we  all  insure 

A  homo  among  the  blest ; 
And  watch  a  moment  to  secure 
An  everlasting  rest  I 


**  Knowing  the  terror  of  the  Lord,  «e« 

pereuade  in<n." 


1288. 

1  And  will  the  Judge  descend. 

And  must  the  dead  arise, 

And  not  a  single  soul  escape 

His  all  discerning  eyes  ? 

2  How  will  my  heart  endure 

The  terrors  of  that  day, 
When  earth  and  heaven  before  his  face 
Astonished  shrink  away  ? 

3  But,  ere  the  trumpet  shakes 

The  mansions  of  the  dead. 
Hark,  from  the  Gospel's  cheering  sound 
What  joyful  tidings  spread ! 

4  Ye  sinners !  seek  his  grace 

Whose  wrath  ye  can  not  bear ; 
Fly  to  the  shelter  of  his  cross, 

And  find  salvation  there«  __ 
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940. 


''Hallow  this  gritf,"* 


1  Father  !  who  in  tho  olive  shade, 
When  tho  dark  hour  came  on, 
Didst,  with  a  breath  of  heavenly  aid. 

Strengthen  thy  Son, — 
Oh,  by  the  anguish  of  that  night, 

Send  thou  us  blest  relief; 
Or  to  the  chastened,  let  thy  might 
Hallow  this  grief! 

ACTON.    8s  &  6. 


2  And  thou,  that,  ^hen  the  stany  sky 

Saw  the  dread  strife  began, 

Didst  teach  adoring  fidth  to  ciy, 

"Thy  will  be  done  P — 
By  thy  meek  Spirit,  thou  of  all 

That  e'er  have  mourned  the  chiefs 
Thou  Saviour !  if  the  stroke  must  &U, 
Hallow  this  grief! 
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1182. 


"/loiU  &«  wUh  him  in  troubU."* 


1  Father,  when  thy  child  is  dying. 
On  the  bed  of  anguish  lying. 
Then,  my  every  want  supplying, 

To  me  thy  love  display  I 

2  Ere  my  soul  her  bonds  hath  broken, 
Grant  some  bright  and  cheering  token, 

That  for  me  the  words  are  spoken, 
**Thy  sins  arc  washed  away  1" 


3  When  the  lips  are  dumb  which  blessed  me, 
And  withdrawn  the  hand  that  pressed  me, 
Then  let  sweeter  sounds  arrest  me^ 

To  call  my 'soul  away ! 

4  Guide  me  to  that  world  of  spirits, 
Where,  through  thine  atoning  meritai 
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407.  ""SingqfJemur 

1  Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  for  ever 

Of  the  love  that  changes  never : 
Who  or  what  from  him  can  sever 
Those  he  makes  his  own  ? 

2  With  his  blood  the  Lord  hath  bought  them, 
When  they  knew  him  not,  ho   sought 

uiem, 
And  from  all  their  wand'rings  brought 
His  the  praise  alone.  [them  : 

3  Through  the  desert  Jesus  leads  them. 
With  the  bread  of  heaven  he  feeds  them, 

MEAD.     8s,  6s,  5  &  4. 


And  through  all  the  way  ho  speeds  them 
To  their  homo  above. 

4  There  they  see  the  Lord  who  bought 
them, 
Him  who  came  from  heaven,  and  sought 

them, 
Him  who  by  his  spirit  taught  them  : 
Him  they  serve  and  love. 

6  Sing  of  Jesus,  sing  for  ever, 
Sing  the  love  that  changes  never: 
Who  or  what  from  him  can  sever 
Those  he  makes  his  own  ? 
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384.  BdlUli^ah, 

1  Hallelujah!  Hallelujah! 
Now  is  the  battle  done. 
Now  is  the  vict'rjr  won; 
Let  usjoy,  and  smg 

Hallelujah! 

2  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah ! 
Suffering  death's  cruel  doom, 
Jesus  hath  hell  overcome : 
Let  us  praise,  and  shout 

Hallelujah ! 

8  Hallelujah,  Hallelujah ! 
He  rose  by  bis  own  might 


In  heavenly  love  and  light: 
Let  us  joy,  and  sing 
Hallelujah! 

4  Hallelujah,  HaUelujah ! 
Closed  are  the  gates  below. 
Heaven's  halls  are  open  now ! 
Let  us  praise,  and  shout 

HaUelujah  I 

5  HaUelujah,  Hallelujah! 
Lord,  by  thy  paasioiii 
Us  from  the  eudlnnk 
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1  Keep  silence,  all  created  things, 

And  wait  your  Maker's  nod  ! 
My  soul  stands  trembling  while  she  sings 
The  honors  of  her  God. 

2  Life,  death,  and  hell,  and  worlds  unknown, 

Hang  on  his  firm  decree ; 
He  sits  on  no  precarious  throne 
Nor  borrows  leave  to  be. 

3  Before  his  throne  a  volume  lies, 

With  all  the  fates  of  men ; 
With  every  angel's  form  and  size, 
Drawn  by  th'  eternal  pen. 

4  His  providence  unfolds  tne  book, 

And  makes  his  counsels  shine ; 
Each  opening  leaf,  and  every  stroke. 
Fulfills  some  deep  design. 

6  My  God,  I  would  not  long  to  sec 
My  fate  with  curious  eyes; — 
What  gloomy  lines  are  writ  for  me. 
Or  what  bright  scenes  may  rise. 
C  In  thy  fair  book  of  life  and  grace, 
May  I  but  find  my  name 
Recorded  in  some  humble  place, 
Beneath  my  Lord,  the  Lamb  1 

28  4.  UanUna  </  TUeT 

1  0  Lord,  when  we  the  path  retrace 

Which  thou  on  earth  hast  trod ; 
To  man  thy  wondrous  love  and  grace. 

Thy  feithfiilness  to  God  :— 
Thy  love,  by  man  so  sorely  tried, 

Proved  stronger  than  the  grave ; 
The  very  spear  that  pierced  thy  side 

Drew  forth  the  blood  to  save : — 

2  Faithful  amid  nnfaithfulness, 

'Mid  darkness  only  light. 


Thou  didst  thy  Father's  name  confess 

And  in  his  will  delight ; 
Unmoved  by  Satan's  subtle  wiles. 

Or,  suffering  shame  and  loss : 
Thy  path,  uncheered  by  earthly  smiles, 

Led  only  to  the  cross : — 

3  O  Lord !  with  sorrow  and  witli  shame, 

Before  thee  we  confess 
How  little  we,  who  bear  thy  name, 

Thy  mind,  thy  ways  express. 
Give  us  thy  meek,  thy  lowly  mind : 

We  would  obedient  be ; 
And  all  our  rest  and  pleasure  find 

In  learning.  Lord,  of  thee. 

O^U*     "  Whom^  having  net  seen,  y«  Imm.* 

1  To  Calvary,  Lord,  in  spurit  now, 

Our  weary  souls  repair, 
To  dwell  upon  thy  dying  love, 
And  taste  its  sweetness  there. 

2  Sweet  resting-place  of  every  heart 

That  feels  the  plague  of  sin. 
Yet  knows  the  deep,  mysterious  joy 
Of  peace  with  God  within. 

3  Dear    suffering    Lamb!     thy   bleeding 

wounds. 
With  cords  of  love  divine, 
Have  drawn  our  willing  hearts  to  thee, 
And  linked  our  life  with  thine, 

4  Thy  sympathies  and  hopes  are  ours : 

Dear  Lord !  we  wait  to  see 
Creation,  all  below,  above, 
Redeemed  and  blest  by  thee. 

5  Our  longing  eyes  would  tkm  behold 

That  bright  and  blessM  brow, 
Once  wrung  with  bitterest  angofab,  wear 
Its  crown  of  glory  now. 
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C  Wliy linger, then?   Come, Saviour, come, 
Responsive  to  our  call ! 
Come,  claim  thine  ancient  power,  and  reign 
The  heir  and  Lord  of  all. 

I  (j^  ••/  lay  me  down  to  rttC* 

1  Dread  Sovereign  !  let  my  evening  song 

Like  holy  incense  rise ; 
Assist  the  offering  of  my  tongue 
To  reach  the  lofty  skies. 

2  Through  all  the  dangers  of  the  day 

Thy  hand  was  still  my  guard ; 
And  still  to  drive  my  wants  away 
Thy  mercy  stood  prepared, 

3  Perpetual  blessings  from  above 

Encompass  me  around ; 
But,  oh,  how  few  returns  of  love 
Hath  my  Redeemer  found! 

4  What  have  I  done  for  him  who  died 

To  save  my  guilty  soul  ? 

How  are  my  follies  multiplied, 

Fast  as  the  minutes  roll ! 

G  Lord !  with  this  sinful  heart  of  mine, 
To  thy  dear  cross  I  flee, 
And  to  thy  grace  my  soul  resign, 
To  be  renewed  by  thee. 
^  Sprinkled  afresh  with  pardoning  blood, 
I  lay  me  down  to  rest. 
As  in  th'  embraces  of  my  God, 
Or  on  my  Saviour's  breast 

e5xX«      **ni»  awn  Ml/bar0  ow  Hm^* 

1  And  did  the  Holy  and  the  Just, 

The  Sovereign  of  the  skies, 
Stoop  down  to  wretchedness  and  dust 
That  guilty  man  might  rise  t 

2  Yes :  the  Redeemer  left  his  throne, 

His  radiant  throne  on  high — 


Surprising  incrcy !  love  unknown ! — 
To  suffer,  bleed,  and  die. 

3  He  took  the  dying  traitor's  place. 

And  suffered  in  his  stead ; 
For  man — oh,  miracle  of  grace ! — 
For  man  the  Saviour  bled. 

4  Dear  Lord,  what  heavenly  wonders  dwell 

In  thine  atoning  blood ! 
By  this  are  sinners  saved  from  hell. 
And  rebels  brought  to  God. 

7D0«      An  ancUni  Hymn  qf  Tnut  in  ChrUtL 

1  Jesus  1  our  fainting  spirits  cry, 

When  wilt  thou  show  thy  face  ? 
Oh  I  when  our  longings  satisfy, 
And  fill  us  with  thy  grace  ? 

2  We  sinners,  Lord,  with  earnest  heart. 

With  sighs,  and  prayers,  and  tears. 
To  thee  our  inmost  cares  impart, 
Our  burdens  and  our  fears. 

3  Thy  sovereign  grace  can  give  relief. 

Thou  Source  of  peace  and  light ! 
Dispel  the  gloomy  cloud  of  grief. 
And  make  our  darkness  bright 

4  Around  thy  Father's  throne  on  high. 

All  heaven  tliy  glory  sings ; 
And  earth,  for  which  Uiou  cam^st  to  die, 
Loud  with  thy  praises  rings. 

5  Dear  Lord!  to  thee  our  prayers  ascend ; 

Our  eyes  thy  face  would  see : 
Oh !  let  our  weary  wanderings  end, 
Our  spirits  rest  in  thee  I 

DOZOLOOT. 

To  Failier,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

One  God,  whom  we  Morc, 
Be  gloiy  88  it  W88,  k  noi^ 

And  d^\)A  < 
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254:.     "  ^^  ^<"^  «?««  (?orf.*'-John  1 : 4. 

1  Erk   the  blue  heavens  were  stretched 

abroad, 
From  everlasting  was  the  Word  : 
With  God  he  was ;  the  Word  was  God, 
And  must  divinely  be  adored. 

2  By  his  own  power  were  all  things  made ; 
By  him  supported,  all  things  stand  : 
lie  is  the  whole  creation's  nead, 

And  angels  fly  at  his  command. 

3  But  lo  I  he  leaves  those  heavenly  forms : 
The  Word  descends  and  dwells  in  clay. 
That  he  may  hold  converse  with  worms, 
Dressed  in  such  feeble  flesh  as  they. 

4  Mortals  with  joy  behold  his  face, 
Th'  eternal  Father's  only  Son ; 
How  full  of  truth,  how  full  of  grace. 
When  thro'  his  eyes  the  Godhead  shone ! 

5  Archangels  leave  their  high  abode 
To  learn  new  mysteries  here,  and  tell 
The  love  of  our  descending  God, 
The  glories  of  Immanuel. 

4 Jl  I  ,      **jtord,  9096  U8;  w«  perish!^ 

1  The  billows  swell,  the  winds  are  high ; 
Clouds  overcast  my  wintry  sky  : 

Out  of  the  depths  to  thee  I  call ; 

My  fears  are  great,  my  strength  is  small. 

2  O  Lord,  the  pilot's  part  perform, 

And  guide  and  guard  me  thro'  the  storm ; 
Defend  me  from  each  threatening  ill : 
Control  the  waves ;  say,  "Peace !  be  still." 

3  Amid  the  roaring  of  the  sea. 

My  soul  still  hangs  her  hope  on  thee ; 
Thy  constant  love,  thy  &itnful  care, 
Is  all  that  saves  me  from  despair. 

4  Tho'  tempest-tossed  and  half  a  wreck. 
My  Saviour  through  the  floods  I  seek : 
Let  neither  winds  nor  stormy  main 
Force  back  my  shattered  bark  again. 


749.  ^^  mding-plaee, 

1  Hail,  sovereign  Love !  that  ^/med  the 

plan 
To  save  rebellious,  ruined  man ; 
Hail !  matchless,  free,  eternal  Viracei 
That  gave  my  soul  a  hiding-pliice. 

2  Against  the  God  who  rules  the  sky 
I  fought,  with  hand  uplifted  hi«rh ; 
I  madly  ran  the  sinful  race, 
Regardless  of  a  hiding-place. 

3  Indignant  Justice  stood  in  view ; 
To  Sinai's  burning  mount  I  fiew : 
But  Justice  cried,  with  frowning  tace, 
'*  This  mountain  is  no  hiding-place." 

4  Ere  long  a  heavjenly  voice  I  heard ; 
A  bleedmg  Saviour  then  appeared : 
Led  by  the  Spirit  of  his  grace, 

I  found  in  him  a  hiding-place. 

5  On  him  the  weight  of  vengeance  fdl, 
That  else  had  sunk  a  world  to  hell ; 
Then,  O  my  soul !  for  ever  praise 
Thy  Saviour  God,  thy  hiding-place ! 

1  1  9Q    **^«  <^^  ^^^  dominion  alto  fnm 
■L±^U*  Beaio  Ma.""— Psalm  72. 

1  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  san 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run ; 

His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  sweetest  song; 
And  in&nt  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  name. 

3  Blessings  abound  where'er  he  reigns ; 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  loose  his  chains; 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest. 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

4  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King : 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again. 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen  I 
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962.    ^^^<  i'^  2>arlr»«M.~P8aIm  1 12. 

\  That  man  is  blest,  who  stands  in  awe 
Of  God,  and  loves  his  sacred  law ; 
His  seed  on  earth  shall  be  renowned, 
And  with  successive  honors  crowned. 

2  The  soul  that's  filled  with  virtue's  light 
Shines  brightest  in  affliction's  night ; 
His  conscience  bears  his  courage  up ; 
He  sees  in  darkness  beams  of  hope. 

3  Beset  with  threatening  dangers  round, 
Unmoved  shall  he  maintain  his  OTound ; 
The  sweet  remembrance  of  the  just 
Shall  flourish  when  he  sleeps  in  dust 

X  JLiijX.      ^*«  Sang  qf  Triumph. 

1  Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise 
Through  all  the  millions  of  the  skies — 
That  soDff  of  triumph  which  records 
That  all  Sie  earth  is  now  the  Lord's ! 

2  Let  thrones  and  powers  and  kingdoms  bo 
Obedienti  mighty  God,  to  thee ! 

And,  over  land  and  stream  and  main. 
Wave  thou  the  scepter  of  thy  reign ! 

3  Oh,  let  that  glorious  anthem  swell. 
Let  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell, 
That  not  one  rebel  heart  remains, 
But  over  all  the  Saviour  reigns ! 

1136.  **  Oo  y^  into  aU  Vie  wrkL" 

1  Yx  Ohristian  heralds !  go,  proclaim 
Salvation  through  Immanuel's  name ; 
To  distant  climes  the  tidings  bear. 
And  plant  the  rose  of  Sharon  there. 

2  He  11  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  fire. 
With  flaming  zeal  your  breasts  inspire, 
Bid  ra^ng  winds  tneir  fury  cease, 
And  hush  the  tempest  into  peace. 

8  And  when  oar  labors  all  are  o'er, 
Tb&i  we  shall  meet  to  part  no  more, — 
20 


Meet  with  the  blood-bought  throng,  to 

fall. 
And  crown  our  Jesus — ^Lord  of  all ! 

1195.  ^'AaeepinJewtr 

1  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  blessed  sleep ! 
From  which  none  ever  wake  to  weep ; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus !  oh,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet ! 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 

That  death  hath  lost  its  venomed  sting !'. 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus  I  peaceful  rest ! 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour 
Which  manifests  the  Saviour's  power- 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus !  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuse  be ! 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie. 

And  wait  the  summons  firom  on  high.. 

1  99Q    "XTwe  have  tes  no  continuing  cUy^ 
LLLO.  Heb.lS:li. 

1  "  Wb  'vb  no  abiding  city  here  :** 
Sad  truth,  were  this  to  be  our  home ; 
But  let  this  thought  our  spirits  cheer,. 
"  We  seek  a  city  yet  to  come." 

2  "  We  Ve  no  abiding  city  here  ;'* 
We  seek  a  city  out  of  sight : 
Zion  its  name— the  Lord  is  there. 
It  shines  with  everksting  light. 

3  O  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love, 
Where  pilgrims  freed  from  toil  are  blest! 
Had  I  the  pinions  of  the  dove, 

I'd  fly  to  toee,  and  be  at  rest. 

4  But  hush,  my  soul !  nor  dare  r^ine ; 
The  time  my  God  appoints  is  b^ : 
While  here,  to  do  his  will  be  mine, 
And  his  to  fix  my  time  of  rest 
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4  >^''^'*;';Jn»l  Father's  only  Son; 

Tl»  *^*^^ji  of  trutli,  how  full  of  j^race, 
H^"^^  tliro' his  eyes  the  Godhead  shone! 
-jjjingels  leave  tlicir  high  abode 

5  ^  learn  new  mysteries  here,  and  tell 
rf^^c  love  of  our  descending  God, 
ijjc  glories  of  Inimanuel. 

J.  1 7  •    "  '^'^'  **'^*  "*  •  *'"'  i^'''*''  •' " 
J  Tub  billows  swell,  the  winds  are  high ; 
(Clouds  overcast  my  wintry  sky : 
Out  of  the  depths  to  thee  I  call ; 
My  fears  are  great,  my  strengtli  is  small. 
^  0  Lortl,  the  pilot's  part  perform. 
And  guide  and  guard  me  thro'  the  storm ; 
Defend  me  from  each  threatening  ill : 
Control  the  waves ;  siiy, "  Peace  I  be  still." 

3  Amid  the  roaring  of  the  sea, 

My  soul  still  hangs  her  hope  on  thee ; 
Thy  constant  love,  thy  faithful  care. 
Is  all  that  saves  me  from  despair. 

4  Tlio'  tempest-tossed  and  half  a  wreck, 
My  Saviour  through  tlie  floods  I  seek : 
Let  neither  winds  nor  stormy  main 
Force  back  my  shattered  bark  again. 


The  mding-place. 

1  Hail,  sovereign  Love !  that  fiy/mcd  the 

plan 
To  save  rebellious,  mined  man ; 
Hail !  matchless  free,  oti^rnal  v.irace, 
That  gave  my  soul  a  hiding-pkce. 

2  Against  the  God  who  niles  the  sky 
I  fought,  with  hand  uplifted  hi«rh ; 
I  madly  ran  the  sinful  race, 
Regardless  of  a  hiding-place. 

3  Indignant  Justice  stood  in  vic-*^ ; 
To  Sinai's  burning  mount  I  ficw  : 
But  Justice  cried,  with  frownmg  lace, 
"  This  mountain  is  no  hiding-plaoe." 

4  Ere  lonjj  a  heavenly  voice  I  heard  ; 
A  bleeding  Saviour  then  appeared  : 
Led  by  the  Spirit  of  his  grace, 

I  found  in  him  a  hiding-place. 

5  On  him  the  weight  of  vengeance  fell, 
Tliat  else  had  sunk  a  world  to  hell ; 
Tlien,  O  my  soul !  for  ever  praise 
Tliy  Saviour  God,  thy  hiding-place  ! 

1  1  OQ     "TTfl  tthall  hare  dominion  also  from 
JL  X  ^rf  <7  •  eta  to  Aet*."— Psalni  72. 

1  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run  : 

His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore. 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  People  and  realms  of  everj*  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  sweetest  song ; 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  name. 

3  Blessings  abound  where'er  he  reijjns; 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  loose  his  chains; 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest. 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

4  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar' honors  to  our  King  : 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again. 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen ! 
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962.    Zightin  J)artneM.'^TBalm  112. 

X  That  man  is  blest,  who  stands  in  awe 
Of  God,  and  loves  his  sacred  law ; 
His  seed  on  earth  shall  bo  renowned, 
And  with  successive  honors  crowned. 

2  The  soul  that's  filled  with  virtue's  light 
Shines  brightest  in  affliction's  night ; 
His  conscience  bears  his  cours^e  up ; 
He  sees  in  darkness  beams  of  hope. 

3  Beset  with  threatening  dangers  round, 
Unmoved  shall  he  mamtain  his  around ; 
The  sweet  remembrance  of  the  just 
Shall  flourish  when  he  sleeps  in  dust 

X  JL  ^  JL  •      7%«  Song  qf  IHumph. 

1  Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise 
Through  all  the  millions  of  the  skies — 
That  sonff  of  triumph  which  records 
That  all  Sie  earth  is  now  the  Lord's ! 

2  Let  thrones  and  powers  and  kingdoms  bo 
Obedient,  mighly  God,  to  thee  ! 

And,  over  land  and  stream  and  main, 
Wave  thou  the  scepter  of  thy  reign ! 

3  Oh,  let  that  glorious  anthem  swell, 
Let  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell, 
That  not  one  rebel  heart  remains, 
But  over  all  the  Saviour  reigns ! 

XI 36.  "* Oo  y4  inio  aU  the  uorldy 

1  Ye  Christiaii  heralds !  go,  proclaim 
Salvation  through  Immanuel's  name ; 
To  distant  climes  the  tidings  bear. 
And  plant  the  rose  of  Sharon  there. 

2  He  'II  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  fire. 
With  flaming  zeal  your  breasts  inspire, 
Bid  raging  winds  tiieir  fury  cease, 
And  huflh  the  tempest  into  peace. 

8  And  when  oar  labors  all  are  o'er, 
Then  we  shall  meet  to  part  no  more, — 
20 


Meet  with  the  blood-bought  throng,  to 

fall. 
And  crown  our  Jesus — ^Lord  of  all ! 

1195.  ^'AtUepinJuuiT 

1  AdLEEP  in  Jesus !  blessed  sleep  I 
From  which  none  ever  wake  to  weep ; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus !  oh,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet ! 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 

That  deaui  hath  lost  its  venomcd  sting !'. 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus !  peaceful  rest  I 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour 
Which  manifests  the  Saviour's  power.- 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus!  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuse  be ! 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie. 

And  wait  the  summons  firom  on  high.. 

1  99Q    "ITw*  7mv6  ijoe  no  continuing  cUyJ* 
JL^r^rO.  Heb.l8:li. 

1  "  Wb  'vb  no  abiding  city  here  :" 
Sad  truth,  were  this  to  be  our  home ; 
But  let  this  thought  our  spirits  cheer,. 
"  We  seek  a  city  yet  to  come." 

2  "  We  've  no  abiding  city  here  f 
We  seek  a  city  out  of  sight : 
Zion  its  name— the  Lord  is  there^ 
It  shines  with  everlasting  light. 

3  O  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love, 
Where  pilgrims  freed  from  toil  are  blestl 
Had  I  the  pinions  of  the  dove, 

I  'd  fiy  to  thee,  and  be  at  rest. 

4  But  hush,  my  soul !  nor  dare  r^ine ; 
The  time  my  God  appobta  is  b^ : 
While  here,  to  do  hia  wiUitevinei 
Andliiatci&Lmi*^-  "'^***^ 
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602.  PUading  the  PromiM. 

1  Lord,  I  approach  the  mercy-seat, 

Where  tnou  dost  answer  prayer; 
There  humbly  fall  before  thy  feet, 
For  none  can  perish  there. 

2  Thy  promise  is  my  only  plea ; 

With  this  I  venture  nigh : 
Thou  callest  burdened  souls  to  thee, 
And  such,  O  Lord,  am  I. 

3  Bowed  down  beneath  a  load  of  sin. 

By  Satan  sorely  pressed, 
By  war  without,  and  fear  within, 
I  come  to  thee  for  rest. 

4  Be  thou  my  shield  and  hiding-place; 

That,  sheltered  near  thy  side, 
I  may  my  fierce  accuser  fece, 
And  tell  him  thou  hast  died. 

6  Oh,  wondrous  love! — ^to  bleed  and  die. 
To  bear  the  cross  and  shame, 
That  guilty  sinners,  such  as  I, 
Mignt  plead  thy  gracious  name. 

1  How  short  and  hasty  is  our  life ! 

How  vast  our  soul's  affairs ! 
Yet  senseless  mortab  vainly  strive 
To  lavish  out  their  years. 

2  Our  days  run  thoughtleasly  along, 

Without  a  moment's  stay ; 
Just  like  a  story,  or  a  song, 
We  pass  our  lives  away. 

8  God  from  on  hi^h  invites  us  home. 

But  we  march  heedless  on, 

Andy  ever  hastening  to  tibe  tomb, 

Stoop  downward  9A  we  roxu 


4  How  wo  deserve  the  deepest  hell, 

Who  slight  the  joys  above ! 
What  chains  of  vengeance  should  ^ 
Who  break  such  cords  of  love ! 

5  Draw  us,  O  God,  with  sovereign  t 

And  lift  our  thoughts  on  higli, 
That  we  may  end  this  mortal  naj 
And  see  salvation  nigh. 

11  72*    *^  And  a/Ur  d^aik  the  Judffmsji 

1  Stoop  down,  my  thoughts,  that 

rise; 
Converse  a  while  with  death ; 
Think  how  a  gasping  mortal  lies, 
And  pants  away  his  breath ! 

2  But,  oh !  the  soul,  that  never  die 

At  once  it  leaves  the  clay ; 
Yo  thoughts,  pursue  it  where  it  £ 
And  track  its  wondrous  way. 

3  Up  to  the  courts  where  angels  di 

It  mounts,  triumphant  there ; 
Or  plunges  guilty  down  to  hell, 
In  infinite  despair. 

4  And  must  my  body  fiEtint  and  die 

And  must  this  soul  remove  f 
Oh  for  some  guardian  angel  nigh 
To  bear  it  safe  above  I 

5  Jesus !  to  thy  dear,  faitMil  hand 

My  naked  soul  I  trust ; 
And  my  flesh  waits  for  thy  comn 
To  drop  into  my  dust 

1205.  "^ Turn, mortal,  turn  f  tk^dartffi 

1  Beneath  our  feet,  and  o'er  our  h 
Is  equal  warning  given ; 
Beneatn  us  lie  the  countless  dead 
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Meet  with  the  blood-boaght  throng,  to 

fall, 
And  crown  our  Jesus — ^Lord  of  all ! 

1195.  ** Asleep  in  Jewtr 

1  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  blessed  sleep  I 
From  which  none  ever  wake  to  weep ; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus !  oh,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet ! 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 

That  deaui  hath  lost  its  venomed  sting !'. 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus  I  peaceful  rest  I 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour 
Which  manifests  the  Saviour's  power- 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus !  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuse  bo ! 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 

And  wait  the  summons  firom  on  high.. 

1  QQQ    ujj^;.^  i^av^  ^^  fiQ  continuing  eUy,'^ 
LL^O.  Heb.l8:li. 

1  **  We  've  no  abiding  city  here :" 
Sad  truth,  were  this  to  be  our  home ; 
But  let  this  thought  our  spirits  cheer,. 
"  We  seek  a  city  yet  to  come." 

2  "  We  Ve  no  abiding  city  here  f 
We  seek  a  city  out  of  sight : 
Zion  its  name— the  Lord  is  there. 
It  shines  with  everlasting  light. 

3  O  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love, 
Where  pilgrims  freed  from  toil  are  blest! 
Had  I  the  pinions  of  the  dove, 

I'd  fly  to  thee,  and  be  at  rest. 

4  But  hush,  my  soul !  nor  dare  repine; 
The  time  my  God  appoints  is  best : 
While  here,  to  do  his  will  be  mine, 
And  his  to  fix  my  time  of  rest 


962.    Light  in  l>ark7UU,—'Pea\mm. 

\  That  man  is  blest,  who  stands  in  awe 
Of  God,  and  loves  his  sacred  law ; 
His  seed  on  earth  shall  be  renowned, 
And  with  successive  honors  crowned. 

2  The  soul  that's  filled  with  virtue's  light 
Shines  brightest  in  affliction's  night ; 
His  conscience  bears  his  courage  up ; 
He  sees  in  darkness  beams  of  hope. 

3  Beset  with  threatening  dangers  round, 
Unmoved  shall  he  maintain  his  OTound ; 
The  sweet  remembrance  of  the  just 
Shall  flourish  when  ho  sleeps  in  dust 

XX^X.      l%e  Song  qf  Triumph, 

1  Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise 
Through  all  the  millions  of  the  skies — 
That  sonff  of  triumph  which  records 
That  all  9ie  earth  is  now  the  Lord's ! 

2  Let  thrones  and  powers  and  kingdoms  bo 
Obedient^  mighty  God,  to  thee ! 

And,  over  land  and  stream  and  main. 
Wave  thou  the  scepter  of  thy  reign ! 

3  Oh,  let  that  glorious  anthem  swell. 
Let  host  to  host  the  triumph  tell, 
That  not  one  rebel  heart  remains, 
But  over  all  the  Saviour  reigns ! 

IIOU.  **  Oo  ye  into  aU  the  wrld:* 

1  Ys  Christiaii  heralds !  go,  proclaim 
Salvation  through  Immanuel's  name ; 
To  distant  climes  the  tidings  bear. 
And  plant  the  rose  of  Sharon  there. 

2  He  11  shield  yon  with  a  wall  of  flre, 
With  flaming  zeal  vour  breasts  inspire, 
Bid  ra^ng  winds  tneir  friry  cease. 
And  hush  the  tempest  into  peace. 

3  And  when  oar  labors  all  are  o'er, 
nien  we  shall  meet  to  part  no  more, — 

20 
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1  1  09      *' BUMed  are  th6  dead  who  di€  inthe 
±±0^/»  LorcL'^^^Y.  14 :  la 

1  How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies ! 
When  sinks  a  weary  soul  to  rest ! 
How  mildly  beam  the  closing  eyes ! 
How  gently  heaves  th'  expiring  breast ! 

2  So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away ; 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o^cr ; 
So  gently  shuts  the  eye,  of  day ; 
So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 

3  A  holy  quiet  reigns  around, 

A  calm  which  life  nor  death  destroys ; 
And  naught  disturbs  that  peace  profound, 
Which  his  unfettered  soul  enjoys. 

4  Farewell,  conflicting  hopes  and  fears, 
Where  lights  and  shades  alternate  dwell ; 
How  bri^t  th'  unchanging  mom  appears! 
Farewell,  inconstant  world,  farewell ! 

5  Life's  labor  done,  as  sinks  the  clay, 
Light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies. 
While  heaven  and  earth  combine  to  say, 
"How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies!" 

1  1  Q  Q     **  3r%a«  i^ey  may  rett/rom  tKeir  labonr 

JL  JL  t7  0«  [Anolbcr  form  of  tho  preoodii«  Hymn.] 

1  Sweet  is  the  scene  when  Christians  die, 
When  holy  souls  retire  to  rest ; 

How  mildly  beams  the  closing  eye ! 
How  gently  heaves  th'  expiring  breast ! 

2  So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away ; 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er; 
So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day ; 
So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 

3  Triumphant  smiles  the  victor's  brow. 
Fanned  by  some  guardian  angel's  wing; 
O  Grave !  where  is  thy  victory  now  ? 
And  where,  O  Death  I  where  is  thy 

Btingi 


1194:.     *" So  m  0i9€tk  hU  h^Untd  9Uei 

1  Why  should  we  start,  and  fear  to 
What  timorous  worms  we  mortals 
Death  is  the  gate  of  endless  joy, 
And  yet  we  dread  to  enter  toeVc. 

2  The  pains,  the  groans,  and  dying : 
Fright  our  approaching  souls  awaj 
We  still  shrinK  back  again  to  life, 
Fond  of  our  prison  and  our  clay. 

3  Oh,  if  my  Lord  would  come  and  r 
My  soul  should  stretch  her  wins 

haste. 
Fly  fearless  through  death's  iron  g 
Nor  feel  the  terrors  as  she  passed 

4  Jesus  can  make  a  dying  bed 
Feel  soft  as  downy  pillows  are, 
While  on  his  breast  I  lean  my  he 
And  breathe  my  life  out  sweetly  tl 


"  They  are  not  lost,  hut  gone  h{ 


1216, 

1  Dear  is  the  spot  where  Christians 
And  sweet  the  strains  their  spirits  p 
Oh,  why  should  we  in  anguish  we 
They  are  not  lost,  but  gone  before 

2  Secure  from  every  mortal  care. 
By  sin  and  sorrow  vexed  no  more, 
Eternal  happiness  they  share 
Who  are  not  lost,  but  gone  before 

3  To  Zion's  peaceful  courts  above 
In  faith  triumphant  may  we  soar. 
Embracing,  in  the  arms  of  love. 
The  friends  not  lost,  but  gone  befo 

4  To  Jordan's  bank  whene'er  we  con 
And  hear  the  swelling  waters  roar 
Jesus !  convey  us  safdy  home. 

To  friends  not  lost,  but  gone  befon 
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JL  i  •         ^^  Morning  and  Srening  Light. 

\  When,  streaming  from  tho  eastern  skies, 
The  morning  li^t  salutes  mine  eyes, 
O  Son  of  righteousness  divine, 
On  me  with  beams  of  mercy  shine ! 
Oh !  chase  the  clouds  of  guilt  away. 
And  torn  my  darkness  into  day. 

2  And  when  to  heaven's  all  glorious  King 
My  morning  sacrifice  I  bring. 

And,  mooming  o'er  my  guilt  and  shame. 
Ask  mercy  in  my  Saviour's  name ; 
Then,  Jesus,  cleanse  mo  with  tby  blood. 
And  be  my  Advocate  with  God. 

3  When  each  day's  scenes  and  labors  close. 
And  wearied  nature  seeks  repose, 
With  pardoning  mercy  richly  blest. 
Guard  me,  my  Saviour,  while  I  rest; 
And,  88  each  morning  sun  shall  rise. 
Oh,  lead  me  onward  to  tho  skies! 

4  And  at  my  life's  last  setting  sun. 
My  conflicts  o'er,  my  labors  done, 
Jesus,  thy  heavenly  radiance  shed. 
To  cheer  and  bless  my  dying  bed ; 
And,  from  death's  gloom  my  spirit  raise. 
To  see  thy  fieu^e,  and  sing  thy  praise. 

21 9.        •Iwm/ear  no  «r«."— Psalm  28. 

1  Thx  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare. 
And  feed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care ; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply, 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye : 
My  noon-day  walks  he  shall  attend, 
And  all  my  midnight  hours  defend. 

2  When  in  tiie  sultry  glebe  I  faint, 
Or  on  the  thirsty  mountain  pant, 
To  fertile  vales,  and  dewy  meads. 
My  weary,  wandering  steps  he  leads ; 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  soft  and  slow. 
Amid  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 


3  Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread. 
With  gloomy  horrors  overspread. 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill, 
For  thoa,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still : 
Thy  friendly  rod  shall  give  mc  aid. 
And  guide  mc  through  the  dreadful  shade. 

4  Though  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way. 
Through  devious,  lonely  wilds  I  stray. 
Thy  presence  shall  my  pains  beguile : 
The  barren  wilderness  shall  smile. 
With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crown'd; 
And  streams  shall  murmur  all  around. 

412.  JetuawpV* 

1  When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view. 
And  days  are  dark,  and  friends  arc  few, 
On  him  I  lean,  who  not  in  vain 
Experienced  every  human  pain : 

Ho  sees  my  wants,  allays  my  fears,- 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

2  If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 
From  heavenly  wisdom's  narrow  way, 
To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue. 

Or  do  the  ill  I  would  not  do ; 

Still  he  who  felt  temptation's  power 

Will  guard  mc  in  that  dangerous  hour. 

3  When  sorrowing  o'er  some  stono  I  bend, 
Which  covers  all  that  was  a  friend, 
And  from  his  hand,  his  voice,  his  smile. 
Divides  me  for  a  little  while ; 

Thou,  Saviour,  seest  the  tears  I  shed, 
For  thou  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead. 

4  And,  oh !  when  I  have  safely  passed 
Through  evciy  conflict  but  the  last, 
Still,  still  unchanging,  watch  beside 
My  painful  bed,  ror  won  hast  died ; 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day. 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away  I 
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1^09."  '^^P  not:  She  U  not  dead,  hut  Oeepethr 

1  Sister,  thou  wast  mild  and  lovely, 

Gentle  as  the  summer  breeze. 
Pleasant  as  the  air  of  evening. 
When  it  floats  among  the  trees. 

2  Peaceful  be  thy  silent  slumber — 

Peaceful  in  the  grave  so  low  : 
Thou  no  more  wilt  join  our  number ; 
Thou  no  more  our  songs  shalt  know. 

3  Dearest  sister !  thou  hast  left  us; 

Here  thy  loss  we  deeply  feel ; 
But 't  is  God  that  hath  bereft  us. 
He  can  all  our  sorrows  heal. 

4  Yet  again  we  hope  to  meet  thee, 

"When  the  day  of  life  is  fled : 
Then  in  heaven  with  joy  to  greet  thee. 
Where  no  farewell  tear  is  shed ! 

AMOY.    6s«fe4s. 


1  Cease,  ye  mourners,  cease  to  langi 

O'er  the  grave  of  those  you  love 
Pain  and  death,  and  night  and  am 
Enter  not  the  world  above. 

2  While  our  silent  steps  aro  straying 

Lonely  thro'  night's  deepening  i 

Glory's  brightest  beams  are  playing 

Round  tie  happy  Christian's  he 

3  Light  and  peace  at  once  deriving, 

From  the  hand  of  God  most  hig 
In  his  glorious  presence  living, 
They  shall  never,  never  die. 

4  Now,  ye  mourners,  cease  to  langd 

O'er  the  grave  of  those  you  love 

Far  removed  from  pain  and  angnis 

They  are  chanting  hymns  afiavc 
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515. 

1  To-DAY  the  Saviour  calls : 

Ye  wanderers,  come  1 
Oh,  ye  benighted  souls, 
Why  longer  roam  ? 

2  To^ay  the  Saviour  calls : 

Oh,  listen  now  I 
Within  these  sacred  walls 
To  Jeana  bow. 


'  T^day  the  Saviwr  calUr—Ueh.  3: 15. 


3  To-day  the  Saviour  calls  : 

For  refuge  fly : 
The  storm  of  justice  falls, 
And  death  is  nigh. 

4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day : 

Yield  to  his  power ; 
*"^fe_S"®^®  him  not  away  I 
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TK6  KatM  qfNam^t, 


1  Father,  thy  Son  hath  died 

The  sinner's  death  of  woe ; 
Stooping  in  love  from  heaven  to  earth, 
Our  curse  to  undergo— 
Our  curse  to  undergo, 
Upon  the  hateful  tree  : 
Give  glory  to  thy  Son,  O  Lord ! 
Put  honor  on  that  Name  of  names 
By  blessing  me  I 

2  Father,  thy  Son  hath  poured 

His  life-blood  on  this  earth. 
To  cleanse  away  our  guilt  and  stains, 
To  give  us  second  birth — 
To  give  us  second  birth, 
From  sin  to  set  us  free : 
Give  glory  to  thy  Son,  O  Lord ! 
Put  honor  on  that  Name  of  names 
By  cleansing  mo  I 


3  Father,  thy  Son  on  earth 

No  one  to  own  him  found : 
He  passed  among  the  sons  of  men 
Rejected  and  disowned — 
Rejected  and  disowned, 

That  we  received  might  be : 
Give  glory  to  thy  Son,  O  Lord  I 
Put  honor  on  that  Name  of  names 
By  owning  me ! 

4  Father,  thy  Son  is  king : 

Heaven  s  crown,  and  earth's  is  his ! 
For  us,  for  us  he  bought  the  crown. 
For  us  he  earned  the  bliss — 
For  us  he  earned  the  bliss : 
Amen,  so  let  it  be  I 
Give  glory  to  thy  Son,  O  Lord ! 
Put  honor  on  that  Name  of  names 
By  eio'irsi\&%\&fo\ 
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^[jjj^  *^Eou)  are  Thy  tsrvanU  bUttt  O  LordT 

1  How  are  thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord ! 

How  sure  is  their  defense ! 
Eternal  wisdom  is  their  guide, 
Their  help,  omnipotence. 

2  In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote, 

Supported  by  thy  care, 
Through  burning  clmies  they  pass  unhurt, 
And  breathe  m  tainted  air. 

3  When  by  the  dreadful  tempest  borne 

High  on  the  broken  wave. 
They  know  thou  art  not  slow  to  hear, 
Nor  impotent  to  save. 

4  The  storm  is  laid,  the  winds  retire, 

Obedient  to  thy  will ; 
The  sea,  that  roars  at  thv  command. 
At  thy  conmiand  is  still. 

5  In  midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  deaths. 

Thy  goodness  I  '11  adore ; 
I  Ml  praise  thee  for  thy  mercies  past. 
And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

6  My  life,  while  thou  prcserv'st  that  life. 

Thy  sacrifice  shall  be ; 
And  death,  when  death  shall  be  my  lot. 
Shall  join  my  soul  to  thee. 

1  Q 1  A    **  Eating  a  deHre  to  departt  and  to 

1  Why  do  we  mourn  departing  friends. 

Or  shake  at  death's  alarms  ? 
'T  is  but  the  voice  that  Jesus  sends 
To  call  them  to  his  arms. 

2  Are  we  not  tending  upward,  too. 

As  fast  as  time  can  move  ? 
Nor  would  we  wish  the  hours  more  slow 
To  keep  us  from  our  love. 

3  Why  should  we  tremble  to  convey 

Their  bodies  to  the  tomb  ? 


There  the  dear  flesh  of  Jesus  lay, 
There  hopes  un&dine  bloom. 

4  The  graves  of  all  his  saints  he  bless 

And  softened  every  bed ; 
Where  should  the  dying  members  i 
But  with  the  dying  Head  ? 

5  Thence  he  arose,  ascending  high, 

And  showed  our  feet  the  way ; 
Up  to  the  Lord  our  souls  shall  fly, 
At  the  ffreat  rising  day. 

0  Then  let  the  last  loud  trumpet  soui 

And  bid  our  kindred  rise ; 
Awake  I  ye  nations  under  ground ; 
Ye  saints !  ascend  the  skies. 

1  91  Q    ^"^  ^^m»  ^«^''  <^<^  ^«m«  and 

1  Ye  mourning  saints,  whose  strca 

tears 
Flow  o'er  your  children  dead. 
Say  not,  in  transports  of  despair. 
That  all  your  nopes  are  fled. 

2  While,  cleaving  to  that  darling  dus 

In  (ond  distress  ye  lie. 
Rise,  and  with  joy  and  reverence  vi 
A  heavenly  Parent  nigh  I 

3  Though,  your  young  branches  torn  s 

Like  withered  trunks  ye  stand ;— 

With  fairer  verdure  shall  ye  bloom, 

Touched  by  th'  Almighty's  hand 

4  "  I  '11  give  the  mourner,'  saith  the  ] 

"  In  my  own  house  a  place ; 
No  names  of  daughters  and  of  sons 
Could  yield  so  iiigh  a  grace. 

5  *'  Transient  and  vain  is  every  hope 

A  rising  race  can  give ; 
In  endless  honor  and  delight 
My  children  all  shall  live," 
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6  "We  welcome,  Lord,  those  rising  tears. 
Through  which  thy  face  we  see ; 
And  bless  those  wounds  which  through 
our  hearts 
Prepare  a  way  for  thee. 

X^  •  U •  "•SflAo'd^  /  *how  you  a  mytUryy 

1  Thro'  sorrow's  night,  and  danger's  path, 

Amid  the  deepening  gloom. 
We,  followers  of  our  suffering  Lord, 
Are  marching  to  the  tomb. 

2  There,  when  the  turmoil  is  no  more. 

And  all  our  powers  decay, 
Our  cold  remains  in  solitude 
Shall  sleep  the  years  away. 

3  Our  labors  done,  securely  laid 

In  this,  our  last  retreat, 
Unheeded,  o'er  our  silent  dust. 
The  storms  of  earth  shall  beat. 

4  Yet  not  thus  buried,  or  extinct. 

The  vital  spark  shall  lie. 
For,  o'er  life's  wreck  that  spark  sliall  rise. 
To  seek  its  kindred  sky. 

5  These  ashes,  too,  this  little  dust, 

Oar  Father's  care  shall  keep. 
Till  the  last  an^el  rise  and  break 
The  lon^  and  dreary  sleep. 

6  Then  love's  soft  dew  o'er  every  eye 

Shall  shed  its  mildest  rays ; 
And  the  long  silent  voice  awake 
With  shoutB  of  endless  praise. 

220     ^^  '^^'^'^  VertUm  of  the  Twonty-iMrd 

1  Thb  Lord's  my  shepherd,  I  '11  not  want: 
He  makes  me  down  to  lie 
InjMfltares  green;  he  leadeth  me 
The  qniet  waters  by. 


2  My  soul  ho  doth  restore  again ; 

And  me  to  walk  doth  make 
Within  the  paths  of  righteousness, 
Ev'n  for  his  own  name's  sake. 

3  Yea,  though  I  walk  in  death's  dark  vale^ 

Yet  will  I  fear  no  ill ; 
For  thou  art  with  me,  and  thy  rod 
And  staff  me  comfort  still. 

4  My  table  thou  hast  furnished 

In  presence  of  my  foes ; 
My  head  thou  dost  with  oil  anoint. 
And  my  cup  overflows. 

5  Goodness  and  mercy,  all  my  life, 

Shall  surdly  follow  me ; 
And  in  God's  house  for  evermore 
My  dwelling  place  shall  be. 


*  My  Jews  and  my  Ood."^ 


303. 

1  Dearest  of  all  the  names  above. 

My  Jesus  and  my  God, 
Who  can  resist  thy  heavenly  love, 
Or  trifle  with  thy  blood  f 

2  'T  is  by  the  merits  of  thy  death 

Tliy  Father  smiles  again ; 
'T  is  by  thine  interceding  breath 
The  Spirit  dwells  with  men, 

3  Till  God  in  human  flesh  I  see, 

My  thoughts  no  comfort  find : 
The  holy,  just,  and  sacred  Three 
Are  terror  to  my  mind. 

4  But  if  Immanuel's  face  appear. 

My  hope,  my  joy,  begin : 
His  name  forbids  my  slavish  fear ; 

His  grace  removes  my  sin. 
6  While  Jews  on  their  own  law  rely, 

And  Greeks  of  wisdom  boast, 
I  love  th'  incarnate  Mystery, 

And  t!bet^  1  %x  TKj  Xa^nfitK 
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OOU*     ^''y  ^t^iS^  not  the  Way  to  BMvtn. 

1  Can  sinners  hope  for  heaven, 

Who  love  this  world  so  well  ? 
Or  dream  of  future  happiness, 
While  on  the  road  to  hell  ? 

2  Shall  they  hosannas  sing, 

With  an  unhallowed  tongue  ? 
Shall  palms  adorn  the  guilty  hand 

Which  does  its  neighbor  wrong  ? 
8  Can  sin's  deceitful  way 

Conduct  to  Zion's  hill  ? 
Or  those  expect  with  God  to  reign 

Who  disregard  his  will  f 

4  Thy  grace,  O  God,  alone. 
Good  hope  can  e'er  afford ! 
The  pardoned  and  the  pure  shall  see 
The  glory  of  the  Lord 


'i\rot0  U  our  Mlvation  nearer  than 
toe  helievedj* 


1169. 

1  One  sweetly  solemn  thought 

Comes  to  me  o'er  and  o'er, 
Nearer  mv  parting  hour  am  I 
Than  e  er  I  was  before. 

2  Nearer  my  Father's  house, 

Where  many  mansions  be ; 
Nearer  the  throne  where  Jesus  reigns,- 
Ncarer  the  crystal  sea ; 

3  Nearer  my  going  home, 

Laying  my  burden  down, 
Leaving  my  cross  of  heavy  grie^ 
Wearing  my  starry  crown ; 

4  Nearer  that  hidden  stream, 

Winding  through  shades  of  night. 
Rolling  its  cold,  dark  waves  between 
Me  and  the  world  of  light. 

5  Jesus !  to  thee  I  cling : 

StrcDgtben  my  arm  of  faith; 


Stay  near  me  while  my  way-worn  fee/ 
Press  through  the  stream  of  death. 

1 1 7 8."^*<'««'  belieoeth  in  Me  a^aU  mmur  ^ 

1  It  is  not  death  to  die — 

To  leave  this  weary  road. 
And,  'mid  the  brotherhood  on  high, 
To  be  at  home  with  God. 

2  It  is  not  death  to  close 

The  eye  long  dimmed  by  tears, 
And  wake,  in  glorious  repose 
To  spend  eternal  years. 

3  It  is  not  death  to  bear 

The  wrench  that  sets  us  free 
From  dungeon  chain, — ^to  breathe  the  a 
Of  boundless  liberty. 

4  It  is  not  death  to  fling 

Aside  this  sinful  dust, 
And  rise,  on  strong,  exulting  wing. 
To  live  among  uie  just 

5  Jesus,  thou  Prince  of  life ! 

Thy  chosen  can  not  die ; 
Like  thee,  they  conquer  in  the  strife, 
To  reign  with  thee  on  high. 


M<  midnight  there  toae  a  cry  made,^ 


1207. 

1  Servant  of  God,  well  done ! 

Rest  from  thy  loved  employ : 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won. 
Enter  thy  Mastei^s  joy. 

2  The  voice  at  midnight  came ; 

He  started  up  to  hear : 
A  mortal  arrow  pierced  his  frame; 
He  fell,  but  felt  no  fear. 

3  At  midnight  came  the  ciy, 
"To  meet  thy  God  prepare T 

^       *~^ — and  canght  his  Captain's  eye; 
krtrong  in  fiith  and  prayer, 
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His  spirit  with  a  bound 

Left  its  encumbering  clay  : 
Ilis  tent,  at  sunrise,  on  the  ground 

A  darkened  ruin  lay. 
The  pains  of  death  are  past ; 

Laoor  and  sorrow  cease ; 
And  life's  long  warfare  closed  at  last, 

His  soul  is  found  in  peace. 
Soldier  of  Christ,  well  done ! 

Praise  be  thy  new  employ ; 
And,  while  eternal  ages  run, 

liest  in  thy  Saviour's  joy. 


"^MvJUth  alto  •hall  rett  in  hope,"* 


1271. 

1  Rest  for  the  toiling  hand, 

Rest  for  the  anxious  brow. 
Rest  for  the  weary,  way-worn  feet. 
Rest  from  all  labor  now ; — 

2  Rest  for  the  fevered  brain, 

Rest  for  the  throbbing  eye ; 


Through  these  parched  lips  of  thine  no 
more 

Shall  pass  the  moan  or  sigh. 
Soon  shall  the  trump  of  God 

Give  out  the  welcome  sound, 
That  shakes  thy  silent  chamber-walls, 

And  breaks  the  turf-sealed  ground. 
Ye  dwellers  in  the  dust. 

Awake  I  come  forth  and  sing ; 
Sharp  has  your  frost  of  winter  been, 

But  bright  shall  be  your  spring. 
T  was  sown  in  weakness  here ; 

*T  will  then  be  raised  in  power  : 
That  which  was  sown  an  earthly  seed. 

Shall  rise  a  heavenly  flower  I 

Dos  OLOGT, 

The  Father  and  the  Son 

And  Spirit  we  adore ; 
We  praise,  we  bless,  we  worship  thee. 

Both  now  and  evermore  1 
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1056.  "^eet^and  r«n«nt«r iTe T— Luke W :  19. 

1  If  human  kindness  meets  return, 

And  owns  the  grateful  tie ; 
If  tender  thoughts  within  us  bum, 
To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh ; 

2  Oh,  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 

The  gratitude  we  owo 
To  him  who  died  our  fears  to  quell — 
Our  more  than  orphan's  woe  ? 

3  While  yet  in  anguish  he  surveyed 

Those  pangs  he  would  not  flee, 
What  love  his  latest  words  displayed  : 
••Meet  and  remember  me !" 

4  Bemember  thee — thy  death,  thy  shame ! 

Our  sinful  hearts  to  share ! 
O  memory !  leave  no  other  name 
But  his.  recorded  there. 

1 05 7  •       " ^^  *^  ^^^  ^'/^  erou."* 

1  How  condescending  and  how  kind 

Was  God's  eternal  Son  ! 
Our  misery  reached  his  heavenly  mind. 
And  pity  brought  him  down. 

2  He  sank  beneath  our  heavy  woes. 

To  raise  us  to  his  throne ; 
There 's  ne'er  a  gift  his  hand  bestows, 
But  cost  his  heart  a  groan. 

3  This  was  compassion  like  a  God — 

That,  when  the  Saviour  knew 
The  price  of  pardon  was  his  blood. 
His  pity  ne  er  withdrew. 

4  Now,  though  he  reigns  exalted  high, 

His  love  is  still  as  great ; 

Well  ho  remembers  Calvary, 

Nor  let  his  saints  forget. 

5  Here  let  our  hearts  begin  to  melt, 

While  we  his  death  record, 


And,  with  our  joy  for  pardoned  guilt. 
Mourn  that  wc  pierced  the  Lord. 

1165.   ''^'^J^o^'-^/^^^'^r. 

1  Let  others  boast  how  strong  they  be, 

Nor  death  nor  danger  fear ; 

But  we  confess,  O  Lord  I  to  thee, 

What  feeble  things  we  are. 

2  Fresh  as  the  grass  our  bodies  stand, 

And  flourish  bright  and  gay  : 
A  blastmg  wind  sweeps  o'er  the  land. 
And  faSes  the  grass  away. 

3  Our  life  contains  a  thousand  springs. 

And  dies,  if  one  be  gone ; 
Strange  that  a  harp  of  thousand  strings 
Should  keep  in  tune  so  long ! 

4  But 't  is  our  God  supports  our  frame — 

The  God  who  made  us  first ; 
Salvation  to  th'  almighty  Name 
That  reared  us  from  the  dust ! 

X  JL  I  JL  •  "  -'i'  «'<  appoints  unto  t^en  ones  to  dU,'* 

1  If  I  must  die,  oh !  let  me  die 

With  hope  in  Jesus'  blood — 
The  blood  that  saves  from  sin  and  guilt. 
And  reconciles  to  God. 

2  If  I  must  die,  then  let  me  dio 

In  peace  with  all  mankind, 
And  change  these  fleeting  joys  below 
For  pleasures  all  refined. 

3  If  I  must  die — and  die  I  shall — 

Let  some  kind  seraph  come, 
And  bear  me  on  his  friendly  wing 
To  my  celestial  home; 

4  Of  Canaan's  land,  from  Pisgah's  top, 

May  I  but  have  a  view. 
Though  Jordan  should  o'^ow  its*  banks, 
I 'if  boldly  venture  through. 
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1  1  J^O       '*^^^«»  lloominff  ffoutk  it  anatcJuil 
J.  XOV*  aioay.** 

1  When  blooming  youth  is  Bnatched  away 

By  death's  resistless  hand, 
Our  hearts  the  mournful  tribute  pay, 
"Which  pity  must  demand. 

2  While  pity  prompts  the  rising  sigh, 

Oh,  may  this  truth,  impressed 
With  awful  power,  "  I,  too,  must  die," 
Sink  deep  in  every  breast  I 

3  Let  this  vain  world  engage  no  more  : 

Behold  the  opening  tomb ! 
It  bids  us  seize  the  present  hour : 
To-morrow,  death  may  come. 

4  Oh,  let  us  fly, — to  Jesus  fly ! 

Whose  powerful  arm  can  save ; 
Then  shall  our  hopes  ascend  on  high, 
And  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 

6  Great  God !  thy  sovereign  grace  impart, 
With  cleansmg,  healing  power ; 
This  only  can  prepare  tl  e  heart 
For  death's  surprising  hour. 

1  1  Q  A         "  ^'^^  <*«  ^^rv  &<•  «<  resV* 
XXt/U*  Job8:lT--80. 

1  How  still  and  peaceful  is  the  grave  ! 

Where,  life's  vain  tumults  past^ 
Th'  appointed  house,  by  heaven's  decree. 
Receives  ms  all  at  last 

2  The  wicked  there  from  troubling  cease ; 

Their  passions  rage  no  more ; 
And  there  the  weary  pilgrim  rests 
From  all  the  toils  he  bore. 

3  There  rest  the  prisoners  now  released 

From  slavery's  sad  abode ; 
No  more  they  hear  th'  oppressor's  voice. 
Or  dread  the  tyrant's  rod. 

4  There  servants,  masters,  small  ana  great. 

Partake  the  same  repose ; 


And  there,  in  peace,  the  ashes  mix 
Of  those  who  once  were  foes. 
5  All,  leveled  by  the  hand  of  death. 
Lie  sleeping  in  the  tomb, 
Till  God  in  judgment  calls  them  forth 
To  meet  their  final  doom. 

120 1 .  "W^^  <<  VOtir  lifer 

1  Life  is  a  span — a  fleeting  hour  t 

How  soon  the  vapor  flies ! 
Man  is  a  tender,  transient  flower. 
That  ev'n  in  blooming — dies. 

2  The  once  loved  form,  now  cold  and  dead, 

Each  mournful  thought  employs  ; 
And  nature  weeps  her  comforts  fled. 
And  withered  all  her  joys. 

3  Ilope  looks  beyond  the  bounds  of  time, 

AVhen  what  we  now  deplore 

Shall  rise  in  full,  immortal  prime. 

And  bloom  to  fade  no  more. 

-4  Cease  then,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  tears  x 
Religion  points  on  high ; 
There  everlasting  spring  appears, 
And  joys  that  can  not  die. 

1  91  9    ^"^^  <*«<'•  «»»•*•  do  mow  ihemr 
±^JL^»  B«v.  14:  18. 

1  UsAB  what  the  voice  from  Heaven  pro* 

claims 
For  all  the  pious  dead ; 
Sweet  is  the  savor  of  their  names. 
And  soft  their  sleeping  bed. 

2  They  die  in  Jesus,  and  are  blest ; 

IIow  kind  their  slumbers  are ! 
From  sufferings  and  from  sin  released. 
And  freed  from  every  snare. 

.^  Far  from  this  world  of  toil  and  strife, 
They  're  present  with  the  Lord : 
The  labors  of  their  mortal  life 
End  in  a  lai^ge  reward. 
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Salvation  aonghtfrom  the  Trinity, 


1  Father  of  heaven !  whose  love  profound 
A  ransom  for  our  souls  hath  found, 
Before  thy  throne  wo  sinners  bend : 

To  us  thy  pardoning  love  extend. 

2  Almighty  Son !  incarnate  Word ! 
Our  Prophet,  Priest,  Eedeemer,  Lord  I 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend : 
To  us  thy  saving  grace  extend. 

8  Eternal  Spirit  I  by  whose  breath 
The  soul  IS  raised  from  sin  and  death, 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend  : 
To  us  thy  quickening  power  extend. 

4  Jehovah !  Father,  Spirit,  Son ! 
Mysterious  Godhead  /  Three  in  One ! 
Before  thy  throne  we  sinners  bend : 
Grace,  pardon,  life,  to  us  extend ! 


"CVwM  to  Jft.''-Mirtt  11 : 28^. 


530. 

1  With  tearful  eyes  I  look  around ; 
Life  seems  a  dark  and  stormy  sea ; 
Yet,  'mid  the  gloom,  I  hear  a  sound, 
A  heavenly  whisper,  **  Come  to  me." 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  place  of  rest ; 

It  tells  me  where  my  soul  may  flee : 
Oh,  to  the  weary,  faint,  oppressed. 
How  sweet  the  bidding, "  Come  to  me  I " 

3  "•  Come,  for  all  else  must  fail  and  die ; 
Earth  is  no  resting-place  for  thee ; 
To  heaven  direct  thy  weeping  eye, 

I  am  thy  portion ;  come  to  me.'* 

4  O  voice  of  mercy !  voice  of  love! 
In  conflict,  grie^  and  agony, 
Support  me,  cheer  mo  from  above  I 
And  gently  whisper,  "  Come  to  me," 

dOO»  •'God  eammffy0tr 

1  God  callmg  yet! — shall  I  not  hear? 
&iib*B  pleasarca  shall  I  still  hold  dear ! 


Shall  life's  swift  passing  years  all  Cj, 
And  still  my  soul  in  slumbers  lie  f 

2  God  calling  yet! — shall  I  not  rise? 
Can  I  his  loving  voice  despise, 
And  basely  his  kind  care  repay  ? 
lie  calls  nic  still :  can  I  delay  ? 

3  God  calling  yet  I — and  shall  he  knock. 
And  I  my  heart  the  closer  lock ! 

He  still  is  waiting  to  receive, 
And  shall  I  dare  his  Spirit  grieve ! 

4  God  calling  yet ! — and  shall  I  ffivo 
No  hoed,  but  still  in  bondage  live  ? 
I  wait,  but  he  does  not  forsake ; 

lie  calls  me  still  1 — my  heart,  awake ! 

6  God  calling  yet ! — I  can  not  stay ; 
My  heart  I  yield  without  delay : 
Vain  world,  farewell  I  from  thee  I  part; 
The  voice  of  God  hath  reached  my  heart 

I  X  O  •   "  ^'*  <"**  ^^  y*""'  MOW,"— 1  Cor.  6 :  15. 

1  Oh,  not  my  own  these  verdant  hills 
And  fruits  and  flowers  and  stream  and 

wood ; 
But  his  who  all  with  glory  fills, 
WTio  bought  me  with   his   prccions 

blood. 

2  Oh,  not  my  own  this  wondrous  frame, 
Its  curious  work,  its  living  soul ; 
But  his  who  for  my  ransom  came : 
Slain  for  my  sake,  he  claims  the  whole 

3  Oh,  not  my  own  the  grace  that  keep 
My  feet  from  fierce  temptations  free ; 
Oh,  not  my  own  the  thought  that  Icapsi 
Adoring,  blessed  Lord,  to  thee ! 

4  "  Oh,  not  my  own !"  I  '11  soar  and  sing, 
When  life,  with  all  its  toils,  is  o'er, 
And  thou  thy  trembling  Iamb  shalt  biing 
Safe  home,  to  wander  never  more. 


NEW   SABBATU   HYMN  AND   TUNE   BOOK. 
PILESGROVE.    L.  M. 


319 


d= 


i 


^^ 


=p 


St 


S 


^ 


P 


r 


?^ 


"rr 


i.^i,^i.S^ 


7~^rrT 


r  L^f 


— I    '-     ^     '         I      pll     II  ■  -1.  1-         i  ll     j  1^ 


i 


5*'PraUe  waiMhfor  Tfu^,  O  Godwin 
•  Z<oo.'*^Paalm  65. 

1  For  thee,  0  God,  our  constant  praise 
In  Zion  waits,  thy  chosen  scat ; 

Our  promised  altars  there  wo  '11  raise, 
And  all  our  zealous  vows  complete. 

2  O  thou,  who  to  our  humble  prayer 
Didst  always  bend  thy  listenm^  ear, 
To  thee  shall  all  mankind  repair. 
And  at  thy  gracious  throne  appear. 

S  Our  sins,  though  numberless,  in  vain 
To  stop  thy  flowing  mercy  try ; 
For  grace  shall  cleanse  the  guilty  stain. 
And  wash  away  the  crimson  dye. 

4  How  blest  the   man,  who,  near  thee 
placed, 
"Within  thy  heavenly  dwelling  lives  I 
While  we,  at  humbler  distance,  taste 
Tlic  vast  delights  thy  temple  gives. 

I  8  1 ,    TruH  in  ChrUt^  at  th€  Hour  of  Death, 

1  Jesus,  in  whom  but  thee  above 
Can  I  repose  my  trust,  my  love  f 
And  shall  an  earthly  object  bo 
Loved  in  comparison  with  thee  ? 

2  How  soon,  O  Lord,  will  life  decay  I 
IIow  soon  this  world  will  pass  away ! 
Ah  I  what  can  mortal  friends  avail, 
When  heart  and  strength  and  life  shall 

M? 

3  Oh,  then,  bo  thou,  my  Saviour,  nigh. 
And  I  will  triumph  while  I  die ; 
My  strength,  my  portion,  is  divine, 
And  Jesus  is  for  ever  mine  I 

1  Whxbx  high  the  heavenly  temple  stands, 
Hie  hoiiBe  of  God  not  made  with  hands. 


A  great  High  Priest  our  nature  wears, — 
The  Guardian  of  mankind  appears. 

2  Though  now  ascended  up  on  high, 
He  bends  on  earth  a  brother's  eye ; 
Partaker  of  the  human  name. 

He  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 

3  Our  Fellow-sufferer  yet  retains 
A  fellow-feeling  of  our  pains ; 
And  still  remembers,  in  the  skies. 
His  tears,  his  agonies,  and  cries. 

4  In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart 
The  Man  of  sorrows  had  a  part ; 
He  sympathizes  in  our  grief. 

And  to  the  sufferer  sends  relief. 

5  With  boldness,  therefore,  at  tlic  throne, 
Let  us  make  all  our  sorrows  known ; 
And  ask  the  aid  of  heavenly  power. 
To  help  us  in  the  evil  hour. 

1003.  "  ^  <  *"^«  /»«<  ^"^  CTirUtr'-CaX.  3 :  27. 

1  Jesus  !  thy  blood  and  righteousness 
My  beauty  are,  my  glorious  dress ; 
'Mid  flaming  worlds,  in  these  arrayed. 
With  joy  shall  I  lift  up  my  head. 

2  When  from  the  dust  of  earth  I  rise 
To  claim  mv  mansion  in  the  skies ; 
Ev'n  then  shall  this  be  all  my  plea : 
^  Jesus  hath  lived  and  died  for  me." 

3  This  spotless  robe  the  same  appears, 
When  ruined  nature  sinks  in  years ; 
No  age  can  change  its  glorious  hue,— 
The  robe  of  Christ  is  ever  new. 

4  Oh,  let  the  dead  now  hear  thy  voice 
Now  bid  thy  banished  ones  rejoice;     A 
Tlieir  beautv  tbi&i  tli*^  ^<csrtfaPQak  ^sMifl 

3eKQ&\  Ii)l7  XAoodL  VeA  TV^\ftOQ0B&MI 
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dUU*  Ck>nidcUon  hy  ihs  Lato.^Jlom.  7:  0. 

1  Lord,  how  secarc  my  conscience  was, 

And  felt  no  inward  dread ! 
I  was  alive  without  the  law, 

And  thought  my  sins  were  dead. 

2  My  hopes  of  heaven  were  firm  and  bright ; 

But  since  the  precept  came 
With  such  convincing  power  and  light, 
I  find  how  vile  I  am. 

3  My  ^lilt  appeared  but  small  before, 

Till  I  with  terror  saw 
How  perfect,  holy,  just,  and  pure 
Is  tnine  eternal  law. 

4  Then  felt  my  soul  the  heavy  load ; 

My  sins  revived  again  : 
1  had  provoked  a  dreadful  God, 
And  all  my  hopes  were  slain. 

5  My  God  1  I  cry  with  every  breath, 

For  some  kind  power  to  save ; 
Oh,  break  the  yoke  of  sin  and  death. 
And  thus  redeem  the  slave. 

^  zl  Q      "  -^«  «^  dbundanay  pardonT 
t/TCO.  laalah  65-  t' C 

1  Sinners,  the  voice  of  God  regard ; 

His  mercy  speaks  to-day : 
He  calls  you,  by  his  sovereign  word, 
From  sin's  destructive  way. 

2  Why  will  you  in  the  crooked  ways 

Of  sin  and  folly  go  ? 
In  pain  you  travel  all  your  days, 
To  reap  eternal  woe! 

8  But  he  that  turns  to  God  shall  live, 
Through  his  abounding  grace; 
His  mercy  will  the  guilt  forgive 
Of  those  who  seek  his  &ce. 

4  Bis  love  exceeds  your  hiffbest  thoughtB; 
He  pardons  like  a  God : 


He  will  forgive  your  numerous  fa 
Through  a  Redeemer's  blood. 

y^jy*  "■^'^i  rsfMmber  ms."* — Luke  2S. 

1  O  THOU,  from  whom  all  goodness 

I  lift  my  soul  to  thee  ; 
In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woea, 

0  Lord,  remember  iiie! 

2  When  on  my  aching,  burdened  li 

My  sins  lie  heavily, 
Thy  pardon  grant,  new  peace  imj 
Then,  Lord,  remember  me ! 

3  When  trials  sore  obstruct  my  wa} 

And  ills  I  can  not  flee. 
Oh,  let  my  strength  be  as  my  daj 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me! 

4  When  in  the  solemn  hour  of  deal 

1  wait  thy  just  decree ; 

Be  this  the  prayer  of  my  last  bre 
Now,  Lord,  remember  me  1 

5  And  when  before  thy  throne  I  sta 

And  lift  my  soul  to  thee, 
Then  with  the  saints  at  thy  right 
O  Lord,  remember  me  I 


^Unto  ihs  Lord  did  I  make  my  t 
cafton."— Psalm  142. 


954. 

1  To  God  I  made  my  sorrows  know 

From  God  I  sought  relief; 
In  long  complaints  before  his  thro 
I  poured  out  all  my  grief. 

2  On  everv  side  I  cast  mine  eye, 

And  found  my  helpers  gone ; 
While  friends  and  strangers  passed 
Neglected  or  unknown. 

3  Then  did  I  raise  a  louder  cry, 
And  called  thy  nrercy  near : 

lou  art  my  Portion  when  I  di< 
WL  m^  Eefd^e  here !" 
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4  Lord !  I  am  brought  exceeding  low ; 
Now  let  thine  ear  attend, 
And  make  my  foes,  who  vex  mc,  know 
I  'vo  an  almighty  Friend. 

XX  (  Om  "A  not  di*mayed^  for  I  am  Viy  Ood.** 

1  Thou  most  go  forth  alone,  my  soul  I 

Thoa  most  go  forth  alone, 
To  other  scenes,  to  other  worlds, 
That  mortal  hath  not  known. 

2  Thou  must  go  forth  alone,  my  soul. 

To  tread  fiio  narrow  vale ; 
But  he,  whose  word  is  sure,  hath  said 
Ilis  mercy  shall  not  £Eii]. 

3  Thou  must  eo  forth  alone,  my  soul. 

To  meet  my  God  above : 
But  shrink  not — ^ho  has  said,  my  soul. 
He  is  a  God  of  love ! 

4  His  rod  and  staff  shall  comfort  thee 

Across  the  dreary  road, 
Till  thou  shalt  join  the  blessed  ones 
In  heaven's  serene  abode. 


1174. 


"  /  mtui  dU  atofM.** 


1  That  solemn  hour  will  come  for  me. 
When,  though  their  charms  I  own. 
All  human  ties  resigned  must  be ; 
For  I  must  die  alone. 
S  All  earthly  pleasures  will  be  o'er. 
All  earthly  labors  done, 
And  I  shall  tread  th'  eternal  shore. 
And  I  must  die  alone. 
-^  But,  oh,  I  will  not  view  with  dread 
That  shadowy  vail  unknown : 
I  see  a  light  within  it  shed ; 
I  shall  not  die  alone  I 
*^  One  will  be  with  mo  there,  whose  voice 
I  long  have  loved  and  loiown ; 


To  die  is  now  my  wish,  my  choice : 
I  shall  not  die  alone ! 

1  1  Q  ^    **Fortak6  ms  not  tohsn  my  ttrenffth 

1  When  bending  o'er  the  brink  of  life 

My  trembling  soul  shall  stand, 

Waiting  to  pass  death's  awful  flood, 

Great  God  I  at  thy  command ; 

2  O  thou  great  Source  of  joy  supreme  1 

Whose  arm  alone  can  save, 
Dispel  the  darkness  that  surrounds 
The  entrance  to  the  grave. 

3  Lay  thy  supporting,  gentle  hand 

iBeneath  my  sinking  head. 
And,  with  a  ray  of  love  divine, 
Illume  my  dying  bed. 

1 1 9 7.  **'»  ^*'*<«*  •^^  ^^  *«  »»wd«  o«M." 

1  When  downward  to  the  darksome  tomb- 

I  thoughtful  turn  my  eves, 
Frail  nature  trembles  at  the  gloom, 
And  anxious  fears  arise. 

2  Why  shrinks  my  soul  ? — in  death's  em- 

brace 
Once  Jesus  captive  slept ; 
And  angels,  hovering  o'er  the  place, 
His  lowly  pillow  kept 

3  Thus  shall  they  guard  my  sleeping  dust,. 

And^  as  the  Saviour  rose. 
The  grave  again  shall  peld  her  trusty 
And  end  my  deep  repose. 

4  My  Lord,  before  to  glory  gone. 

Shall  bid  me  come  away ; 
And  calm  and  bright  shall  break  the  dawn 
Of  heaven's  eternal  day. 

5  Then  let  my  &ith  each  fear  dispel; 

And  gild  with  light  the  grave; 
To  him  my  l<rftie8t  praises  swell. 
Who  died  from  death  to  save* 
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14:9.      "OodU  ZoM."-!  John4:  a 

1  I  CAN  not  always  trace  tho  way 

Where  thou,  ahnighty  One,  dost  move ; 
But  I  can  always,  dways  say 
That  God  is  love. 

2  When  fear  her  chilling  mantle  flings 

O'er  earth,  my  soul  to  heaven  above, 
As  to  her  native  home,  upsprings ; 
For  God  is  love, 

3  When  myst'ry  clouds  my  darkened  path, 

I'll  check  my  dread,  my  doubts  re- 
prove; 
In  this  my  soul  sweet  comfort  hath. 
That  God  is  love. 

4  Oh  may  this  truth  my  heart  employ. 

Bid  every  gloomy  thought  remove. 
And  turn  all  tears,  all  woes  to  joy, — 
Thou,  God,  art  Love. 


'Thyv>mu  doner—TiAVL  6: 10. 


929. 

1  My  God,  my  Father,  while  I  stray 
Far  from  my  home,  on  life's  rough  way. 
Oh,  teach  mo  from  my  heart  to  say, 

"  Thy  will  be  done !" 

2  What  though  in  lonely  grief  I  siffh 
For  friends  beloved  no  longer  ni^ ; 
Submissive  still  would  I  reply, 

"Thy  will  be  done  1" 

3  If  thou  shouldst  call  me  to  resign 
What  most  I  prize, — ^it  ne'er  was  mine ; 
I  only  yield  thee  what  was  thine : 

"Thy  win  be  doner 

4  If  but  my  fiiintiiM^  heart  be  blest 
With  %  sweet  Spirit  for  ito  gaett» 


My  God,  to  thee  I  leave  the  rest : 
"  Thy  will  be  done  T 

6  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day ; 
Blend  it  with  thine,  and  take  away 
Whate'er  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 
"  Thy  will  be  done  P 

C  Then  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more, 
The  prayer  oft  mixed  with  tears  before, 
I  '11  sing  upon  a  happier  shore  : 
"  Thy  will  be  done  T* 


**  7%«r«  if  a  ealmjbr  CIom  who  wtp,^ 


1198. 

1  There  is  a  calm  for  those  who  weep, 

A  rest  for  weary  pilgrims  found ; 
They  softly  lie,  and  sweetly  sleep, 
Low  in  the  ground. 

2  The  storm  that  racks  the  winfry  sky. 

No  more  disturbs  their  deep  repose 
Than  summer  evening's  latest  sigh, 
That  shuts  the  rose. 

3  I  long  to  lay  this  painful  head 

And  aching  heart  beneath  the  soil ; 
To  slumber,  in  that  dreamless  bed. 
From  all  my  toil 

4  The  soul,  of  origin  divine, 

God's  glorious  image,  fireed  from  cla}^ 
In  heaven's  eternal  sphere  shall  shine,' 
A  star  of  day. 

5  The  sun  is  but  a  spark  of  fire, 

A  transient  meteor  in  the  Aj ; 
The  soul,  kmnortal  as  its  Sm^ 
ShaDnererdie. 
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0»  3Wrd  VsreUm  of  Vkb  Lor^%  Prayer, 

1  Our  Father  in  heaven,  We  hallow  thy  name ! 
May  thy  kingdom  holy  On  earth  be  the  same ! 
Oh,  give  to  us  daily  Our  portion  of  bread : 

It  is  from  thy  bounty  That  all  must  be  fed. 

2  Forgive  our  transgressions.  And  teach  us  to  know 
That  humble  compassion  Which  pardons  each  foe ; 
Keep  us  from  temptation,  From  evil  and  sin, 
And  thine  be  the  glory  For  ever  I    Amen ! 

522*    ""AeqwiiiU  now  ihyt^  wUh  JSnm.'*-Job  22 :  21, 

1  Acquaint  thee,  O  mortal,  acquaint  thee  with  God, 
And  joy,  like  the  sunshine,  shall  beam  on  thy  road ; 
And  peace,  like  the  dew-drop,  shall  fall  on  thy  head ; 
And  sleep,  like  an  angel,  shall  visit  thy  bed. 

2  Acquaint  thee,  O  mortal,  acquaint  thcc  with  God, 
And  he  shall  be  with  thee  when  fears  arc  abroad; 
Thy  safeguard  in  danger  that  threatens  thy  path; 
Thy  joy  in  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death. 

1176.*       **/t«M<W  not  Uae  aZtiwfy."-Job  7 :  18. 

1  I  WOULD  not  live  alway :  I  ask  not  to  stay 
Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  the  way ; 
The  few  lurid  mornings  that  dawn  on  us  here 

Are  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for  its  cheer. 

2  I  would  not  live  alway:  no,  welcome  the  tomb! 
Since  Jesus  hath  lain  there,  I  dread  not  its  gloom; 
There  sweet  be  my  rest,  till  he  bid  me  arise 

To  hail  him  in  triumph  descending  the  skies. 

8  Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his  God, 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode. 
Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the  bright  plainsi 
And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns; 

4  Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet, 
llieir  Saviour  and  brethren  transported  to  greet; 
While  the  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly  roll, 
And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the  soul ! 

*  The  tmaU  notat  wUl  be  reqaired  in  ringing  this  HTmn. 
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9AQ     ^Return  unto  thy  rett,  O  my  aoulT 
Zi\JO»  Psalm  lift. 

1  Return,  my  soul,  and  sweetly  rest 
On  thy  almighty  Father's  breast ; 
The  bounties  of  his  grace  adore, 
And  count  his  wondrous  mercies  o'er. 

2  Thy  meysv,  Lord,  preserved  my  breath, 
And  snatched  my  fainting  soul  from  death; 
Removed  my  sorrows,  dried  my  tears,       ( 
And  saved  me  from  surrounding  snares.   [ 

3  What  shall  I  render  to  the  Lord  ? 
Or  how' his  wondrous  ^ce  record  ? 
To  him  my  grateful  voice  I  'II  raise. 
With  just  tfianksgiving  to  his  praise. 

4  O  Zion !  in  thy  sacred  courts, 
Where  glory  dwells,  and  joy  resorts. 
To  notes  divine  I  '11  tune  the  song. 
And  praise  shall  flow  from  every  tongue. 

788.  ne  hiddsn  I4fk. 

1  Oh  that  I  could  for  ever  dwell. 
Delighted  at  the  Saviour's  feet ; 
Behold  the  form  I  love  so  well, 
And  all  his  tender  words  repeat! 

2  The  world  shut  out  from  all  my  soul. 
And  heaven  brought  in  with  all  its  bliss. 
Oh  !  is  there  aught,  from  pole  to  pole. 
One  moment  to  compare  with  this  ? 

3  This  is  the  hidden  life  I  prize — 
A  life  of  penitential  love ; 
When  most  my  follies  I  despise, 

And  raise  my  highest  thougnts  above ; 

4  When  all  I  am  I  clearly  see, 

And  freely  own  with  deepest  shamo ; 
When  the  Redeemei^B  love  to  mo 
Kindlea  within  a  deathlesB  flame. 


5  Thus  would  I  live  till  nature  fidl. 
And  all  my  former  sins  forsake ; 
Then  rise  to  God  within  the  vail, 
And  of  eternal  joys  partake. 


Why  »k(nUdie6^06ep/9rtkoiteidifiiit^ 


1215. 

1  Why  should  we  weep  for  those  who  die 
Those  blessed  ones  who  weep  no  more! 
Jesus  hath  called  them  to  the  skr, 
And  gladly  have  they  gone  before. 

2  A  few  short  days  thev  lingered  here, 
Th'  appointed  span  of  trial  knew ; 
Dropped — early  dropped  the  partingtea 
And  early  now  have  parted,  too. 

3  Up,  up,  in  swift  ascent^  tibey  rise, 
Star  after  star  of  living  light ! 

Why  should  we  mourn  mat  midnight  side 
Become  with  added  glories  bright  ? 

4  Far  in  the  distant  heavens  tliey  shine, 
But  still  with  borrowed  luster  fflow : 
Saviour,  the  beams  are  only  tlunc. 
Of  saints  above,  or  saints  below. 

6  For  them  no  bitter  tear  we  shed, — 
Their  night  of  pain  and  grief  is  o'er,— 
But  weep  our  lonely  path  to  tread. 
And  see  the  forms  we  loved,  no  more. 


One  in  our  hope  (frsti  afroM.'" 


1244. 

1  Still  one  in  life  and  one  in  death. 
One  in  our  hope  of  rest  above ; 
One  in  our  joy,  our  trust,  our  faith, 
One  in  each  other's  fiuthfril  love. 

2  Yet  must  we  part,  and;  parting,  weep; 
What  else  has  earth  tdr  ns  in  store ! 
Our  farewell  pan^  bow  sharp  and  de^l 
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3  Yet  shall  wo  meet  figain  in  peace, 
To  sing  the  song  of  festal  joy, 
Where  none  sh^l  bid  our  gladness  cease, 
And  none  our  fellowship  destroy. 

4  Where  none  shall  beckon  us  away. 
Nor  bid  our  festival  be  done ; 
Our  meeting-time  th'  eternal  day. 
Our  meeting-place  th'  eternal  throne. 

5  There,  hand  in  Iiand,  firm-linked  at  last. 
And,  heart  to  heart,  enfolded  all, 

We  '11  smile  upon  the  troubled  past, 
And  wonder  why  wo  wept  at  all. 


*J  love  the  Lord  v>ho  dUdJbr  m*** 
1  John  4 :  19. 


691. 

1  I  LOVK  the  Lord  who  died  for  me ; 
I  love  his  grace  divine  and  free ; 

I  love  his  word,  for  there  I  read 
That  he  loved  me,  and  for  me  bled. 

2  I  love  to  hear  that  he  was  slain  ; 
I  love  his  every  grief  and  pain ; 
I  love  to  think  on  him  by  faith, 
And  muse  upon  his  cruel  death. 

3  I  love  his  people  and  their  ways ; 

I  love  with  them  to  pray  and  praise  : 
I  love  the  Father  and  the  Son ; 
I  love  the  Spirit  he  sent  down. 

4  I  love  to  think  the  time  will  come 
When  I  shall  be  with  him  at  home, — 
When  I  shall  love  as  he  loves  me. 
And  praise  hun  through  eternity. 

1  A 1  A    **Inmv  Fathsr*8  house  are  manjf  ma»- 
±V±\/«  "     «ion*.''-Johnl4r2. 

1  Thy  Father's  house  I — ^thine  own  bright 
home! 
And  thou  hast  there  a  place  for  me  I 
Though  yet  an  exile  here  I  roam, 
That  distant  liome  hy  &jtk  I  see. 


2  I  see  its  domes  resplendent  glow, 
Where  beams  of  God's  own  glory  fall ; 
And  trees  of  life  immortal  grow, 
AMiose  fruits  o'erhang  the  sapphire  wall. 

3  I  know  that  thoaj\ho  on  the  tree 
Didst  deign  our  mortal  guilt  to  bear. 
Wilt  bring  thine  own  to  dwell  with  thee, 
And  waitest  to  receive  me  there ! 

4  Thy  love  will  there  array  my  soul 
In  thine  own  robe  of  spotless  hue ; 
And  I  shall  gaze,  while  ages  roll, 
On  thee,  with  raptures  ever  new ! 

6  Oh,  welcome  day !  when  thou  my  feet 
Shalt  bring  the  shining  threshold  o'er  •, 
A  Father's  warm  embrace  to  meet, 
And  dwell  at  home  for  evermore  ! 


'*Je9tUy  thine  own  MetHah^  reignt.^ 


1041; 

1  Why,  on  the  bending  willows  hung, 
Israel !  still  sleeps  thy  tuneful  string  ? — 
Still  mute  remams  thy  sullen  tongue, 
And  Zion's  song  denies  to  sing  ? 

2  Awake !  thy  sweetest  raptures  raise ; 
Let  harp  and  voice  nnite  their  strains : 
Thy  promised  King  his  scepter  sways ; 
Jesus,  thine  own  Messiah,  reigns  I 

3  No  taunting  foes  the  song  require ; 
No  strangers  mock  thy  captive  chain ; 
But  friends  provoke  the  silent  lyre, 
And  brethren  ask  the  holy  stram. 

4  Nor  fear  thy  Salem's  hills  to  wrong, 
If  other  lands  thy  triumph  share : 
A  heavenly  city  claims  thy  song ; 
A  brighter  Salem  rises  there. 

5  By  foreign  streams  no  longer  roam ; 
Nor,  weeping,  think  of  Jordan's  flood : 
In  every  cl\m^  \)r\ic\<^  ^\l(;sisa^    j^tt^ 
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o5d.  TTAa*  <*  Prayer f 

1  Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire, 

Uttered  or  unexpressed ; 
The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 
That  trembles  in  the  breast 

2  Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 

The  falling  of  a  tear, 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye. 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 

3  Pr^er  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 

That  in&nt  li^  can  try ; 
Prayer,  the  subhmcst  strains  that  reach 
The  Majesty  on  high. 

4  Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice, 

Returning  from  his  ways ; 
While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice. 

And  cry,  *'  Behold,  he  prays !" 
6  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath. 

The  Christian's  native  air, 
His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death : 

He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 
6  O  thou,  by  whom  we  come  to  God, 

The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way! 
The  path  of  prayer  thyself  hast  trod; 

Lord  I  teach  us  how  to  pray. 

1  AT  Q      **  Wherefore  (to  ye  »pend  money  for 
JL  V  J.  O*         that  wfiidi  U  not  breads 

1  In  vain  we  lavish  out  our  lives 

To  gather  empty  wind  ; 
Tlie  choicest  blessings  earth  can  yield 
Will  starve  a  hungry  mind. 

2  But  God  can  every  want  supply. 

And  fill  our  hearts  with  peace : 
Heffives  by  covenant,  and  by  oath, 
l%e  riches  of  his  grace. 

3  Come,  and  he '11  cleanse  oar  spotted  souls. 

And  wash  away  our  stains 


In  that  dear  fountain  which  his  Son 
Poured  from  his  dying  veins. 

4  There  shall  his  sacred  Spirit  dwell. 

And  deep  engrave  his  law ; 
And  every  motion  of  our  souls 
To  swift  obedience  draw. 

5  Thus  will  he  pour  salvation  down, 

And  we  shall  render  praise, — 
We,  the  dear  people  of  his  love, 
And  he,  our  God  of  grace. 

1  (\(X*7    **^  *^  heartUy  as  to  the  Zonf.  amd 
±\JfJ  i  •  not  unto  men.'" 

1  Not  only  when  ascends  the  song. 

And  soundeth  sweet  the  wor^ — 
Not  only  'mid  the  Sabbath  throng. 
Our  souls  would  seek  the  Lord ; 

2  For,  while  we  every  yoke  would  break, 

And  every  captive  free, 
And  every  sluggish  soul  awake, — 
Lord,  we  are  seeking  thee ! 

3  Oh,  mean  may  seem  the  work  we  do, 

And  vile  the  name  we  cam ; 
But  thou,  O  Lord,  dost  search  usthroogL^ 
Our  loyal  hearts  discern. 

4  We  lose,  we  lack,  that  men  may  gain, 

Wo  suflFcr,  and  we  smile : 
But  why  this  joy  amid  the  taan  f 
We  seek  our  Lord  the  while ! 

5  Oh,  every  where,  oh,  every  day, 

Thy  grace  is  still  outpoured ; 

We  work,  we  wait,  we  smile,  we  pray 

Behold,  we  seek  thee,  Loitl  I 

1 190.  **^^  theeUy  had  no  nud  ttfU^  ww.*^  - 

1  Ye  golden  lamps  of  heaven  I  fiueweU,     « 
With  all  your  feeble  light; 
Farewell,  thou  ever-chanffing  moon. 
Pale  empress  of  the  night  i 
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2  And  thou  refulgent  orb  of  day, 
In  brighter  fames  arrayed, 
My  soul,  that  springs  beyond  thy  sphere, 
No  more  demands  thine  aid. 

8  Ye  stars  are  but  the  shining  dust 
Of  my  divine  abode ; 
The  pavement  of  those  heavenly  courts, 
Where  I  shall  reign  with  God. 

4  The  Father  of  eternal  light 

Shall  there  his  beams  display ; 
Nor  shall  one  moment's  darkness  mix 
With  that  unvaried  day. 

5  No  more  the  drops  of  piercing  grief 

Shall  swell  into  my  eyes ; 
Nor  the  meridian  sun  decline 
Amid  those  brighter  skies. 

6  There  all  the  millions  of  his  saints 

Shall  in  one  song  unite. 
And  each  the  bliss  of  all  shall  view. 
With  infinite  delight. 

1199.  ^mfiUaO^ep.- 

1  Behold  the  western  evening  light ! 

It  melts  in  evening  gloom : 
So  calmly  Christians  smk  away, 
Descending  to  the  tomb. 

2  The  winds  breathe  low,  the  withering  leaf 

Scarce  whispers  from  the  tree : 
So  gently  flows  the  parting  breath, 
When  good  men  cease  to  be. 

8  How  beautiful'  on  all  the  hills 
The  crimson  light  is  shed ! 
'T  is  like  the  peace  the  Christian  gives 
To  mourners  round  his  bed. 
4  How  mildly  on  the  wandering  cloud 
The  sunset  beam  is  cast ! 
T  is  like  the  memory  left  behind, 
When  loved  ones  oreathe  their  last 


And  now  above  the  dews  of  night 

The  rising  star  appears ; 
So  faith  spnngs  in  the  heart  of  those 

Whose  eyes  are  bathed  in  tears. 
But  soon  the  morning's  happier  light 

Its  glory  shall  restore. 
And  eyelids  that  arc  sealed  in  death 

Shwl  wake  to  close  no  more. 


**  Caught  up  together  wUh  them  in  th^ 
doudeJ" 


1240. 

1  Hops  of  our  hearts !  O  Lord,  appear, 

Thou  glorious  Star  of  day  I 
Shine  forth,  and  chase  the  dreary  night, 
With  all  our  tears,  away. 

2  Strangers  on  earth,  we  wait  for  thee  : 

Oh,  leave  the  Father's  throne ! 
Come  with  a  shout  of  victory,  Lord, 
And  claim  us  as  thine  own  I 

3  Oh,  bid  the  bright  archangel  then 

The  trump  of  God  prepare, 
To  call  thy  saints,  the  quick,  the  dead, 
To  meet  thee  in  the  air  I 

4  No  resting-place  we  seek  on  earth. 

No  lovehness  wo  see ; 
Our  eye  is  on  the  royal  crown 
Prepared  for  us  and  thee, 

5  But,  oh !  the  thought  of  sharing,  Lord, 

Thy  glorious  throne  above. 
What  is  it  to  the  brighter  hope 
Of  dwelling  in  thy  love  ? 

DoxoLOor. 

Let  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  adored. 
Where  tnere  are  works  to  make 
known, 

Or  saints  to  love  the  Lord  I 
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^  Q 'T     "  /rrt««  mercy  upon  fne,  0  GodT 

1  Turn  not  thy  face  away,  O  Lord ! 

From  them  that  lowly  lie, 
Lamenting  sore  their  sinful  life 

With  tears  and  bitter  cry : 
Thy  meircy-ffate  stands  open  wide 

To  them  uiat  mourn  their  sin ; 
Shut  not  that  gate  against  us,  Lord  I 

But  let  us  enter  in. 

2  Thou  knowest,  Lord,  what  things  be 

And  all  the  things  that  be ; 
Thou  knowest  well  what  is  to  come ; 

There 's  nothing  hid  from  thee : 
So  press  we  to  thy  mercy-gate, 

Where  mercy  aoth  abound, 
Imploring  pardon  for  our  sin 

To  hew  our  deadly  wound. 

"^  0  Lord !  we  need  not  to  repeat 

What  we  do  beg  and  crave; 
For  thou  dost  know,  before  we  ask, 

The  blessing  we  would  have : 
Mercy,  O  Lord !  we  mercy  seek; 

This  is  the  height  and  sum ; 
For  mercy,  Lord,  is  all  our  prayer, 

Oh,  let  thy  mercy  come  1 


••  Renmo  my  hrokmt  ww." 


985. 

1  How  long  the  time  since  Christ  began 

To  call  in  vain  on  me  I 
Deaf  to  his  warning  voice,  T  ran 
Through  paths  of  vanity. 

2  Ue  called  me  when  my  thoughtless  prime 

Was  early  ripe  to  ill ; 
I  passed  from  folly  on  to  crime, 
And  yet  he  called  me  still. 

3  He  called  me  in  the  time  of  dread, 

When  death  was  full  in  view ; 


I  trembled  on  my  feverish  bed, 
And  rose  to  sin  anew 

4  Yet  could  I  hear  him  once  again* 

As  I  have  heard  of  old, 
Methinks  he  should  not  call  m  vain 
His  wanderer  to  the  fold. 

5  O  thou,  who  every  thought  dost  know, 

And  answerest  every  prayer ! 
Try  mo  with  sickness,  want,  or  woe, 
But  snatch  me  frx)m  despair. 

6  My  struggling  will  by  grace  control ; 

Renew  my  broken  vow : 
What  blessed  light  breaks  on  my  soul ! 
My  God !  I  hear  thee  now. 

1  A 1  O    **  According  to  JIU  m«rey  /r«  m^ed  «r.* 

1  Lord,  wo  confess  our  numerous  faults. 

How  great  our  guilt  has  been ; 
Foolish  and  vain  were  all  our  thooghto, 
And  all  our  lives  were  sin. 

2  But,  O  my  soul !  for  ever  praise, 

For  ever  love  his  name. 
Who  turns  thy  feet  from  dangerous  ways 
Of  folly,  sin,  and  shame. 

3  'T  is  not  by  works  of  riffhteousness. 

Which  our  own  hands  have  done ; 
But  we  are  saved  by  sovereign  grace, 
Abounding  through  his  Son. 

4  'T  is  from  the  mercy  of  our  God, 

That  all  our  hopes  beffin ; 
'T  is  by  the  water,  and  the  blood, 
Our  souls  are  washed  frx)m  sin. 

5  'T  is  through  the  purchase  of  his  death 

Who  hung  upon  the  tree, 
The  Spirit  is  sent  down  to  breathe 
On  such  diT  bones  as  we. 

6  Raised  frx)m  the  dead,  we  live  anew ; 

And,  iustified  by  grace. 
We  shall  appear  in  glory,  t00| 
And  see  our  Fathei's  fSEtce. 
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lie  bids  the  monming  heart  partake 
Tlie  pardon  it  implores. 

4  Oh,  while  I  breathe  to  thee,  my  Lord, 

The  deep,  repentant  sigh, 
Confirm  the  kind,  forgiving  word, 
With  pity  in  thine  eye  I 

5  Then  shall  the  mourner  at  thy  feet 

Rejoice  to  seek  thy  face ; 
And,  grateful,  own  how  kind,  how  sweet 
Thy  condescending  grace ! 

ai  T     **0?u  thai  I  tcere  as  in  moiUht  pattP^ 
U  JL  I  .  Job  20 :  2. 

1  Sweet  was  the  time  when  first  I  felt 

The  Saviour's  pardoning  blood 
Applied  to  cleanse  my  soul  from  guilt, 
And  bring  me  home  to  God. 

2  Soon  as  the  mom  the  light  revealed. 

His  praises  tuned  my  tongue ; 
And,  when  the  evening  shade  prevailed, 
His  love  was  all  my  song. 

3  In  prayer,  my  soul  drew  near  the  Lord, 

And  saw  his  glory  shine ; 
And  when  I  read  his  holy  word, 
I  called  each  promise  mine. 

4  But  now,  when  evening  shade  prevails, 

My  soul  in  darkness  mourns ; 
And  when  the  mom  the  light  reveals, 
No  light  to  me  returns. 

5  Rise,  Saviour !  help  me  to  prevail. 

And  make  my  soul  thy  care ; 
I  know  thy  mercy  can  not  fkil ; 
Let  me  that  mercy  share. 

DOXOLOOT. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

One  God,  wliom  we  adore, 
Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now, 

And  d;x«\V\^  ^N^nciKStAX 


1  rt  ^  n     "77*i«  do  in  remembrance  of  Me,"^ 
±\jO\Jm  Luke  22:  10. 

1  According  to  thy  gracious  word, 

In  meek  humility. 
This  will  I  do,  my  dying  Lord ! 
I  will  remember  thee. 

2  Thy  body,  broken  for  my  sake. 

My  bread  from  heaven  shall  be; 
Thy  testamental  cup  I  take. 
And  thus  remember  thee. 

3  Gcthsemane  can  I  forget  ? 

Or  there  thy  conflict  see. 
Thine  agony  and  bloody  sweat — 
And  not  remember  thee  ? 

4  When  to  the  cross  I  turn  my  eyes. 

And  rest  on  Calvary, 
O  Lamb  of  God  I  my  Sacrifice, 
I  must  remember  thee ! 

5  Remember  thee,  and  all  thy  pains, 

And  all  thy  love  to  me — 
Yea,  while  a  breath,  a  pulse  remains. 
Will  I  remember  thee ! 

6  And  when  these  failing  lips  grow  dumb. 

And  mind  and  memory  flee, 
When  thou  shalt  in  thy  kingdom  come, 
Jesus,  remember  me  I 


*I  abhor  myeelft  and  repent  in  duet 
and  aehes.^ 


608. 

1  Dear  Saviour,  when  my  thoughts  recall 

The  wonders  of  thy  grace. 
Low  at  thy  feet,  ashamed,  I  fall. 
And  hide  this  wretched  face. 

2  Shall  love  like  thine  be  thus  repaid  ? 

Ah,  vile,  ungrateful  heart ! 
By  eajrih's  low  cares  so  oft  betrayed 
From  Jesus  to  depart 

3  But  he,  for  his  own  mercy's  sake, 

My  wandering  soul  restores ; 
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Psalm  108. 

1  My  soul,  repeat  his  praise, 

Whose  mercies  are  so  great ; 
Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2  God  will  not  always  chide ; 

And  when  his  wrath  is  felt, 
Its  strokes  are  fewer  than  our  crimes, 
And  lighter  than  our  goilt 

8  His  power  subdaes  our  sins, 
And  lus  forgiving  love. 
Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 

4  High  as  the  heavens  are  raised 
Above  the  ground  we  tread. 
So  far  the  riches  of  his  grace 
Our  highest  thoughts  exceed. 


7)i«  JMU  dbov6  JTaiure^Tmlm  19. 


481. 

1  Bbhold,  the  morning  sun 

Begins  his  glorious  way ; 
His  beams  through  all  the  nations  run, 
And  life  and  light  convey. 

2  But  where  the  Gk>spel  comes, 

It  spreads  diviner  light ; 
It  calls  dead  sinners  from  their  tombs, 
And  gives  the  blind  their  sight 

8  Thy  laws  are  just  and  pure. 
Thy  truth  without  deceit ; 
Thy  promises  for  ever  sure, 
And  thy  rewards  are  great. 

4  My  gracious  God,  how  plain 
Are  thy  directions  ^ven  I 
Oh,  mav  I  never  read  in  vain, 
But  nnd  the  path  to  heaven  I 


AQO        *'7%s  law  fifths  Lord  Upe9f«ei* 

1  How  perfect  is  thy  word. 

And  all  thy  judgments  just ; 
For  ever  sure  fliy  promise,  Lord, 
And  men  securely  trust 

2  I  hear  thy  word  with  love, 

And  I  would  fain  obey ; 
Send  thy  good  Spirit  from  above, 
To  guide  me,  lest  I  stray. 

3  Warn  me  of  every  sin ; 

Forgive  my  secret  faults ; 
And  cleanse  this  guilty  soul  of  mine^ 
Whose  crimes  exceed  my  thoaghta. 

4  While,  with  my  heart  and  tongue, 

I  spread  thy  praise  abroad ; 
Accept  the  worship  and  the  son^ 
My  Saviour  and  my  God. 

535.        **So  run  ikat  ye  may  obtaiiC* 

1  Mr  soul,  it  is  thy  God 

Who  calls  thee  by  his  grace ; 
Now  loose  thee  frx)m  each  cumbering  I 
And  bend  thee  to  the  race. 

2  Make  thy  salvation  sure ; 

AU  sloth  and  slumber  shun ; 
Nor  dare  a  moment  rest  secure, 
Till  thou  the  goal  hast  won. 

3  Thy  crown  of  life  hold  &st ; 

Thy  heart  with  courage  stay ; 
Nor  let  one  trembling  glance  be  cast 
Along  the  backwara  way. 

4  Thyjpath  ascends  the  skies, 

With  conquering  footsteps  bright; 
And  thou  shalt  win  and  wear  the  pnm^ 
In  everlasting  lig^t 
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K^O        Joy  over  the  rttuming  ProdigaL 
OkJLd.  '  Luke  15: 7. 

1  Uark  !  through  the  courts  of  heaven 

Angelic  voices  sound : 
He  that  was  dead  now  lives  again  ; 
He  that  was  lost  is  found. 

2  God  of  unfailing  grace, 

Send  down  thy  Spirit  now ; 
Oh,  raise  the  lowly  soul  to  hope, 
And  make  the  lofty  bow. 

3  In  countries  f3ar  from  home, 

On  earthly  husks  who  feed, 
Back  to  their  Father's  house,  O  Lord, 
Their  wandering  footsteps  lead. 

4  Then  at  each  soul's  return, 

The  heavenly  harp  shall  sound  : 
He  that  was  dead  now  lives  again  ; 
He  that  was  lost  is  found ! 


645.  <'^  ^^  ^^  ***  '^' 

1  My  God,  my  Life,  my  Love, 

To  thee,  to  thee  I  call ; 
I  can  not  live  if  thou  remove, 
For  thou  art  all  in  all. 

2  To  thee,  and  thee  alone. 

The  angels  owe  their  bliss : 
They  sit  around  thy  gracious  throne. 
And  dwell  where  Jesus  is. 

8  Not  all  the  harps  above 

Can  make  a  heavenly  place, 
If  God  his  residence  remove, 
Or  but  conceal  his  hoe. 


4  Nor  earth,  nor  all  the  sky, 

Can  one  delight  afford — 
No,  not  a  drop  of  real  joy — 
Without  thy  presence.  Lord. 

5  Thou  art  the  sea  of  love. 

Where  all  my  pleasures  roll ; 
The  circle  where  my  passions  move, 
And  center  of  my  soul. 


ITaving  aU  in  CArML— Psalm  81. 


762. 

1  My  spint  on  thy  care. 

Blest  Saviour,  I  recline ; 
Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  to  despair. 
For  thou  art  love  divine. 

2  In  thee  I  place  my  trust ; 

On  thee  I  calmly  rest : 
I  know  thee  good,  I  know  thee  just. 
And  count  thy  choice  the  best. 

3  Whatever  events  betide. 

Thy  will  they  all  perform  ; 
Safe  in  thy  breast  my  head  I  hide. 
Nor  fear  the  coming  storm. 

4  Let  good  or  ill  be&ll. 

It  must  be  good  for  me,— 
Secure  of  havmg  thee  in  all, 
Of  having  all  in  thee. 

DOXOLOOT. 

Thb  Father  and  the  Son, 
And  Spirit  we  adore ; 
We  praise,  we  bless,  we  worship  thee^ 
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m**J70  AoA  not  dsaU  wUh  tu  afUr  cwr  Htu.'^ 
Psalm  108. 

1  My  soul,  repeat  his  praise, 

Whose  mercies  are  so  great; 
Whose  anger  is  so  slow  to  rise, 
So  ready  to  abate. 

2  God  will  not  always  chide ; 

And  when  his  wrath  is  felt, 
Its  strokes  are  fewer  than  our  crimes, 
And  lighter  than  our  goilt 

8  His  power  subdues  our  sins, 
And  hb  forgiving  love, 
Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west 
Doth  all  oar  guilt  remove. 
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1  IIow  perfiw 

AndalH 

For  ever  so 

And  me: 

2  I  hear  thy  * . 

And  I  V    -  ' 
Send  thy  i  -   "" 
To  gold      ^ 

3  Warn  me 

Forffivc. 
And  cTeas  "•» 
Whose  " 

4  While,  w?  : ,.  ^ 
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kth  an  undisputed  right 
overn  mo  and  mine. 

e  Lord — who  gives  me  all, 
wealth,  my  friends,  my  ease ; 
f  hiB  bounties  may  recall 
latevcr  part  ho  please. 

Jie  Lord,  my  covenant  God, — 
irice  blessed  be  his  name, — 
jse gracious  promise,  sealed  with  blood 
(uBt  over  bo  the  same. 

1 1,  with  hopes  so  firmly  built. 
Be  Bullen,  or  repine  ? 
o :  gracious  God !  take  what  thou  wilt: 
To  thee  I  all  resign. 


Ths  hidden  Lift  of  the  Christian. 


1  Oh,  happy  soul,  that  lives  on  high, 

"While  men  lie  groveling  here! 
His  hopes  aro  fixed  above  the  sky. 
And  fiaith  forbids  liis  fear. 

2  His  conscience  knows  no  secret  stings, 

While  peace  and  joy  combine 
To  form  a  life,  whose  holy  springs 
Are  hidden  and  divine. 

3  He  waits  in  secret  on  his  God ; 

His  God  in  secret  sees : 
Let  earth  be  all  in  arms  abroad ; 
Ho  dwells  in  heavenly  peace. 

4  His  pleasures  rise  from  things  unseen, 

Beyond  this  world  of  time, 
"Where  neither  eyes  nor  cars  have  bcfp. 
Nor  thoughts  of  mortals  climb. 

5  Ho  wants  no  pomp  nor  royal  throne 

To  raise  his  honor  here : 
Content  and  pleased  to  live  unknown, 
Till  Christ  his  life  a^j^jesx. 


/c'^^*^ 
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0 0  X  ,  ''Draw  1M,  €Mui  tea  «riM  rt»»  rr/r«r  3%««.^ 

1  Along  my  earthly  way, 

How  many  clouds  aro  spread ! 
Darkness,  with  scarce  one  cheerful  ray, 
Seems  gathering  o'er  my  head. 

2  Yet,  Father,  thou  art  Love ; 

Oh,  hide  not  from  my  view  I 
But  when  I  look,  in  prayer,  above, 
Appear  in  mercy  through ! 

8  My  pathway  is  not  hid ; 

Thou  knowest  all  my  need ; 

And  I  would  do  as  Israel  did, — 

Follow  where  thou  wilt  leatL 

4  Lead  me,  and  then  my  feet 

Shall  never,  never  stray ; 
But  safely  I  shall  reach  the  seat 
Of  happiness  and  day. 

5  And,  oh !  from  that  bright  throne 

I  shall  look  back,  and  see, — 
Thepath  I  went,  and  that  alone 
Was  the  right  path  for  me. 


*^L«t  iKU  mind  h^  in  you,  wMrh  va%  alto 
i»  C^ritt  Jmm^ 


803. 

1  Oh,  arm  mo  with  the  mind. 

Saviour,  that  was  in  thee  I 
And  let  my  fervid  zeal  bo  joined 
With  perfect  charity. 

2  Control  my  every  thought ; 

And  all  my  sin  remove ; 
Let  all  my  works  in  thee  be  wrought; 
Let  all  be  wrought  in  love. 

S  Lord,  do  not  let  me  trust 
In  any  arm  bat  thine  I 
Humble,  oh  I  humble  to  the  duft 
This  Btubbom  soul  of  mine. 


4  IIclp  mc  to  love  like  thee, 

In  nil  tliy  footsteps  tread : 
Tliou  hatcst  all  iniquity. 

But  nothing  thou  hast  made. 

5  Oh,  may  I  learn  tlie  art 

\Vith  meekness  to  reprove; 
To  hate  the  sin  with  all  my  hearty 
But  still  the  sinner  love  1 


CaU  to  RmimDol  </  OovmtmL 


831. 

1  Come,  ye  that  fear  the  Lord, 

And  love  him  while  ye  fear; 
Come,  and  with  heart  and  hand  record 
Your  vow  and  covenant  here. 

2  Here  to  his  altar  brought, 

Your  holy  vows  renew, 
To  be,  in  word,  and  deed,  and  thoiigbt» 
Faithful  to  him  and  true. 

3  And  true  and  &ithiul  he 

To  you  will  ever  prove, 
Though  hills  were  swept  into  the  sea, 
And  mountains  should  remove. 

4  Then  be  his  law  our  choice, 

The  joy  of  young  and  old. 
As  sheep  that  hear  their  shepherd's  Toioc^ 
And  follow  to  the  fold. 

6  So  shall  his  staff  and  rod 
Conduct  us  and  defend : 
God  is  a  covenant-keeping  God, 
And  loves  unto  the  end. 


Doing  att  IMn^  to  GodP%  Olor^ 


876. 

1  Tbaoh  me,  my  God  and  King^ 
In  all  thinsn  thee  to  see ; 
And  what  I  do  in  any  thinA 
To  do  it  as  for  thee  I 
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2  Good,  overlasting  good — 

Glad  tidings,  Sill  of  joy, 
Flow  from  thy  lips,  the  lips  of  truth, 
And  flow  without  alloy. 

3  The  broken  heart,  the  poor, 

The  bruised,  the  deaf,  the  blind. 
The  dumb,  the  dead,  the  captive  wretch. 
In  thee  compassion  find. 

4  Lord  Jesus !  speed  the  day — 

The  promised  day  of  mce — 
To  all  the  poor,  the  dun]^,  the  deaf, 
The  dead  of  Adam's  race. 


DOXOLOOT. 

Thb  Father  and  the  Son 

And  Spirit  we  adore ; 
We  praise,  we  bless,  we  worship  thee^ 

Both  now  and  evermore ! 


8  To  scorn  the  senses'  sway. 
While  still  to  thee  I  tend ; 
In  all  I  do,  be  thou  the  way, 
In  all,  be  thou  the  end. 

8  All  may  of  thee  partake ; 
Nothing  so  small  can  be 
But  draws,  when  acted  for  thy  sake, 
Greatness  and  worth  from  tiiee. 

4  If  done  beneath  thy  laws, 
Ev'n  servile  labors  shine ; 
Hallowed  is  toil,  if  this  the  cause ; 
The  meanest  work,  divine. 


•*  Good  tidinfft  of  ffrsai  /oy/ 


1093 

1  Saviour!  what  gracious  words 
Are  ever,  ever  thine  I 
Thy  voice  is  music  to  the  soul. 
And  life  and  peace  divine. 
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1  Q  ^    **  Who  hath  knofon  ih^  mind  of  ihs  Lord  T 
lOOm  Job  11:  7,  8. 

1  What  finite  power,  with  ceaseless  toil, 

Can  fathom  the  eternal  Mind  ? 
Or  who  th*  almighty  Three  in  One, 
By  searching,  to  perfection  find  ? 

2  Angels  and  men  in  vain  may  raise, 

Harmonious,  their  adoring  songs : 
The  laboring   thought  sinks  down  op- 


And  praises  die  upon  their  tongues. 

3  Yet  would  I  lift  my  trembling  voice, 

A  portion  of  his  ways  to  sing; 
And,  mingling  with  his  meanest  works, 
My  humble,  grateful  tribute  bring. 

^q4:.         ^^  MjfiUry  of  Providence. 

1  Lord,  how  mysterious  arc  thy  ways ! 
How  blind  are  we  !  how  mean  our  praise ! 
Thy  steps  can  mortal  eyes  explore  ? 

'T  is  ours  to  wonder  and  adore. 

2  Thy  deep  decrees  from  our  dim  sight 
Are  hid  m  shades  of  awful  night ; 
Amid  the  lines,  with  curious  eye, 
Not  angel  minds  presume  to  pry. 

8  Great  God  1  I  would  not  ask  to  see 
What  in  my  coming  life  shall  be ; 
Enough  for  me  if  love  divine. 
At  length,  thro'  every  cloud  shall  shine. 

4  Are  darkness  and  distress  my  share  ? 
Then  let  me  trust  thy  guardian  care; 
If  light  and  bliss  attend  my  days, 
Then  let  my  future  hours  be  praise. 

5  Tet  this  my  soul  desires  to  know, 
Be  this  my  only  wish  below. 

That  Christ  be  mine ; — ^this  creat  request 
Grant,  bounteous  God,  and  x  am  blest ! 


540.  O^  ^^^  needfuL 

1  Why  will  ye  waste  on  trifling  cares 
That  life  which  God*s  compassion  spares  f 
While,  in  the  various  range  of  thought. 
The  one  thing  needful  is  forgot, 

2  Shall  God  invito  vou  firom  above? 
Shall  Jesus  urge  nis  dying  lovcf 
Shall  troubled  conscience  give  you  pain 
And  all  these  pleas  unite  in  vain  ? 

3  Not  so  your  eyes  will  always  view 
Those  objects  which  you  now  pursue : 
Not  so  will  heaven  and  hell  appear, 
AVhen  death's  decisive  hour  is  near. 

4  Almighty  God!  thy  grace  impart; 
Fix  deep  conviction  on  each  Heart ; 
Nor  let  us  waste  on  trifling  cares 

That  life  which  thy  compassion  sparcs-^^^ 


Th»  Hiding  of  Ood^t  OounUnane^ 
Faalm  IS. 


619. 

1  How  long,  O  Lord,  shall  I  complain, 
Like  one  who  seeks  his  God  in  vain  ? 
Still  shall  my  soul  thine  absence  mour  - 
And  still  despair  of  thy  return  f 

2  Hear,  Lord  1  and  grant  me  quick  relief 
■  Before  my  death  conclude  my  CTicf : 

If  thou  withhold  thy  heavenly  light, 
I  sleep  in  everlasting  night 

3  How  will  the  powers  of  darkness 
If  but  one  praying  soul  be  lost! 
But  I  have  trusted  in  thy  grace, 
And  shall  again  behold  thy  &cc. 

4  Whate'er  my  fears  or  foes  suggest, 
Thou  art  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  rest 
My  heart  shall  feel  thy  love,  and 
My  cheerful  voice  to  songs  of  praise. 
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1  4-4-     ^^*  -»«m«y.  and  Jtfhn**  MortalUy, 

1  Theouoh  every  age,  eternal  God, 
Thou  art  our  rest,  our  safe  abode : 
High  was  thy  throne   ere  heaven  was 

made, 
Or  earth  thy  humble  footstool  laid. 

2  Long  hadst  thpu  reigned  ere  time  began, 
Or  dust  was  &»hioned  into  man ; 

And  long  thy  kingdom  shall  endure, 
When  c^lh  and  tmie  shall  be  no  more. 

8  But  man,  weak  man,  is  born  to  die, 
Made  up  of  ffuilt  and  vanity : 
Thy  dreadfulsentence.  Lord,  was  just — 

**  Return,  ye  sinners,  to  your  dust" 

4  Death,  like  an  overflowing  stream, 
Sweeps  us  away  :  our  life  s  a  dream — 
An  empty  tale — a  morning  flower. 
Out  down  and  withered  in  an  hour ! 

5  Teach  us,  0  Lord,  how  frail  is  man ; 
And  kindly  lengthen  out  our  span. 
Till,  by  thy  grace,  we  all  may  oe 
Prepared  to  die,  and  dwell  with  thee. 


Hope  through  the  Sorrtnot  of  Chriit, 
FttUm  69. 


310. 

1  Dxsp  in  our  hearts  let  us  record 
The  deeper  sorrows  of  our  Lord ; 
Behold  the  rising  billows  roll, 
To  overwhelm  his  holy  soul  I 

2  Yet,  gracious  God,  thy  power  and  love 
Have  made  the  curse  a  blessing  prove : 
Those  dreadful  suflferinss  of  thy  Son 
Atoned  for  crimes  whidi  we  had  done. 

S  Oh,  for  his  sake,  our  guilt  fomve, 
And  let  the  mourning  sinner  live ! 
Hie  Lord  will  hear  us  in  his  namcy 
Nor  ahall  oar  hope  be  turned  to  shame. 
22 


K QQ      ••  Out  m6  not  av>ayfrom  Thy  prdien4§.* 

1  Oh,  turn,  great  Ruler  of  the  skies  I 
Turn  from  my  sin  thy  searching  eyes; 
Nor  let  th'  offenses  of  my  hand 
Within  thy  book  recorded  stand. 

2  Give  me  a  will  to  thine  subdued,-* 
A  conscience  pure,  a  soul  renewed ; 
Nor  let  me,  wrapt  in  endless  gloom, 
An  outcast  from  thy  presence  roam. 

3  Oh,  let  thy  Spirit  to  my  heart 

Once  more  its  quickening  aid  impart ; 
My  mind  from  every  fear  release. 
And  soothe  my  troubled  thoughts  to 
peace. 

1  1  ^  O    **  Lord^  mate  me  to  know  the  meaaure 
JLJLXjAi*       of  my  dayeT—FBalm  89. 

1  Almighty  Maker  of  my  frame. 

Teach  me  the  measure  of  my  days ; 
Teach  me  to  know  how  frail  I  am. 
And  spend  the  remnant  to  thy  praise.. 

2  My  days  are  shorter  than  a  span, 

A  little  point  my  life  appears ; 
How  frail  at  best  is  dying  man  I 

How  vain  are  all  his  hopes  and  fears  I 

3  Oh,  spare  me,  and  my  strength  restore. 

Ere  my  few  hasty  minutes  flee  I 
And  when  my  days  on  earth  are  o'er, 
Let  me  for  ever  dwell  with  thee. 

4  Oh,  be  that  noble  portion  mine  I 

My  God,  I  bow  before  thy  throne ;. 
Earth's  fleeting  treasures  I  resign, 
And  fix  my  nopes  on  thee  alone. 

DOXOLOOT. 

PRAisBGodyfirom  whom  all  blessingsflowl 
Praise  him,  all  extt^g^m  below  I 
Praise  him  tbof^^jj^^^^f  host ! 
Praise  ¥^t}i^^^  '«^^ 
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OQO    "7b  heaven  I  lift  my  uaUing  §yu,^ 
^iO^im  Psalm  121. 

1  To  heaven  I  lift  my  waiting  eyes: 

There  all  my  hopes  are  laid ; 
The  Lord  that  built  the  earth  and  skies 
Is  my  perpetual  aid. 

2  Their  steadfast  feet  shall  never  &11 

Whom  he  designs  to  keep ; 
His  ear  attends  the  softest  call, 
His  eyes  can  never  sleep. 

3  Israel,  rejoice,  and  rest  secure ; 

Thy  keeper  is  the  Lord : 
His  wakeful  eyes  employ  his  power 
For  thine  eternal  guard. 

4  He  guards  thy  soul,  he  keeps  thy  breath, 

Where  thickest  dangers  come; 

Go  and  return,  secure  from  death, 

Till  God  commands  thee  home. 


**Ohfor  a  lofolj/t  contrite  htartT* 


577. 

1  Oh  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God ! 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free ; 
A  heart  that 's  sprinkled  with  the  Uood 
So  freely  shed  for  me ; — 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 

My  dear  Redeemer's  throne ; 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

3  Oh  for  a  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean ; 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  him  that  dwells  within ! 

4  Tliy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart ; 

Come  quickly  from  above ; 
Write  thy  new  name  upon  my  heart. 
Thy  new,  best  name  of  Love. 

689.  ^A'^  ^<*^i>^  Unu^—l  Pater  1:  & 

1  JsBUB,  these  eyes  have  never  seen 
That  ndiuit  foim  of  thine! 


The  vail  of  sense  hangs  dark  between 
Thy  blessed  face  and  mine ! 

2  I  see  thee  not,  I  hear  thee  not. 

Yet  art  thou  oft  with  mc ; 
And  earth  hath  ne'er  so  dear  a  spot, 
As  where  I  meet  with  thee. 

3  Like  some  bright  dream  that  comes  lOr 

sought. 
When  slumbers  o'er  me  roll, 
Thine  image  ever  fills  my  thought, 
And  charms  my  ravished  soul. 

4  Yet  though  I  have  not  seen,  and  still 

Must  rest  in  iaith  alone ; 
I  love  thee,  dearest  Lord ! — and  will, 
Unseen,  but  not  Unknown. 

5  When  death  these  mortal  eyes  shall  sal, 

And  still  this  throbbing  heart. 
The  rending  vail  shall  theo  reveal. 
All  glorious  as  thou  art ! 

6 9 6*      loving  Obedience  to  OkrieL 

1  I  WOULD  not  wish  to  dwell  on  earth. 

Though  earth  were  all  my  own. 
And  mortal  men  should  homage  yield 
To  me,  and  me  alone. 

2  I  would  not  wish  in  heaven  to  dwell. 

And  like  a  seraph  shine ; 
Though  bliss  is  there,  without  a  tear. 
And  all  that  bliss  were  mine 

3  But  I  would  dwell  where  most  I  may 

Fulfill  my  Saviour's  will ; 
My  only  wish,  in  life,  in  death. 
To  glorify  him  still. 

4  While  action  may  his  praiso  reveal, 

My  cheerful  act  I  'd  pay ; 
When  suffering  best  may  please  my  Lore 
By  suffering  I  'd  obey. 

It  is  not  place-^abovei  below — 
my  heaven  can  be ; 


NEW   SABBATH   HYMN  AND  TUNE   BOOK. 
WARWICK     C.  M. 


339 


JlJ   J\f 


^ 


^ 


t;^^^ 


22: 


21 


r"r~rTrr7V 


^ 


i 


$ 


<t)fe- 


-p  p 


F^r-Fhf 


r'r  r 


r 


i#i  jiJj'Q 


$ 


^^ 


fF'''"r'i'   r'f 


T 


i 


P 


To  live  for  him  who  died  for  man — 
Oh,  that  is  life  to  mo ! 

4:3ii.  *"  EUct,  predcutr 

1  Jesus  !  I  love  thy  channing  name ; 

'T  is  music  to  mine  car : 
Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so  loud, 
Tliat  earth  and  heaven  should  hear. 

2  All  that  my  loftiest  powers  can  wish, 

In  thee  doth  richly  meet; 
Not  to  mine  eyes  is  light  so  dear, 

Nor  friendship  half  so  sweet 
S  Thy  grace  still  dwells  upon  my  heart, 

And  sheds  its  fragrance  there — 
The  noblest  balm  of  all  my  wounds, 

The  cordial  of  my  care. 
4  I  '11  speak  the  honors  of  thy  name 

With  my  last  laboring  breath ; 
Then,  speechless,  clasp  thee  in  mine  arms, 

The  Conqueror  of  death. 

707.  Living  with  ChHtL 

1  Oh,  could  I  find,  from  day  to  day, 

A  nearness  to  my  God ! 
Then  should  my  hours  glide  sweet  away. 
While  leaning  on  his  word. 

2  Lord,  I  desire  with  thee  to  live 

Anew  from  day  to  day ; 
In  joys  the  world  can  never  give, 
Nor  ever  take  away. 

3  Blest  Jesus !  come  and  rule  my  heart, 

And  make  me  wholly  thine. 
That  I  may  never  more  depart, 
Nor  grieve  thy  love  divine. 

4  Thus,  till  my  last,  expiring  breath, 

Thy  goodness  I  '11  adore ; 
And  when  my  frame  dissolves  in  death, 
Hy  soal  shall  love  thee  more. 


hrhrf\    **  Lard,  I  lelUrc ;  help  77t(m  mina  wibtUfC* 
i    i\f,  Mark  9:  2t 

1  Lord,  I  believe ;  thy  power  I  own, 

Thy  word  I  would  obey ; 
I  wander  comfortless  and  lone, 
When  from  thy  truth  I  stray. 

2  Lord,  I  believe ;  but  gloomy  fears 

Sometimes  bedim  my  sight ; 
I  look  to  thee  with  prayers  and  tears, 
And  cry  for  strength  and  light. 

3  Lord,  I  believe ;  but  oft,  I  know. 

My  fiuth  is  cold  and  weak ; 
My  weakness  strengthen,  and  bestow 
The  confidence  I  seek  I 

4  Yes !  I  believe ;  and  only  thou 

Canst  give  my  soul  relief: 
Lord !  to  thy  truth  my  spirit  bow ; 
**  Help  thou  mine  unbelief!" 


**0  lord,  truly  lam  Thy  tervant,'* 


1098. 

1  Oh,  not  to  fill  the  mouth  of  fiimo 

My  longing  soul  is  stirred : 

Oh,  give  me  a  diviner  name ! 

Call  me  thy  servant,  Lord ! 

2  No  longer  would  my  soul  be  known 

As  uncontrolled  and  free ; 
Oh,  not  mine  own,  oh,  not  mine  own  I 
Lord,  I  belong  to  thee  I 

3  Thy  servant, — me  thy  servant  choose ; 

Naught  of  thy  claim  abate ! 
The  glorious  name  I  would  not  lose, 
Nor  change  the  sweet  estate. 

4  In  life,  in  death,  on  eailii,  i 

This  is  the  name  fbor  ] 
The  same  sweet  style  1 
Through  all  r 
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I  i^«  **Jfyaa/ 1  can  not  MveJ^ 

1  Thou  seest  my  feebleness, 

Jesus,  be  thou  my  power, — 
My  help  and  refage  in  distress, 
My  fortress  and  my  tower. 

2  Give  me  to  trust  in  thee ; 

Be  thou  my  sure  abode : 
My  horn,  and  rock,  and  buckler  bo, 
My  Saviour  and  my  God. 

3  Myself  I  can  not  save. 

Myself  I  can  not  keep; 
But  strength  in  thee  I  surely  have. 
Whose  eyelids  never  sleep. 

4  My  soul  to  thee  alone. 

Now,  therefore,  I  commend  : 
Lord  Jesus,  love  me  as  thine  own, 
And  love  me  to  the  end. 

O^Vm        ^««<  in  God.—Qen.  8:  9. 

1  Oh,  cease,  my  wandering  soul. 

On  restless  wing  to  roam ; 
All  this  wide  world,  to  either  pole, 
Hath  not  for  thee  a  home. 

2  Behold  the  ark  of  God ! 

Behold  the  open  door ! 
Oh,  haste  to  gam  that  dear  abode, 
And  rove,  my  soul,  no  more. 

3  There  safe  thou  shalt  abide, 

There  sweet  shall  be  thy  rest, 
And  every  longing  satisfied. 
With  full  salvaton  blest 

563. 

1  Ah  !  what  avails  my  strife. 
My  wandering  to  and  fro  f 
Thou  hast  the  woids  of  endless  life ; 
Ah!  whither  should  I  go  i 


"Xorc^i  to  vthom  thaU  we  ffof* 
John  6:  6S. 


2  Thy  condescending  grace 

To  me  did  freely  move ; 
It  calls  me  still  to  seek  thy  fiu^e. 
And  stoops  to  a^  my  love. 

3  My  worthless  heart  to  gain, 

The  God  of  all  that  breathe, 
Was  found  in  fashion  as  a  man, 
And  died  a  cursed  deatih. 

4  And  can  I  yet  delay 

MyliUlealltogivef 
To  tear  my  soul  from  earth  away. 
For  Jesus  to  receive  f 

5  Ah !  no :  I  all  forsake^ 

My  all  to  thee  resign  : 
Gracious  Redeemer,  take,  oh,  take. 
And  seal  me  ever  thine  1 

496.     ^'WhsretkaUretibsjbfmdr 

1  Oh,  whore  shall  rest  be  found — 

Rest  for  the  weary  soul? 
T  were  vain  the  ocean  depths  to  80UEZ-«n< 
Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 

2  The  world  can  never  give 

The  bliss  for  which  we'  sigh : 
Tis  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live^ 
Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

3  Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 

There  is  a  life  above, 
Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  yean; 
And  all  that  life  is  love. 


4  There  is  a  death ^ 

Outlasts  the  fleeting  brea— . 
Oh,  what  eternal  horrors  hang 
Around  the  second  death  I 

5  Lord  God  of  troth  and  grace, 

Teach  ua  that  death  to  ahon ; 
Lest  we  be  banuhed  ftom  thy  &oe^ 
And  evermore  undone. 
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Q^^,  **A  broken  heart  Tfutu  vAU  not  despUe.^ 

1  Still  wilt  thou^  Lord,  bo  found  ? 
And  may  I  still  draw  near  ? 
Then  listen  to  the  plaintive  sound — 
A  sinner's  earnest  prayer. 
3  Jesus,  thine  aid  afford. 

For  still  the  same  thou  art ; 
To  thee  I  look,  to  thee,  my  Lord, 
Lift  up  a  helpless  heart. 

3  Though  late,  I  all  forsake ; 

My  friends,  my  life  resign : 
Gracious  Redeemer,  take,  oh,  take, 
And  seal  me  ever  thine  I 

4  O  my  offended  Lord ! 

Restore  my  inward  peace  : 
I  know  thou  canst; — pronounce  the  word. 
And  bid  the  tempest  cease. 

5  I  yield  to  thy  control ; 

Thou  my  Redeemer  art : 
Enter  and  calm  my  troubled  soul. 
And  soothe  my  bleeding  heart 

BOYLSTON.    S.M. 


'Our  day  are  as  an  kand^ntadth/* 


IIGO. 

1  My  few  revolving  years, 

How  swift  they  glide  away ! 
Uow  short  the  term  of  life  appears, 
When  past — but  as  a  day  I — 

2  A  dark  and  cloudy  day. 

Made  up  of  ^ef  and  sin ; 
A  host  of  enemies  without| 
Of  guilty  fears  within. 

3  Lord,  through  another  year, 

If  thou  permit  my  stay. 
With  watchful  care  may  I  pursue 
The  true  and  living  way !         * 

DOXOLOOY. 

The  Father  and  the  Son 

And  Spirit  wo  adore ; 
Wo  praise,  wo  bless,  wo  worship  thcc, 

Both  now  and  evermore ! 
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tWL  O  •    J^rayer  in  extreme  I>UtreM.—VtaAm  102. 

1  Hear  me,  O  God,  nor  hide  thy  face, 

But  answer,  lest  I  die ! 
Hast  thou  not  built  a  throne  of  grace, 
To  hear  when  sinners  cry  ? 

2  As  on  some  lonely  building's  top 

The  sparrow  tells  her  moan, 
Far  from  the  tents  of  joy  and  hope, 
I  sit  and  grieve  alone. 

3  But  thou  ibr  ever  art  the  same, 

O  my  Eternal  God  ! 
Ages  to  come  shall  know  thy  name, 
And  spread  thy  works  abroad. 

4  Thou  wilt  arise,  and  show  thy  face, 

Ifor  will  my  Lord  delay. 
Beyond  th'  appointed  hour  of  grace. 
That  long  expected  day. 

5  Ho  hears  his  saints  he  knows  their  cry ; 

And  by  mysterious  ways 
Redeems  the  prisoners  doomed  to  die. 
And  fills  their  tongues  with  praise. 


Wa/nderingB  from  God. 


630. 

1  How  oft,  alas !  this  wretched  heart 

Has  wandered  from  the  Lord ! 
How  oft  my  roving  thoughts  depart, 
Forgetful  of  his  word ! 

2  Yet  sovereign  mercy  calls — "  Return !" 

Dear  Lord,  and  may  I  come  ? 
My  vile  ingratitude  I  mourn  : 
Oh,  take  the  wanderer  home ! 

3  And  canst  thou, — wilt  thou  yet  forgive. 

And  bid  my  crimes  remove  ? 
And  shall  a  pardoned  rebel  live. 
To  speak  thy  wondrous  love  ? 

4  Almighty  grace,  thy  healing  power, 

How  glorious,  how  divine! 
That  can  to  life  and  bliss  restore 
A  heart  so  vile  as  mine. 


-r 

5  Thy  pardoning  love,  so  free,  so  sweet, 
Dear  Saviour,  I  adore ; 
Oh,  keep  me  at  thy  sacred  feet,        • 
And  let  me  rove  no  more  I 

74:0«  ^^  Shadov)  oftk6  Crott. 

1  Oppressed  with  noon-day's  scorching  heaV 

To  yonder  cross  I  flee ; 
Beneath  its  shelter  take  my  seat : 
No  shade  like  this  for  me ! 

2  Beneath  that  cross  dear  waters  bnist—  _- 

A  fountain  sparkling  free ; 
And  there  I  quench  my  desert  thirst    «=J 
No  spring  like  this  for  me ! 

3  A  stranger  here,  I  pitch  my  tent 

Beneath  this  spreading  tree; 
Here  shall  my  pilgrim  life  bo  spent  r:^^ 
No  home  like  this  for  me  I 

4  For  burdened  ones  a  resting-place. 

Beside  that  cross  I  see ; 

I  here  cast  off  my  weariness : 

No  rest  like  this  for  me ! 

774:.        "JiwM*, -rttti»r»«o  TTUfc* 

1  Jesus,  in  sickness  and  in  pain, 

Be  near  to  succor  me ; 
My  sinking  spirit  still  sustain : 
To  thee  I  turn,  to  thee. 

2  When  cares  and  sorrows  thicken 

And  nothing  bright  I  see. 
In  thee  alone  can  help  be  foand; 
To  thee  I  turn,  to  thee. 

3  Should  strong  temptations  fierce 

And  Satan  buffet  me. 
Then  in  thy  strength  will  I  prevail^ 
While  still  I  torn  to  thee. 

4  Through  all  my  pilgrimage  below, 

Whate'er  my  lot  may  be, 
In  joy  or  sadness,  weal  or  woe^ 
Jesus,  m  turn  to  diee. 


-end, 


>il, 
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\}JdY%  Pioes  ruiared, 

1  Oh,  speak  that  gracious  word  again, 

And  cheer  my  broken  heart ! 
No  voice  but  thine  can  soothe  my  pain, 
Or  bid  my  fears  depart 

2  And  canst  thou  still  vouchsafe  to  own 

A  wretch  so  vile  as  I  ? 
And  may  I  still  approach  thy  throne, 
And  "  Abba,  Father,"  cry  ? 

3  Oh,  then,  let  saints  and  angels  join. 

And  help  me  to  proclaim 
The  grace  that  healed  a  soul  like  mine, 
And  put  my  foes  to  shame ! 

4  My  Saviour,  by  his  powerful  word. 

Has  turned  my  night  to  day ; 
And  his  salvation's  joy  restored. 
Which  I  had  sinned  away. 

5  Dear  Lord,  I  wonder  and  adore ; 

Thy  grace  is  all  divine : 
Oh,  keep  me,  that  I  sin  no  more 
Against  such  love  as  thine ! 


*  Oh  that  I  knew  where  I  might  Jtnd  IRmr 
Job  28:  8,  i. 


655. 

1  Oh  that  I  knew  the  secret  place 

Where  I  might  find  my  God  I 
I  'd  spread  my  wants  before  his  face. 
And  pour  my  woes  abroad. 

2  I M  tell  him  how  my  sins  arise, 

W^hat  sorrows  I  sustain ; 
How  grace  decays,  and  comfort  dies, 
And  leaves  my  heart  in  pain. 

3  He  knows  what  arguments  I  'd  take 

To  wrestle  with  my  God : 
I'd  plead  for  his  own  mercy's  sake — 
I  'd  plead  my  Saviour's  blood. 


4  My  God  will  pity  my  complaints, 

And  drive  my  foes  awav ; 
He  knows  the  meaning  of  his  saints. 
When  they  in  sorrow  pray. 

5  Arise,  my  soul !  from  deep  distress, 

And  banish  every  fear ; 
He  calls  thee  to  his  throne  of  grace, 
To  spread  thy  sorrows  there. 

0  O  I  ,  *^0  Lord^  eate  me,  and  I  shall  he  eaved.** 

1  GasAT  Source  of  boundless  power  and 

grace! 
Attend  my  moumfui  cry , 
In  hours  of  dark  and  deep  distress. 
To  thee  alone  I  fiy, 

2  Thou  art  my  Strength,  my  Life,  my  Stay : 

Assist  my  feeble  trust ; 
Oh,  drive  my  gloomy  fears  away. 
And  raise  me  from  the  dust ! 

3  Fain  would  I  call  thy  grace  to  mind, 

And  trust  thy  glorious  name ; 
Jehovah,  powerful,  wise,  and  kind. 
For  ever  is  the  same. 

4  Thy  presence.  Lord,  can  cheer  my  hearti 

When  earthly  comforts  die ; 
Thy  voice  can  bid  my  pains  depart, 
And  raise  my  pleasures  high. 

5  Hero  let  me  rest — on  thee  depend, 

My  God,  my  Hope,  my  All ; 
Be  thou  my  everlasting  Friend, 
And  I  shall  never  fiul. 


DOXOLOGT. 


To  Father,  8oi 
One^  -^ 

Bogl( 
Abu 


and  Holy  6hofit| 
adore. 


now, 
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PrayiTfar  iJu  Ctmiinuanet  qfth^  Spirit, 


1  Stat,  thou  insulted  Spirit,  stay ! 

Though  I  have  done  thee  such  despite, 
Cast  not  a  sinner  quite  away, 
Nor  take  thine  everlasting  flight 

2  Though  I  have  most  unfaithful  been 

Of  all  who  e'er  thy  grace  received ; 
Ten  thousand  times  thy  goodness  seen. 
Ten    thousand    times   thy   goodness 
grieved; 

3  Yet,  oh,  the  chief  of  sinners  spare, 

In  honor  of  my  Great  High  Priest ! 
Nor,  in  thy  righteous  anger,  swear 
I  shall  not  see  thy  people's  rest. 

4  0  Lord,  my  weary  soul  release, 

Upraise  me  by  thy  gracious  hand ; 
Guide  me  into  thy  perfect  peace, 
And  bring  me  to  the  promised  land. 


*  /  tm«  tiftaptn  in  in4quityJ*—VBalin  61. 


492. 

1  Lord,  I  am  vile — conceived  in  sin, 
And  born  unholy  and  unclean  ; 
Sprung  from  the  man  whose  guilty  fall 
Corrupts  the  race,  and  taints  us  all. 

2  Soon  as  we  draw  our  infant  breath. 
The  seeds  of  sin  grow  up  for  death  : 
Thy  law  demands  a  perfect  heart ; 
Lut  we  're  defiled  in  every  part. 

3  Behold,  I  fall  before  thy  face ; 
^ly  only  refuge  is  thy  grace : 
Circat  God !  create  my  heart  anew. 
And  fonn  my  spirit  pure  and  true. 

•i  No  bleeding  bird,  nor  bleeding  beast, 
Nor  hyssop  branch,  nor  sprinlding  priest, 
Nor  running  brook,  nor  nood,  nor  sea, 
Can  wash  the  dismal  stain  away. 

5  Jesus,  my  God  !  thy  bloo^l  alone 
Hath  power  suflicient  to  atone  : 


*«  Thou  didMt  Hi  thsm  in  tUpp^ry  placu.^ 
PMlm  78. 


Thy  blood  can  make  me  white  as  snow; 
No  Jewish  types  could  cleanse  me  so. 

6  While  guilt  disturbs  and  breaks  my  peaces 
Nor  flcui  nor  soul  hath  rest  or  ease  : 
Lord,  let  me  hear  thy  pardoning  voice, 
And  make  my  broken  bones  rejoice. 

498. 

1  Lord,  what  a  thoughtless  wretch  was  I 

To  mourn,  and  murmur,  and  repine, 
To  see  the  wicked,  placed  on  hi^h, 
In  pride  and  robes  of  honor  shine  I 

2  But  oh,  their  end,  their  dreadful  end ! 

Th^  sanctuary  taught  me  so : 
On  slippery  rocks  I  see  them  stand, 
And  fiery  billows  roll  below. 

3  Their  fancied  joys — ^how  fiist  they  flee 

Just  like  a  dream  when  man  awaken 
Tlieir  songs  of  softest  harmony 
Are  but  a  prelude  to  their  plagues. 

4  Now  I  esteem  their  mirth  and  wine 

Too  dear  to  purchase  with  my  bl( 

Lord,  't  is  enough  that  thou  art  mine, 

My  life,  my  portion,  and  my  God  1 

584:.    "J^^  Thy  fae^  from  vay  HtuT—V^m 

1  Have  mercy  on  me,  O  my  God ! 

In  loving  kindness  hear  my  prayer; 
Withdraw  the  terror  of  thy  rod ; 
Lord,  in  thy  tender  mercy,  spare. 

2  Offenses  rise  where'er  I  look, 

But  I  confess  their  guilt  to  thee : 
Blot  my  transgressions  from  thy  book      i 
Wa^  me  from  all  iniqoi^. 

3  Not  streaming  blood  nor  cleansing  firc^ 

Thy  seeming  anger  can  appease ; 

Burnt  offerings  thou  dost  not  reqnirSy 

Or  gladly  I  would  render  these. 
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■*M<n0  pityJUrd  t  O  Lord,  Jbrgivs.'^ 
PBalm  61. 


4  The  broken  heart  in  sacrifice, 

Alone,  will  thine  acceptance  meet : 
My  heart,  O  God,  do  not  despise, 
Abased  and  contrite  at  thy  feet. 

594. 

1  Show  pity.  Lord  I  0  Lord,  forgive ; 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live ; 

Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free  ? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  thee  ? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  ne'er  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace  : 
Great  God !  thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 
So  let  thy  pardoning  love  be  found. 

8  Oh,  wash  my  soul  from  every  sin. 
And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean  ! 
Here  on  my  heut  the  burden  lies. 
And  past  offenses  pain  mine  eyes. 

4  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess. 
Against  thy  law,  against  thy  grace ; 
Lord,  should  thy  judgment  grow  severe, 
I  am  condemned,  but  thou  ail  clear. 

5  Should  sudden  vengeance  seize  my  breath, 
I  must  pronounce  thee  just  in  death  ; 
And  if  my  soul  were  sent  to  hell. 

Thy  righteous  law  approves  it  well. 

6  Yet  save  a  trembling  sinner.  Lord ! 
Whoso  hope,  still  hovering  round  thy 

word^ 
Would  light  on  soYne  sweet  promise  there. 
Some  sure  support  against  despair. 

Oc/0«  '^^^  <^  ^V  iran9greuion9:'^V9»lm  51. 

1  O  THOU  that  hear'st  when  sinners  cr}'. 
Though  all  my  crimies  before  thee  lie, 
I^ehoM  me  not  with  angry  look, 
Bat  blot  their  memory  from  thy  book. 


2  Create  my  nature  pure  within. 
And  form  my  soul  averse  to  sin ; 
Let  thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart, 
Nor  hide  thy  presence  from  my  heart. 

3  I  can  not  live  without  thy  light, 

Cast  out  and  banished  from  thy  sight ; 
Thy  holy  joys,  my  God,  restore. 
And  guard  me  that  I  fall  no  more. 

4  Though  I  have  grieved  thy  Spirit,  Lord, 
His  help  and  comfort  still  afford  ; 

And  let  a  sinner  seek  thy  throne. 
To  plead  the  merits  of  tny  Son. 

Qy  Q^  **JleHore  unto  me  the  Jay  ^  Tky  taloation.^ 

1  A  DROKEN  heart,  my  God,  my  King, 
Is  all  the  sacrifice  I  bring ; 

The  God  of  grace  will  ne'er  despise 
A  broken  heart  for  sacrifice. 

2  My  soul  lies  humbled  in  the  dust. 
And  owns  thy  dreadful  sentence  just ; 
Look  down,  0  Lord,  with  pitying  eye, 
And  save  the  soul  condemned  to  die. 

3  Then  will  I  teach  the  world  thy  ways ; 
Sinners  shall  learn  thy  soyereign  grace : 
I'll  lead  them  to  my  Saviour's  blood, 
And  they  shall  praise  a  pardoning  God. 

4  Oh,  may  thy  love  inspire  my  tongue ! 
Salvation  shall  be  all  my  song ; 
And  all  my  powers  shaU  join  to  bless 
The  Lord,  my  Strength  and  Righteous- 
ness. 

DOXOLOOT. 

To  Father,  Son,  and 

The  God  whom  ekH^^F^  iKlore 

Be  glory  as  it  waa  o'' 
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46  4,     "  Sp^r^  0/  J*ofJDer  and  MlghV* 

1  Spirit  of  power  and  might,  behold 

A  world  by  sin  destroyed ! 
Creator  Spirit,  as  of  old, 
Move  on  the  formless  void. 

2  Give  thou  the  word :  that  healing  sound 

Shall  Quell  the  deadly  strife, 
And  earth  again,  like  Eden  crowned, 

Produce  the  tree  of  life, 
8  If  sang  the  morning  stars  for  joy 

When  nature  rose  to  view, 
What  strains  will  angel  harps  employ 

When  thou  shalt  all  renew  I 

4  And  if  the  sons  of  God  rejoice 

To  hear  a  Saviour's  name. 
How  will  the  ransomed  raise  their  voice. 
To  whom  that  Saviour  came ! 

5  Lo !  every  kindred,  tongue,  and  tribe. 

Assembling  round  the  throne, 
The  new  creation  shall  ascribe 
To  sovereign  love  alone. 

999.  *'^^  «>»»*  </  Godr-'Bom,  8:  19-28. 

1  The  whole  creation  groans  and  waits 

Till  we,  who  love  thee.  Lord, 
Shall  stand  within  thy  temple  gates. 
And  shine, — the  sons  of  God. 

2  The  sons  of  God, — ^how  bright  they  shine ! 

No  mortal  eye  can  see ; 
We,  sinners,  shall  be  made  dinnc  I 
We  shall  be  one  with  thee ! 

3  One  with  the  Lord  and  all  his  saints  I 

Thy  nature  in  our  own ! 
Thy  crown  our  rich  inheritance ! 
Heirs  to  thy  royal  throne ! 

4  Thy  throne  no  joy  to  us  would  bring. 

If  we  from  thee  were  riven ; 
For  all  our  joy  is  in  our  Sang, 
And  thou  art  all  our  heaveiu 


1000.         ""MyFaUitr.Qodr 

1  Lord,  I  address  thy  heavenly  throne ; 

Call  me  a  child  of  thine ; 
Send  down  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son, 
To  form  my  heart  divine. 

2  There  shed  thy  choicest  love  abroad. 

And  make  my  comforts  strong : 
Then  shall  I  say— "My  Father,  God,'* 
With  an  unwavering  tongue. 

1 0 38  • "  ->'*="•*  y«  '^^  *«'•  ^^^Mw***." 

1  Oh,  where  arc  kings  and  empires  now. 

Of  old  that  went  and  came  f 
But,  Lord,  thy  church  is  praying  yet, 
A  thousand  yeans  the  same. 

2  We  mark  her  goodly  battlementa, 

And  her  foundations  strong; 
We  hear  within  the  solemn  voice 
Of  her  unending  song. 

3  For  not  like  kingdoms  of  the  vorld 

Thy  holy  church,  O  God! 
Though  earthquake  shocks  are  threat- 
ening her, 
And  tempests  are  abroad; 

4  Unshaken  as  eternal  hills, 

Immovable  she  stands, 
A  mountain  that  shall  fill  the  earth, 
A  house  not  made  by  hands. 


dMd^  y^9p9aluaa^ 


1246."^''^, 

1  Rise,  O  my  soul,  pui^c  the  path 

£j  ancient  worthies  trod ; 
Aspiring,  view  those  holy  men. 
Who  lived  and  walked  with  God. 

2  Though  dead,  they  ^>eak  in  reason^s  ear. 

And  in  example  live; 
Their  fiuih,  and  hope,  and  m%hty  deeds 
Still  fredi  instraction  give. 
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3  'T  was  through  the  Lamb's  most  precious 

blood, 
They  conquered  every  foe ; 
And  to  his  power  and  matchless  grace 
Their  crowns  of  life  they  owe. 

4  Lord  I  may  I  ever  keep  in  view 

The  patterns  thou  hast  given. 

And  ne  er  forsake  the  blessed  road 

That  led  them  safe  to  heaven. 

19^1      **^^r6  Vie  vfick^  cease  from 
X^OX*  troubUngr 

1  Our  sins,  alas !  how  strong  they  are  I 
And,  like  a  raging  flood. 
They  break  our  duty.  Lord,  to  thee, 
And  force  us  from  our  God. 
-  2  The  waves  of  trouble — how  they  rise ! 
How  loud  the  tempests  roar ! 
But  death  shall  land  our  weary  souls 
Safe  on  the  heavenly  shore. 
8  There  to  fulfill  his  sweet  commands 
Our  speedy  feet  shall  move ; 
No  sin  shall  clog  our  winged  zeal, 
Or  cool  our  burning  love. 

4  There  shall  we  sit,  and  sing,  and  tell 

The  wonders  of  his  grace, 
Till  heavenly  raptures  fire  our  hearts, 
And  smile  in  every  face. 

5  For  ever  his  dear,  sacred  name 

Shall  dwell  upon  our  tongue. 
And  Jesus  and  salvation  be 
The  close  of  every  song. 

1  97Q    *'IntnyJU»h9haU  leee  Oodr 
Xi-f  I  0«  Job  19:  20,26. 

1  Mt  faith  shall  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 

And  trample  on  the  tomb ; 
I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives. 
And  on  the  clouds  shall  come. 

2  I  know  that  he  shall  soon  appear 

In  power  and  glory  meet ; 


And  death,  the  last  of  all  his  foes, 

Lie  vanquislied  at  his  feet. 
Then,  though  the  grave  my  flesh  devour, 

And  hold  mo  for  its  prey, 
I  know  my  sleeping  dust  shall  rise 

On  the  last  judgment^y. 
I,  in  my  flesh,  shall  see  my  God, 

When  he  on  earth  diall  stand ; 
I,  shall  with  all  his  saints  ascend 

To  dwell  at  his  right  hand. 
Then  shall  he  wipe  all  tears  away. 

And  hush  the  rising  groan ; 
And  pains  and  sighs  and  griefs  and  fears 

Shall  ever  be  unknown. 


"  77if^n  aho  which  elefv  in  Jeeue^ 
1  Theea.  4:  14—17. 


1275. 

1  As  Jesus  died  and  rose  again. 

Victorious,  from  the  dead ; 
So  his  disciples  rise,  and  reign 
With  their  triumphant  Head. 

2  The  time  draws  nigh,  when,  from  the 

clouds, 
Christ  shall  with  shouts  descend ; 
And  the  last  trumpet's  awful  voice 
The  heavens  and  earth  shall  rend. 

3  Then  they  who  live  shall  changed  be, 

And  they  who  sleep  shall  wake ; 
The   graves  shall   yield   their   ancient 
charge. 
And  earth's  foundation  shake. 

4  The  saints  of  God,  from  death  set  free. 

With  joy  shall  mount  on  high ; 
The  heavenly  host  with  praises  loud 
Shall  meet  them  in  the  sky. 

5  Together  to  their  Father's  house 

With  jojft^^lB  they  go: 
And  dweDjI^PMith  the  Lord, 
Beyo  *  ^^^^ 
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i^b  (/•  ^-^  MijiUi-y  of  OiHgCt  Xoee.~lBalah  27 : 6. 

1  O  THOU,  who  hast  redeemed  of  old, 
And  bidst  me  of  thy  strength  lay  hold, 

And  be  at  peace  with  thee, 
Help  me  thy  benefits  to  own, 
And  hear  me  tell  what  thou  hast  done, 

O  dying  Lamb !  for  me. 

2  Love,  only  love,  thy  heart  inclined, 
And  brought  thee,  Saviour  of  mankind, 

Down  from  thy  throne  above ; 
Love  made  my  God  a  Man  of  ^rief. 
Distressed  thee  sore  for  my  relief: 

Oh,  mystery  of  Love ! 

8  As  thou  hast  loved  and  died  for  me. 
So  grant  me.  Saviour,  love  to  thee, 

And  gladly  I  resign 
AVhate'er  I  have,  whate'er  I  am : 
My  life  be  all  with  thine  the  same. 

And  all  thy  death  be  mine. 

4:95.  7%«  2nM>  WorUU, 

1  Lo,  on  a  narrow  neck  of  land, 
Twixt  two  unbounded  seas,  I  stand. 

Secure,  insensible ! 
A  point  of  time,  a  moment's  space, 
Kemoves  me  to  that  heavenly  place. 

Or  shuts  me  up  in  hell. 

2  O  God,  my  inmost  soul  convert, 
And  deeply  on  my  thoughtfol  heart 

Eternal  things  impress ! 
Give  mo  to  feel  their  solemn  weight, 
And  tremble  on  the  brink  of  fate, 

And  wake  to  righteousness. 


3  Before  me  place,  m  dread  array. 
The  pomp  of  that  tremendous  day, 

mien  thou,  with  clouds,  shalt  come 
To  judge  the  nations  at  thy  bar ; 
And  tell  me,  Lord,  shall  I  be  there, 

To  meet  a  joyful  doom  f 

4  O  Saviour,  then  my  soul  receive^ 
Then  bid  me  in  thy  presence  live. 

And  rei^n  with  thee  above ; 
Where  faiw  is  sweetly  lost  in  si^ht, 
And  hope  in  full,  supreme  delight. 

And  everlasting  love. 


Surrender  to  iha  L094  <tf  God, 


554. 

1  Lord,  thou  hast  won;  at  length  I  yield; 
My  heart,  by  mighty  grace  compcUed, 

Surrenders  all  to  thee : 
Against  thy  terrors  lone  I  strove. 
But  who  can  stand  against  thy  love  f 

Love  conquers  even  mo. 

2  If  thou  hadst  bid  thy  thunders  roll. 
And  lightnings  flash  to  blast  my  soul, 

I  still  had  stubborn  been : 
But  mercy  has  my  heart  subdued : 
A  bleeding  Saviour  I  have  viewed. 

And  now,  I  hate  my  sin. 

3  Now,  Lord,  I  would  be  thine  alone; 
Come,  take  possession  of  thine  own. 

For  thou  nast  set  me  free : 
Released  from  Satan^s  hard  comiDMid, 
See  all  my  powers  in  waiting  stand, 

To  be  employed  by  thee. 
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1  Whew  thou,  my  righteous  Judge,  ehalt 

come 
To  take  thy  ransomed  people  home, 

Shall  I  among  them  stand  ? 
Shall  such  a  vrorthless  worm  as  I, 
Who  sometimes  am  afraid  to  die, 

Be  found  at  thy  right  hand  I 

2  I  love  to  meet  among  them  now, 
Before  thy  gracious  ^et  to  bow, 

Though  vilest  of  them  all ; 
But — can  I  bear  the  piercing  thought? — 
"What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out, 

When  thou  for  them  shalt  call ! 

3  Prevent,  prevent  it  by  thy  grace ; 
Be  thou,  dear  Lord,  my  hiding-place, 

In  this  th'  accepted  day : 
Thy  pardoning  voice,  uh,  let  me  hear. 
To  still  my  unbelieving  fear ; 

Nor  let  me  fall,  I  pray ! 

4  Let  me  amons  thy  saints  be  found. 
Whene'er  th   archangel's  trump   shall 

sound, 

To  see  thy  smiling  face ; 
Then  loudest  of  the  throng  I  '11  sing. 
While  heaven's  resounding  mansions  ring 

With  shouts  of  sovereign  grace. 


"ilTo  R^fitg^  tffmy  owfk"* 


725. 

1  O  THOU,  who  hear'st  the  prayer  of  fiuth, 
Wilt  thou  not  save  a  soul  from  death, 
That  casta  ftaelf  on  fheet 


I  have  no  refuge  of  my  own, 
But  fly  to  what  my  Lord  hath  done, 
And  suffered  once  for  me. 

2  Slain  in  the  guilty  sinner's  stead. 
His  spotless  righteousness  I  plead, 

And  his  availing  blood ; 
Thy  merit,  Lord,  my  robe  shall  be ; 
Thy  merit  shall  atone  for  me. 

And  bring  me  near  to  God. 

3  Then  save  me  from  eternal  death, 
The  Spirit  of  adoption  breathe, 

His  consolations  send ; 
By  him  some  word  of  life  impart. 
And  sweetly  whisper  to  my  heart, 

"Thy  Maker  is  thy  Friend." 

4  The  king  of  terrors  then  would  be 
A  welcome  messenger  to  me. 

To  bid  me  come  away : 
Unclogged  by  earth,  or  earthly  thing8| 
I  'd  mount,  I  'd  fly  with  eager  wings 

To  everlasting  day ! 


DOXOLOOY. 


To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God,  whom  Heaven's  triumpl 

And  saints  on  eurdi  adore, 
Be  glory  as  in  affes  past, 
Is  now,  and  shall  for  ever  lait^^j 

When  time  ahall  be  no 
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WELT.     58,  78,  8  &  6. 


'  /  have  found  my  §heep. 


1  TiiKRB  was  joy  in  heaven  ! 
There  was  joy  in  heaven ! 

When  this  goodly  world  to  frame 
The  Lord  of  might  and  mercy  came  : 
Shouts  of  joy  were  heard  on  nigh, 
And  the  stars  sang  from  the  sky — 
"  Glory  to  God  m  heaven  !" 

2  There  was  joy  in  heaven  I 
There  was  joy  in  heaven  I 


LEWIN.     5s  &  88. 


When  of  love  the  midnight  beam 
Dawned  on  the  tower  of  Bethlehem: 
And  along  the  echoing  hiU 
Angels  sung — "  On  earth  good  will, 

Glory  to  God  in  heaven  I" 
3  There  is  joy  in  heaven ! 

There  is  joy  in  heaven ! 
When  the  sheep  that  went  astray 
Returns  in  love  to  virtue's  vraj ; 
When  the  soul,  by  grace  sabdued. 
Sobs  its  prayer  of  gratitude. 

Then  is  there  jov  in  heaven  I 


404 


Jesus,  Hill  lead  on.^— Lake  5 :  IL 

1  Jesus,  still  lead  on, 
Till  our  rest  be  won  ; 

And  although  the  way  be  cheerless. 
We  will  follow,  calm  and  fearless : 

Guide  us  by  thy  hand 

To  our  Fatherland  I 

2  If  the  way  be  drear, 
If  the  foe  be  near. 

Let  not  faithless  fears  overtake  us, 
Let  not  faith  and  hope  forsake  us ; 

For,  through  many  a  foe, 

To  our  home  we  go ! 


3  When  we  seek  relief 
From  a  long-felt  grief; 

When  temptations  come  allaring 
Make  us  patient  and  enduring : 
Show  us  that  bright  shore 
Where  we  weep  no  more  I 

4  Jesus,  still  lead  on, 
Till  our  rest  be  won ; 

Heavenly  Leader,  still  direct  nsi 

'  porti  console,  protect  nsi 

'we  safely  stand 
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AOO         -  Touched  with  th6  fuling  of  our 

1  When  our  heads  are  bowed  with  woe ; 
When  our  bitter  t^ftire  overflow ; 
When  we  mourn  the  lost,  the  dear, 

Gracious  Saviour,  hear ! 

2  Thou  our  feeble  flesh  hast  worn ; 
Thou  our  mortal  griefs  hast  borne ; 
Thou  hast  shed  the  human  tear : 

Gracious  Saviour,  hear ! 

3  When  the  heart  is  sad  within, 
With  the  thought  of  all  its  sin ; 
When  the  spirit  shrinks  with  fear, 

Gracious  Saviour,  hear  I 

4  Thou  the  shame,  the  grief^  hast  known ; 
Though  the  sins  were  not  thine  own, 
Thou  hast  deigned  their  load  to  bear : 

Gracious  Saviour,  hear ! 

5  When  our  eyes  grow  dim  in  death  ; 
When  we  heave  the  parting  breath ; 
When  our  solemn  doom  is  near, 

Gracious  Saviour,  hear  I 

6  Thou  hast  bowed  the  dying  head ; 
Thou  the  blood  of  life  hast  shed ; 
Thou  hast  filled  a  mortal  bier : 

Gracious  Saviour,  hear ! 


4AZ, 


ChrUtowrLif&. 


1  Lord  of  merev  and  of  mi^ht, 
Of  mankind  the  life  and  hght, 
Maker,  Teacher,  Infinite — 

Jesus,  hear  and  save ! 

2  Strong  Creator,  Saviour  mild. 
Humbled  to  a  little  child, 
Captive,  beaten,  bound,  reviled — 

Jesus,  hear  and  save  I 

3  Borne  aloft  on  angels*  win^ 
Throned'  above  celestial  thmcs, 
Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings — 

Jesus,  hear  and  save ! 

4  Soon  to  come  to  earth  again, 
Judge  of  angels  and  of  men. 
Hear  «a  now,  and  hear  us  then : 

JesoB,  hear  and  save ! 


Af\R  "  Th6  CofnforUr,u)hichUtk6Bdl}f  GhoH,'' 
'±0\J»  John  14:  26. 

1  Holt  Ghost,  the  Infinite  I 
Shine  upon  our  nature's  night 
With  thy  blessed  inward  light, 

Comforter  Divine ! 

2  We  are  sinful :  cleanse  us,  Lord ; 
We  are  £dnt ;  thv  strength  afibrd ; 
Lost, — ^until  by  thee  restored, 

Comforter  Divine ! 

3  Like  the  dew,  thy  peace  distill ; 
Guide,  subdue  our  wavward  will. 
Things  of  Christ  unfolding  still. 

Comforter  Divine  I 

4  In  us,  for  ns,  intercede. 

And,  with  voiceless  eroanings,  plead 
Our  unutterable  need, 
Comforter  Divine  I 

5  In  us  "Abba,  Father,"  cry — 
Earnest  of  our  bliss  on  high. 
Seal  of  immortality, — 

Comforter  Divine  I 

0  Search  for  us  the  depths  of  God ; 
Bear  us  up  the  starry  road, 

To  the  height  of  thine  abode, 
Comforter  Divine  I 

y  O  O  •  «  Saviour,  eom/brt  me."* 

1  In  the  dark  and  cloudy  day, 
When  earth's  riches  flee  away. 
And  the  last  hope  will  not  stay, 

Saviour,  comfort  mc ! 

2  When  the  secret  idol 's  gone 

That  my  noor  heart  yearned  upon, — 
Desolate,  bereft,  alone. 
Saviour,  comfort  me ! 

3  Thou,  who  wast  so  sorelv  tried, 
In  the  darkness  crucified. 

Bid  me  in  thy  love  confide ! 
Saviour,  comfort  me  I 

4  Comfort  me ;  I  am  cast  down ; 
'Tis  my  heavenly  Father's  frown ; 
I  deserve  it  all,  I  own  : 

Saviour,  comfort  me ! 

5  So  it  shall  be  good  for  mo 

Much  afflicted  now  to  be,  ^ 

If  thou  wilt  but  tenderly, 
Saviour,  comfort  me  1 
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2  Come,  leave  thy  burden  at  the  cross ; 
Count  all  thy  gains  but  empty  dross ; 
My  grace  repays  all  earthly  loss : 

0  needy  sinner,  come ! 

3  Come,  hither  bring  thy  boding  fears, 
Thine  aching  heart,  thy  bursting  tears ; 
'Tis  mercy's  voice  salutes  thine  ears : 

O  trembling  sinner,  come  ! 

4  **  The  Spirit  and  the  bride  say.  Come  f 
Rejoicinff  saints  rc6cho.  Come ! 

Who  £Eunts,  who  thirsts,  who  will,  may 
come; 
Thy  Saviour  bids  thee  come. 


559.  ""Jiuifulamr 

1  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea. 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bid'st  me  come  to  thee, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  diark  blot, 

To  thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt. 
Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

4  Just  as  I  am — ^poor,  wretched,  blind ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind. 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  thee  to  find, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

5  Just  as  I  am — ^thou  wilt  receive. 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve ; 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

6  Just  as  I  am — ^thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down ; 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  Goo,  I  come  I 

QOsL*  **^  any  man  flUrff,  M  Mm  eoRM  %nio  ARe.** 

1  Burdened  with  guilt,  wouldst  thou  be 
blest? 
Trost  not  the  world ;  it  giyes  no  rest : 
I  bring  relief  to  hearts  oppressed ; 
O  weary  sinner,  come  I 


Prayer  for  ChritCs  InUreemlon. 


373. 

1  O  Tiiou,  the  contrite  sinners'  Friend! 
Who,  loving,  lov^st  them  to  the  end. 
On  this  alone  my  hopes  depend. 

That  thou  wilt  plead  for  me. 

2  When  weary  in  the  Christian  race, 
Far  off  appears  my  resting  place, 
And,  fainting,  I  mistrust  uiy  grace^ 

Then,  Saviour,  plead  for  mc^ 

3  When  I  have  erred  and  gone  astray, 
Afar  from  thine  and  wi8£>m*s  way, 
And  see  no  glimmering,  guiding  ray, 

Still,  Saviour,  plead  for  me. 

4  When  Satan,  by  my  sins  made  boM, 
Strives  from  thy  eroas  to  Ioom  my  hold, 
Then  with  thy  pitying  arma  enfold, 

And  plead,  on,  pleM  for  mo  I 
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5  And  when  my  dying  hour  draws  near, 
Darkened  with  angaish,  guilt,  and  fear, 
Then  to  my  fainting  siffht  appear, 

Pleading  in  heaven  for  me. 

6  When  the  foil  li^ht  of  heavenly  day, 
Reveals  my  sins  m  dread  arrav, 

Say  thou  hast  washed  them  all  away ; 
Oh,  say  thou  plead'st  for  me  I 

I   I  X*  The  wueen  FHenA, 

1  O  HOLY  Saviour !  Friend  unseen. 
Since  on  thine  arm  thou  bid'st  me  lean, 
Help   me,   throughout   life's   changing 

scene. 
By  faith  to  cling  to  thee ! 

2  Blest  with  thisr  fellowship  divine. 
Take  what  thou  wilt,  I  MI  not  repine ; 
For,  as  the  branches  to  the  vine. 

My  soul  would  cling  to  thee. 

8  Though  far  from  home,  &t]gued,  op- 
pressed, 
Here  have  I  found  a  place  of  rest ; 
An  exile  still,  yet  not  unblest, 
Because  I  cling  to  thee. 

4  What  though  the  world  deceitful  prove, 
And  earthly  friends  and  hopes  remove ; 
With  patient,  uncomplaining  love 

Still  would  I  cling  to  thee. 

5  Hiough  oft  I  seem  to  tread  alone 
Life's  dreary  waste,  with  thorns  o'er- 

JfK>wn, 
Tbj  yoice  of  love,  in  gentlest  tone, 
StiU  whiqpers,  ''Cling  to  me  I" 
28 


G  Though  faith  and  hope  are  often  tried, 
I  ask  not,  need  not  aught  beside ; 
So  safe,  so  calm,  so  satisfied, 
The  soul  that  clings  to  thee  1 


Ths  Howr  qf  Prayer, 


844.* 

1  My  God !  is  any  hour  so  sweet. 

From  blush  of  mom  to  evening  star, 
As  that  which  calls  me  to  thy  feet — 
The  hour  of  prayer  f 

2  Blest  is  the  tranquil  hour  of  mom. 

And  blest  that  hour  of  solemn  eve. 
When,  on  the  wines  of  prayer  up-bomc,. 
The  world  I  leave. 

3  Then  is  my  stren^  by  thee  renewed ; 

Then  are  my  sins  by  thee  forariven ; 
Then  dost  thou  cheer  my  solitude 
With  hopes  of  heaven. 

4  No  words  can  tell  what  sweet  relief 

There  for  my  every  want  I  find ; 
What  strength  for  war&re,  balm  for  grief, . 
What  peace  of  mind  I 

5  Hushed  is  each  doubt,  gone  every  fear ;, 

My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay ; 
And  ev^n  the  penitential  tear 
Is  wiped  away. 

6  Lord !  till  I  reach  that  blissful  shore,. 

No  privily  so  dear  shall  be 
As  thus  my  mmost  soul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  thee. 
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1  Comb,  Holy  Ghost, — in  love 
Shed  on  ns  from  above 

Thine  own  bright  ray ! 
Divinely  good  thou  art; 
Thy  sacr^  gifts  impart 
To  ffladden  each  sad  heart : 

On,  come  to-day ! 

2  Come,  tend'rest  Friend,  and  best, 
Our  most  delightful  guest, 

With  soothmg  power : 
Rest,  which  the  weary  know, 
Shade,  'mid  the  noontide  glow. 
Peace,  when  deep  grie&  o'erflow, — 

Cheer  us,  this  hour ! 

8  Come,  Light  serene,  and  still 
Our  inmost  bosoms  fill ; 

Dwell  in  each  breast : 
We  know  no  dawn  but  thine ; 
Send  forth  thy  beams  divine. 
On  our  dark  souls  to  shine. 

And  make  us  blest ! 

4  Exalt  our  low  desires ; 
Extinguish  passion's  fires ; 

Heal  every  wound : 
Our  stubborn  spirits  bend ; 
Our  icy  coldness  end ; 
Our  devious  steps  attend. 

While  heavenward  bound. 

5  Come,  all  the  faithful  bless ; 
Let  all,  who  Christ  confess, 

His  praise  employ ; 
Give  virtue's  rich  reward ; 
Victorious  death  accord. 
And,  with  our  glorious  L<^ 

Eternal  joy ! 


720. 


*What  have  Idcne/br  Thser—Acai 

1  O  THOU  best  gift  of  heaven, 
Thou  who  thyself  hast  given,— 

For  thou  hast  died ! 
This  thou  hast  done  for  me : 
||:  What  have  I  done  for  thee,  :| 
Thou  crucified  f 

2  I  long  to  serve  thee  more ; 
Reveal  an  open  door. 

Saviour,  to  me : 
Tlicn,  counting  all  but  losa^ 
1: 1  '11  glonr  in  thy  cross,  :| 
And  K>llow  thee. 

3  Do  thou  but  point  the  way. 
And  give  me  strength  t'obey; 

Thy  will  be  mine : 
Then  can  I  think  it  joy 
||:  To  suffer  or  to  die,  :| 
Since  I  am  thine. 


1084:.  ""  ffe  took  tKem  up  im nu  €mm*r 

1  Shepherd  of  tender  youth. 
Guiding  in  love  and  truth 

Through  devious  ways — 
Christ,  our  triumphant  King, 
We  come  thy  name  to  sing. 
And  here  our  children  bring, 

To  shout  thy  praise. 

2  Thou  art  our  holy  Lord, 
O  all-subduing  Word, 

Healer  of  strife : 
Thou  didst  thyself  abase. 
That  from  sin  s  deep  disgraco 
Thou  mi^htest  save  our  race, 

And  give  us  life. 


NEW   SABBATH   HYMN   AND   TUNE   BOOK. 
OLIVET.    68  A  4s. 


i 


i 


^ 


m 


355 


WF=f 


:t 


•^ h 


i'S    t 


J-  i  J 


fT 


^ 


f-f-r 

=1     J    nJ 


mf^-  ^^ 


J   J  J  J-  -r 


^2= 


r-griir  r  r^ 


3  Ever  be  near  our  side, 

Oar  Shepherd  and  our  Gmde, 

Our  staflf  and  song ; 
Jesns,  thou  Christ  of  God, 
By  thine  enduring  word 
Lead  ns  where  thou  hast  trod ; 
Make  oar  fiiith  strong. 

4  So  now,  and  till  we  die, 
Soand  we  thy  praises  high. 

And  joyful  sin^ : 
Let  all  the  holy  wrong, 
Who  to  thy  church  belong. 
Unite  and  swell  the  song 

To  Christ  our  King ! 


^22. 


^'MfJiiUhUckiiipto  TTiMi" 


Mt  faith  looks  up  to  thee. 
Thou  Lamb  of  C5alvary, 

Saviour  Divine ! 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away ; 
Oh,  let  me,  from  this  day. 

Be  wholly  thine ! 

May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire ! 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh,  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be — 

A  living  fire ! 

While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread. 
And  griefe  around  me  spread. 

Be  ihon  my  guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away. 


Nor  let  me  ever  stray 
From  thee  aside. 

When  ends  life's  transient  dream. 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, 
Blest  Saviour !  then,  in  love. 
Fear  and  distrust  remove ; 
Oh,  bear  me  safe  above — 

A  ransomed  soul ! 


1  9A9    **For*ak*  me  not  xchtt^  my  strwath 

1  LowLT  and  solemn  be 
Thy  children's  cry  to  thee, 

Father  divine ! 
A  hymn  of  suppliant  breath, 
|:  Owning  that  life  and  death  :|| 
Alike  are  thine. 

2  O  Father !  in  that  hour 
When  earth  all  succoring  power 

Shall  disavow, 
When  spear,  and  shield,  and  crown 
||:  In  faintness  are  cast  down,  :| 
Sustain  us  thou ! 

3  Bv  him  who  bowed  to  take 
The  death-cup  for  our  sake. 

The  thorn,  the  rod, — 
From  whom  the  last  dismay 
II :  Was  not  to  pass  away,  :|| 
Aid  us,  O  God ! 

4  Trembling  beside  the  grave. 
We  call  on  thee  to  save. 

Father  divine ! 
Hear,  hear  our  sappliant  breatli; 
||:  Keep  us,  in  life  and  death,  :|| 
Tnine,  only  thine. 
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Oh,  can  I  leave  thee  ever  ? 

Then  do  not  thoa  leave  me  : 
Lord,  let  me  never,  never 

Outlive  my  love  to  thee. 

4  Be  near  when  I  am  dying ; 

Then  close  beside  me  stand ; 
Let  me,  while  faint  and  sighing. 

Lean  calmly  on  thy  hand  : 
These  eyes  new  faith  receiving, 

From  thine  eye  shall  not  move ; 
For  he  who  dies  believing. 

Dies  safely  in  thy  love. 

DOXOLOOT. 

To  thee  be  praise  for  ever, 

Thou  glorious  King  of  kings  I 
Thy  wondrous  love  and  favor 

Each  ransomed  spirit  sings : 
We  '11  celebrate  thy  glory 

With  all  thy  saints  ahove^ 
And  shout  the  joyful  story 

Of  thy  redeeming  love. 


^y  ^"3,    "  0  aacred  Bead^  now  wowuUd  r 

1  O  SACRED  Head,  now  wounded ! 

With  grief  and  shame  weighed  down ; 
O  sacred  brow,  surrounded 

With  thorns,  thine  only  crown ! 
Once  on  a  throne  of  glory, 

Adorned  with  light  divine, 
Now  all  despised  and  gory, 

I  joy  to  call  thee  mme. 

2  On  rac,  as  thou  art  djring. 

Oh,  turn  thy  pitying  eye ! 
To  thee  for  mercy  crying. 

Before  thy  cross  I  lie. 
Thine,  thine  the  bitter  passion. 

Thy  pain  is  all  for  me ; 
Mine,  mine  the  deep  transgression. 

My  sins  are  all  on  thee. 

8  What  language  can  I  borrow 
To  ihdSk  uee,  dearest  Friend, 
For  all  ttiis  dying  sorrow. 
Of  all  my  woes  the  end  9 
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^^Q«  **  29U  eaoesedinff  HcKm  of  Els  Grace,"* 

1  O  Lord,  thy  love 's  unbounded ! 

So  fully  80  sweet,  so  free ! 
Our  ihoufflits  are  all  confounded, 

When^er  we  think  on  thee  : 
For  us,  thou  cam'st  from  heaven, 

For  us  to  bleed  and  die ; 
That,  purchased  and  for^vcn. 

Wo  might  ascend  on  high. 

2  Oh,  let  this  love  constrain  us 

To  give  our  hearts  to  thee ; 
Let  nothing  henceforth  pain  us. 

But  that  which  paineth  thee ! 
Our  joy,  our  one  endeavor, 

Through  suffering,  conflict,  shame, 
To  serve  thee,  gracious  Saviour, 

And  magnify  thy  name ! 


Contrast  qf  ffeoMn  wUh  Earth, 
(An  •ndrat  HTina.) 


1230. 


1  Brief  life  is  here  our  portion, 
Brief  sorrow,  short-lived  care ; 

The  life  that  knows  no  ending. 
The  tearless  life  is  there : 

Reward  of  grace  how  wondrous ! 
Short  toil,— eternal  rest ! 


Oh !  miracle  of  mercy. 

That  rebels  should  be  blest  I — 

2  That  wc,  with  sin  polluted, 

Should  have  our  home  on  high ! 
That  we  should  dwell  in  mansions 

Beyond  the  starry  sky ! 
And  now  we  fight  the  battle, 

And  then  we  wear  the  crown 
Of  full  and  everlasting, 

And  ever  bright  renown  I 

8  I  know  not,  oh !  I  know  not 

What  social  joys  are  there ; 
What  pure,  unmding  glory, 

What  light  beyond  compare ; — 
And  when  I  foin  would  sing  them. 

My  spirit  fails  and  faints, — 
And  vamly  strives  to  image 

Hi'  assembly  of  the  saints. 

4  There  is  the  throne  of  David, 

And  there  from  toil  released, 
The  shout  of  them  that  triumph, 

The  son^  of  them  that  feast : 
O  Garden  free  from  sorrow ! 

O  Plains  that  fear  no  strife  I 
O  princely  Bowers,  all  blooming  I 

O  Realm  and  Home  of  life ! 
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1**  After  this  manner^  ihtr^ore  jyray  y*.** 
•  Matt.  6.    Luko  11. 

1  Ol'r  Father,  God,  who  art  in  heaven, 

All  hallowed  be  thy  name ! 
Tliy  kingdom  come ;  thy  will  be  done, 
In  earth  and  heaven  the  same ! 

2  Give  U8,  this  day,  our  daily  bread ; 

And,  as  we  those  forgive 
Who  sin  against  us,  so  may  we 
Forgiving  grace  receive. 

3  Into  temptation  lead  as  not ; 

From  evil  set  us  free ; 
And  thine  the  kingdom,  thine  the  power 
And  glory,  ever  be. 

U  i  •    **  "^^^  Lonlj  only  makett  me  dwell  in  safety*^ 

1  Lord,  thou  wilt  hear  me  when  I  pray ; 

I  am  for  ever  thine ; 
I  fear  before  thee  all  the  day, 
Nor  would  I  dare  to  sin. 

2  And  while  I  rest  my  weary  head. 

From  cares  and  business  free, 

T  is  sweet  conversing  on  my  bed 

With  my  own  heart  and  thee. 

3  I  pay  this  evening  sacrifice ; 

And  when  my  work  is  done. 
Great  God !  my  faith  and  hope  relies 
Upon  thy  grace  alone. 

4  Thus,  with  my  thoughts  composed  to 

peace, 
I  give  mine  eyes  to  sleep ; 
Tliy  hand  in  safety  keeps  my  days, 
And  will  my  slumbers  keep. 


BUting  in  the  Sanctuary. 


80. 

1  Again  our  earthly  cares  we  leave, 
And  Id  thy  courts  appear ; 


Again  with  joyful  feet  we  come 
To  meet  our  Saviour  here.   ' 

2  AVithin  these  walls  let  holy  peace, 

And  love  and  concord  dwell : 
Here  give  the  troubled  conscience  case, 
The  wounded  spirit  heal. 

3  The  feeling  heart,  the  melting  eye. 

The  humble  mind  bestow ; 
And  shine  upon  us  from  on  high, 
To  make  our  graces  grow. 

4  In  faith  may  we  receive  thy  word. 

In  faith  present  our  prayers ; 
And  in  the  presence  of  our  Lord 
Unbosom  all  our  cares. 

5  Show  us  some  token  of  thy  love. 

Our  fainting  hope  to  raise ; 
And  pour  thy  blessings  from  above. 
That  wo  may  render  praise. 

LZI .  Th6  Ttmpu^ttUUd, 

1  Great  Ruler  of  all  nature^s  frame  1 

We  own  thy  power  divine ; 
We  hear  thy  breath  in  every  storm, 
For  all  the  winds  are  thine. 

2  Wide  as  they  sweep  their  sounding  way, 

They  work  thy  sovereign  will ; 
And,  awed  by  thy  majestic  voice, 
The  tempest  shall  be  still. 

3  Thy  mercy  tempers  every  blast 

To  those  who  seek  thy  face ; 
And  minfijles  with  the  tempest's  roar 
The  whispers  of  thy  grace, 

4  Those  gentle  whispers  let  me  hear, 

Till  all  the  tumults  cease ; 
And  gales  of  paradise  AaJl  soothe 
My  weary  soul  to  peace. 
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1  My  God,  how  wonderful  thou  art, 

Thy  majesty  how  bright! 
How  glorious  IS  thy  mercy  seat. 
In  depths  of  burning  light ! 

2  Yet  I  may  lovo  theo  too,  0  Lord, 

Almighty  as  thou  art; 
For  thou  hast  stooped  to  ask  of  mo 
The  love  of  my  poor  heart 

3  No  earthly  father  loves  like  thee. 

No  mother  half  so  mild 
Bears  and  forbears,  as  thou  hast  done 
With  me,  thy  sinful  child. 

4  My  God,  how  wonderful  thou  art, 

Thou  everlasting  Friend  1 
On  thee  I  stay  my  trusting  heart, 
Till  faith  in  vision  end. 

J[  Q  Q  ,    **  ^y  jndgmenU  are  a  great  deep.'^ 

1  Thy  way,  0  Lord,  is  in  the  sea ; 

Thy  paths  I  can  not  trace, 
Nor  comprehend  the  mystery 
Of  thine  unbounded  grace. 

2  'T  is  but  in  part  I  know  thy  will ; 

I  bless  thee  for  the  sight : 
When  will  thy  love  the  rest  reveal. 
In  glory's  clearer  light  ? 

3  With  rapture  shall  I  then  survey 

Thy  providence  and  grace ; 

And  spend  an  everlasting  day 

In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

^  1  •  1      **0  Ood,  7%au  hatt  taught  me  from  my 

1  Almighty  Father  of  mankind  I 
On  thee  my  hopes  remain ; 
And  when  the  day  of  trouble  comes, 
I  shall  not  trust  in  vain« 


2  In  early  years,  thou  wast  my  guide, 

And  of  my  youth,  the  friend ; 

And,  as  my  days  began  with  thee, 

With  theo  my  days  shall  end. 

3  I  know  the  Power  in  whom  I  trust, 

The  arm  on  which  I  lean ; 
He  will  my  Saviour  ever  be, 
Who  has  my  Saviour  been. 

4  Thou  wilt  not  cast  me  off,  when  age 

And  evil  days  descend ; 
Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  in  despair, 
To  mourn  my  latter  end. 

5  Therefore,  in  life  I  '11  trust  in  thee ; 

In  death  I  will  adore ; 
And  after  death  will  sing  thy  praise. 
When  time  shall  be  no  more. 

^  JL  O  •  Prayer  for  JHvine  Guidance. 

1  O  God  of  Bethel !  by  whose  hand 

Thy  people  still  are  fed ; 
Who  through  this  weary  pilgrimage 
Hast  all  our  fathers  led ; — 

2  Our  vows,  our  prayers,  wo  now  present 

Before  thy  throne  of  grace ; 
God  of  our  fathers !  be  the  Goii 
Of  their  succeeding  race. 

3  Through  each  perplexing  path  of  life 

Our  wandering  footsteps  guide ; 
Give  us,  each  day,  our  daily  bread, 
And  raiment  fit  provide. 

9 

4  Oh,  spread  thy  covering  wings  around. 

Till  all  our  wanderings  cease. 
And  at  our  Father's  loved  abode. 
Our  souls  arrive  in  peace. 

5  Such  blessings  from  thy  gracious  hand 

Our  humble  prayers  implore ; 
And  thou  shalt  De  our  chosen  God, 
Our  portion  evetHK**^ 
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Q  I  Q  ,      Praytr  for  a  hroksn  Heart 

1  Saviour,  Prince,  enthroned  above, 

Repentance  to  impart, 
Give  me,  through  thy  dying  love, 

The  humble,  contrite  heart : 
Give  what  I  have  long  implored — 

Let  me  share  thy  grief  unknown : 
Turn  and  look  upon  me.  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

2  See  me.  Saviour,  from  above, 

Nor  suffer  me  to  die ; 
Life,  and  happiness,  and  love 

Beam  from  thy  gracious  eye : 
Speak  the  reconcilmg  word, 

All  its  melting  power  make  known ; 
Turn  and  look  upon  me,  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  stone. 

3  Look,  as  when  thy  dying  eye 

Was  closed,  that  we  might  live ; 
When  thy  supplicating  cry 

To  God  was  heard,  "  Forgive  :" 
Surely,  with  that  dying  word, 

Jesus  turns  and  says,  'tis  done : 
Oh,  my  bleeding,  lovmg  Lord, 

This  breaks  my  heart  of  stone  I 


I  ^0  •      "  ^y  Uood  wa$  tihed  far  mtT* 

1  God  of  mv  salvation,  hear. 

And  help  me  to  believe ; 
Simply  do  I  now  draw  near 

Thy  blessing  to  receive : 
Full  of  guilt,  alas !  I  am. 

But  to  thy  wounds  for  refuge  flee : 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb ! 

Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

2  Standing  now  as  newly  slain. 

To  thee  I  lift  mine  eye ; 
Balm  of  all  my  ffrief  and  pain. 

Thy  blood  is  always  nigh : 
Now  as  yesterday  the  same 

Thou  art,  and  wilt  for  ever  bo  : 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb  ( 

Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

3  Saviour !  from  thy  wounded  sido 

I  never  will  depart; 
Ilcre  will  I  my  spirit  hide, 

When  I  am  pure  in  heart : 
Till  my  place  above  I  claim, 

This  only  shall  be  all  my  plea: 
Friend  of  sinners,  spotless  Lamb  I 

Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 

*  Obaenre  the  sman  notet  fcr  this  ^ymB• 
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1049.    *"  My  peae6  1 0*96  wito  your 

1  Lamb  of  God  !  whose  bleeding  love 

We  now  recall  to  mind, 
Send  the  answer  from  above, 

And  let  us  mercy  find  : 
Think  on  as,  who  think  on  thee ; 

Every  burdened  soul  release ; 
Oh,  remember  Calvary, 

And  bid  us  go  in  peace ! 

2  By  thine  agonizing  pain, 

And  bloody  sweat,  we  pray — 
By  thy  djring  love  to  man, 

Take  all  our  sins  away  : 
Burst  our  bonds  ai^  set  us  free. 

From  our  crime  and  guilt  release ; 
Oh,  remember  Calvary, 

And  bid  us  go  in  peace ! 

3  Through  thy  blood,  by  faith  applied, 

Do  thou  our  pardon  seal ; 
Speak  us  freely  justified, 

Our  wounded  spirits  heal ; 
By  thy  passion  on  the  tree. 

Let  our  eriefe  and  troubles  cease ; 
Oh,  remember  Calvary, 

And  bid  us  go  in  peace  I 

X167.    ^^WsattdoJbLdeasaleqT 

1  Tims  is  winging  us  away 

To  our  eternal  home ; 
Life  is  but  a  winter's  day — 

A  journey  to  the  tomb ; 
Touth  and  vigor  soon  will  flee, 

Blooming  beauty  lose  its  charms ; 
All  that 's  mortal  soon  shall  bo 

Endosed  in  death's  cold  anna. 


2  Time  is  winging  us  away 

To  our  eternal  homo ; 
Life  is  but  a  winter's  day — 

A  journey  to  the  tomb ; 
But  the  Christian  shall  enjoy 

Health  and  beauty,  soon,  above, 
Far  beyond  the  world's  alloy. 

Secure  in  Jesus'  love. 


Ipreu  toward  ths  mark  fin*  ih4  pri»%!^ 


1238.- 

1  Rise,  my  soul !  and  stretch  thy  wings. 

Thy  better  portion  trace ; 
Rise,  from  transitory  things. 

Toward  heaven,  thy  native  place  : 
Sun,  and  moon,  and  stars  decay. 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove ; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 

To  seats  prepared  above  1 

2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run| 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course ; 
Fire  ascending,  seeks  the  sun, — 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source ; 
So  a  soul  that 's  bom  of  God, 

Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face, 
Upward  tends  to  his  abode, 

To  rest  in  his  embrace. 

3  Cease,  ye  pilgrims !  cease  to  mourn, — 

Press  onward  to  the  prize ; 
Soon  your  Saviour  will  return 

Triumphant  in  the  skies : 
Yet  a  season,  and  yooknow 

Happy  entrance '      ^ 
All  your  sorrows  \ 

Aiid  eax&.  «idta 
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Prayer  for  Dtiheranc6  from  EoiL 


742. 

1  Suffering  Son  of  Man,  be  near  me, 

All  my  sufferings  to  sustain, 
By  thy  sorer  griera  to  cheer  me, 

By  thy  more  than  mortal  pain ; 
By  thy  fainting  in  the  garden, 

By  thy  bloody  sweat,  I  pray. 
Write  upon  my  heart  the  pardon ; 

Take  my  sins  and  fears  away. 

2  By  the  travail  of  thy  spirit. 

By  thine  outcry  on  tne  tree, 
By  thine  agonizing  merit, 

In  my  pangs,  remember  me ! 
By  thy  death  I  now  implore  thee, 

Lord !  my  dying  soul  befriend  ; 
Make  me  lovingly  adore  thee. 

Make  me  faithiul  to  the  end. 

I  4  0  ,  **  Wa$h  fMy  and  I  thaU  he  whUtr  Vian  snow.^ 

1  Jesus  !  who  on  Calv'ry's  mountain 

Poured  thy  precious  blood  for  me, 
Wash  me  in  its  flowing  fountain, 
That  my  soul  may  spotless  be. 

2  I  have  sinned,  but,  oh,  restore  mo ; 

For,  unless  thou  smile  on  me, 
Dark  is  all  the  world  before  mo, 
Darker  yet  eternity  1 

8  In  thy  word  I  hear  thee  saying, 

"  Come,  and  I  will  give  you  rest;" 
GJad  the  gracious  call  obeying, 
See,  I  hasten  to  thy  breast 


4  Grant,  oh,  grant  thy  spirit's  teachin 
That  I  may  not  go  astray, 
Till,  the  gate  of  heaven  reaching, 
Earth  and  sin  arc  passed  away ! 

1  1  1  Q    **  Renumher  not  againM  im  former 
X  ±  X  t7  •  iniquiUesT 

1  Dread  Jehovah  !  God  of  nations! 

From  thy  temple  in  the  skies, 

Hear  thy  people  s  supplications ; 

Now  for  their  deliverance  rise. 

2  Tho'  our  sins,  oui*  hearts  confoundi 

Long  and  loud  for  vengeance  ca] 

Thou  hast  mercy  more  abounding : 

Jesus'  blood  can  cleanse  them  all 

3  Let  that  love  vail  our  transgression 

Let  that  blood  our  guilt  cfiface : 

Save  thy  people  from  oppression ; 

Save  from  spoil  thy  holy  place. 

4  Lo !  with  deep  contrition  turning, 

Humbly  at  thy  feet  we  bend ; 

Hear  us,  fasting,  praying,  moumin| 

Hear  us,  spare  us,  and  defend ! 

1  OQ 1    *  «  That  great  day  qf  wrath  and  ten 
X^/OX«  (A  Hjmn  of  the  Scrrath  Cteiwy.) 

1  That  great  day  of  wrath  and  terrc 

That  last  day  of  woe  and  doom, 

Like  a  thief  that  comes  at  midnigl 

On  the  sons  of  men  shall  come ; 

2  When  the  King  of  heavenly  glory 

Shall  assume  his  throne  on  nigh 
When  the  bands  of  all  his  angels 
Shall  be  near  him  in  tho  sky ; 

*  CommAncft  NtV\)xVh«\«»n  vu^^  Um  tune  for  Um  Sth  • 
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3  When  the  sun  shall  turn  to  sackcloth, 

And  the  moon  be  red  as  blood ; 
When  the  stars  shall  &11  from  heaven 
As  the  leaves  fall  in  a  wood. 

4  Therefore,  man,  while  yet  thou  mayest, 

From  the  tempter's  malice  fly ! 

Give  thy  bread  to  feed  the  hungry. 

If  thou  ^ek'st  to  win  the  sky. 

5  Let  thy  loins  be  straitly  girded. 

Life  be  pure,  and  heart  be  right, 
That,  whene'er  the  Bridegroom  cometh, 
Full  thy  lamp  may  shino,  and  bright. 

«/X»  Apostolic  Benediction. 

1  May  the  grace  of  Christ  the  Saviour, 

And  the  Father's  boundless  love. 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor. 
Rest  upon  us  from  above. 

2  Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord, 
And  possess,  tin  sweet  communion, 
Joys  which  earth  can  not  aflford, 

y  O  X  •  Penitent  Entreat}/, 

1  Jesub,  full  of  all  compassion, 

Hear  thine  humble  suppliant's  cry  : 
Let  me  know  thy  great  salvation ; 

Sec  !  I  languish,  faint,  and  die. 
Guilty,  but  with  heart  relenting. 

Overwhelmed  with  helpless  grief. 
Prostrate  at  thy  feet  repenting — 

Send,  oh,  send  me  quick  relief! 

2  Whither  should  a  wretch  be  flying, 

But  to  him  who  comfort  gives  ? 
Whither,  from  the  dread  of  dying. 

But  to  him  who  ever  lives  ? 
While  I  view  thee,  wounded,  grieving, 

Breathless,  on  the  cursed  tree. 
Fain  I  'd  feel  my  heart  believing 

ThoQ  didet  Buffer  thus  for  me. 


3  In  the  world  of  endless  ruin, 

Let  it  never.  Lord,  be  said, 
"  Hero 's  a  soul  that  perished,  suing 

For  the  boasted  Saviour's  aid !" 
Saved ! — the  deed  shall  spread  new  glory 

Through  the  shining  realms  above ; 
Angels  sing  the  pleasing  story, 

AH  enraptured  with  thy  love. 

867  *  "^*  greaUH  qf  the$e  U  ChaHtyr 

1  Meek  and  lowly,  pure  and  holy. 

Chief  among  the  blessed  three, 
Turning  sadness  into  gladness, 
Heaven-bom  art  thou,  Charity ! 

2  Pity  dwelleth  in  thy  bosom. 

Kindness  reigneth  o'er  thy  heart ; 
Gentle  thoughts  alone  can  sway  thee— 
Judgment  hath  in  thee  no  part. 

3  Hoping  ever,  failing  never. 

Though  deceived,  believing  still ; 
Long  abiding,  all-confiding 
To  thy  heavenly  Father's  will ; 

4  Never  weary  of  well-doing. 

Never  fearful  of  the  end ; 
Claiming  all  mankind  as  brothers, 
Thou  dost  all  alike  befriend. 

5  Meek  and  lowly,  pure  and  holy, 

Chief  among  the  blessed  three, 
Turning  sadness  into  gladness. 
Heaven-bom  art  thou.  Charity ! 

DOXOLOOY. 

Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation, 

Praise  the  Father's  boundless  love ; 
Praise  the  Lamb,  our  expiation ; 

Praise  the  Spirit  from  above  : 
Praise  the  fountain  of  salvation. 

Him  by  whom  oiir  spirits  live ; 
Undivided  ^'^^^^ojtttftL 

To  tttfi  OB  \ 
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1  He  who  on  earth  as  man  was  known, 

And  bore  our  sins  and  pains, 
Now,  seated  on  th'  eternal  throne, 
Tlie  God  of  glory  reigns. 

2  His  hands  the  wheels  of  natoro  guide 

With  an  unerring  skill, 
And  countless  worlds,  extended  wide, 
Obey  his  sovereign  will. 

3  While  harps  unnumbered  sound  his  praise 

In  yonder  world  above, 
His  saints  on  earth  admire  his  ways, 
And  glory  in  his  love. 

4  When  troubles,  like  a  burning  sun, 

Beat  heavy  on  their  head, 
To  this  almighty  Rock  they  run, 

And  find  a  pleasing  shade. 
6  How  glorious  he !  how  happy  they, 

In  such  a  glorious  Friend  1 
Whose  love  secures  them  all  the  way, 

And  crowns  them  at  the  end. 

45  5,  Prayer  Jbr  the  WittuM  o/the  Spirit. 

1  Why  should  the  children  of  a  King 

Go  mourning  all  their  days  ? 
Great  Comforter  I  descend  and  bring 
Some  tokens  of  thy  grace, 

2  Dost  thou  not  dwell  in  all  thy  saints. 

And  seal  them  heirs  of  heaven  ? 
When  wilt  thou  banish  my  complaints. 

And  show  my  sins  forgiven  ? 
8  Assure  my  conscience  of  her  part 

In  my  Redeemer's  blood ; 
And  bear  thy  witness  with  my  heart, 

That  I  am  bom  of  God. 
4  Thou  art  the  earnest  of  his  love, 

The  pledge  of  joys  to  come ; 
And  thy  soft  wings,  celestial  Dove, 

Will  safe  convey  me  borne. 


^ylQQ  TTie  sou  for  (hs  Taunff. 

^OO*  Pialmll9. 

1  How  shall  the  young  secnie  their  hest^ 

And  guard  their  Tivea  from  sin  ? 
Thy  word  the  choicest  rules  imparts, 
To  keep  the  conscience  clean. 

2  T  is  like  the  sun,  a  heavenly  lights 

That  gtiides  us  all  the  day ; 
And,  through  the  dangers  of  the  ni^ 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

3  Thy  precepts  make  me  truly  wise : 

I  hate  the  sinner^s  road ; 
I  hate  my  own  vain  thon^ts  thai  rise, 
But  love  thy  law,  my  God. 

4  Thy  word  is  everlasting  truth. 

How  pure  is  every  page ! 
That  holy  book  shall  guide  our  vonth, 
And  well  support  our  age. 

0  X  ^.  "^Retum^  0  wanderer,'^ 

1  Return,  O  wanderer,  now  return, 

And  seek  thy  Father's  fiace  ! 
Tliose  new  desires,  whicli  in  thee  brni^ 
Were  kindled  by  his  grace. 

2  Return,  O  wanderer,  now  return ! 

He  hears  thy  humble  sigh ; 
He  sees  thy  softened  spirit  momn, 
When  no  one  else  is  nigh. 

3  Return,  O  wanderer,  now  return  I 

Thy  Saviour  bids  thee  live : 
Go  to  his  bleeding  feet,  and  learn 
How  freely  he  Ml  forgive. 

4  Return,  O  wanderer,  now  retnm. 

And  wipe  the  falling  tear ! 
Thy  Father  calls — no  longer  mouzn: 
His  love  invites  thee  near. 

OoD*   Prayer  Jbr  a  Under 

1  On  for  a  principle  within 
Of  ^ealous^  godly  fear! 
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Oh  for  a  tender  dread  of  sin — 
A  pain  to  feel  it  near  I 
S  That  I  from  thee  no  more  may  part, 
No  more  thy  goodness  grieve, 
The  filial  awe,  the  fleshly  heart, 
The  tender  conscience,  give. 
8  Quick  as  the  apple  of  the  eye, 

0  God  I  my  conscience  make ; 
Awake  my  soul  when  sin  is  nigh, 

And  keep  it  still  awake. 

4  If  to  the  right  or  left  I  stray, 

Hiat  moment.  Lord,  reprove ; 
And  let  me  weep  my  life  away. 
For  having  grieved  thy  love. 

5  Oh,  may  the  least  omission  pain 

My  well-instructed  soul ; 
And  drive  me  to  the  blood  again, 
Which  makes  the  wounded  whole ! 

8  5  0  •    "  y«^yy  Ood  haih  heard  tn*."— P«alm  60. 

1  Now  shall  my  solemn  vows  be  paid 

To  that  almiehty  Power 
That  heard  the  long  requests  I  made 
In  my  distressfuf  hour. 

2  My  lips  and  cheerful  heart  prepare 

To  make  his  mercies  known  ; 
Come,  ye  that  fear  my  God,  and  hear 
The  wonders  he  hath  done. 
8  When  on  my  head  huge  sorrows  fell,. 

1  sought  his  heavenly  aid ; 

He  sav^  my  sinking  soul  from  hell, 
And  death's  eternal  shade. 

4  If  sin  lay  covered  in  my  heart 

While  prayer  employed  my  tongue, 
The  Lord  bad  shown  me  no  regard, 
Nor  I  his  praises  sung. 

5  But  God — ^his  name  be  ever  blest — 

Halh  set  my  spirit  f^; 


Nor  turned  from  him  my  poor  request, 
Nor  turned  his  heart  from  inc. 

qQO*    ^'  ^^^"^  ClMnman(fm«Ht— Juhn  18:  &4. 

1  With  love  the  Saviour's  heart  o'erflowed ; 

Love  spoke  in  every  breath ; 
Supremo  it  reigned,  throughout  his  life, 
And  triumphed  in  his  death. 

2  Behold,  this  new  command  he  gives 

To  those  who  bear  his  name, — 
That  they  shall  one  another  love, 
As  he  hath  loved  them. 

3  In  every  action,  every  thought. 

Be  this  OTeat  law  fulfilled ; 

Forgotten  be  each  selfish  aim, 

^u;h  angry  passion  stilled. 

4  Let  all  who  bear  the  name  of  Christ, 

While  they  his  sufferings  view, 
Think  of  his  words,  "  Each  other  love, 
As  I  have  loved  you." 

1217. 

1  Why  should  our  tears  in  sorrow  flow, 

When  God  recalls  his  own. 
And  bids  them  leave  a  world  of  woo 
For  an  immortal  crown  ? 

2  Is  not  ev'n  death  a  gain  to  Uiose 

Whose  life  to  God  is  given  ? 
Gladly  to  earth  their  eyes  they  close. 
To  open  them  in  heaven. 

3  Their  toils  are  past,  their  work  is  done. 

And  they  are  fully  blest: 
They  fought  the  fights  the  victory  won, 
And  entered  into  rest 

4  Then  let  our  lorrows  cease  to  flow : 


**JiMi  0iiUrtd  Mo  rettr 


God  has  recdhdhis  own : 
And  let  cor  bMHIktoverY  wqq^ 

StaSLwf-                        ^tik:^ 
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Refrain, 


1220*  7U  POQHm^t  &ma. 

1  A  FBW  more  years  shall  roll, 

A  few  more  seasons  come ; 
And  we  shall  be  with  those  that  rest, 

Asleep  within  the  tomb  : 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  great  day ; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away ! 

2  A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 

On  this  wild,  rocky  shore ; 
And  we  shall  bo  where  tempests  cease, 

And  surges  swell  no  more  : 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  cahn  day ; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away ! 

8  A  few  more  struggles  here, 

A  few  more  partings  o'er, 
A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears, 

And  we  shall  weep  no  more : 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  blest  day ; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away ! 

4  A  few  more  Sabbaths  here 

Shall  cheer  us  on  our  way ; 
And  we  shall  reach  the  endless  rest, 

Th'  eternal  Sabbath-day: 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  sweet  day ; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away  I 

5  TisbatalitUewhile, 

And  be  aiiaU  oome  \ 


Who  died  that  we  might  lire,  who 
That  we  with  him  may  reign : 

Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  glad  day; 

O  wash  me  in  thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away ! 


Tke  Ckuroh  in  ik*  WUdsmui. 


1019. 

1  Far  down  the  a^  now, 

Much  of  her  journey  done, 
The  pilgrim  church  pursues  her  wa 
Until  her  crown  he  won. 

2  The  story  of  the  past 

Comes  up  before  her  view ; 
How  well  it  seems  to  suit  her  still- 
Old,  and  yet  ever  new  I 

3  It  is  the  ofb-told  tale 

Of  sin  and  weariness, 
Of  grace  and  love  yet  flowing  dowi 
To  pardon  and  to  bless. 

4  No  wider  is  the  gate, 

No  broader  is  the  way. 
No  smoother  is  the  ancient  path, 
That  leads  to  life  and  day. 

5  No  sweeter  is  the  Cup, 

Nor  less  our  lot  of  ill : 
'T  was  tribulation  ages  since, 
T  is  tribulation  still. 
0  No  slacker  grows  the  fight, 
No  feebler  is  the  foe, 
Nor  less  the  need  of  armor  tried, 
Of  shield,  and  spear,  and  bow. 

7  Thus  onward  still  we  press, 

Through  evil  and  through  good,- 

Through  nain,  and  poverty,  and  wai 

Thxo\v^  ^ril  and  through  blood 
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8  Still  faithful  to  our  God, 
And  to  our  Captain  true, 
We  follow  where  he  leads  the  way, 
The  kingdom  in  our  view. 


Invitation  from  ffsaven  to  JBarHL 


527. 

1  Come  to  the  land  of  peace ; 

From  shadows  come  away ; 
Where  all  the  sounds  of  weeping  cease, 
And  storms  no  more  have  sway. 

2  Fear  hath  no  dwelling  here ; 

But  pure  repose  and  love 
Breathe  through  the  bright,  celestial  air 
The  spirit  of  the  dove, 

8  Come  to  the  bright  and  blest. 
Gathered  from  evenr  land ; 
For  here  thy  soul  shall  And  its  rest 
Amid  the  shining  band. 

4  In  this  divine  abode 

Change  leaves  no  saddening  trace ; 

STATE  STREET.    S.  M. 


Come,  trusting  spirit,  to  thy  God, 
Thy  holy  restmg-place. 

881.        ^"^C^***  Aciitiiy,^  Eccl.  11 :  6. 

1  Sow  in  the  mom  thy  seed, 

At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed ; 
Broad-cast  it  o'er  the  land  ! 

2  Then  duly  shall  appear. 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength. 
The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear, 
And  the  full  com  at  length. 

3  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain  : 

Cold,  heat)  and  moist,  and  dry 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  gamers  in  the  sky. 

4  Then,  when  the  glorious  end, 

Tlio  dav  of  God,  shall  come, 
The  an^cl-reapers  shall  descend, 
And  neaveu  sing  "  Harvest-home  1  ** 
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4:08 •  " •'««^  2or«r  qf  my  wul,^ 

1  Jesus,  Lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  waters  near  me  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high : 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide : 

Oh,  receive  my  soul  at  last ! 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none ; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee : 
Leave,  ah  I  leave  me  not  alone; 

Still  support  and  comfort  me : 
AJl  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed, 

All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenseless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 


Chrid  a  n^leUnt  Saviour, 


409. 

1  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want, 

More  than  all  in  thee  I  find : 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  thy  name ; 

I  am  all  unrighteousness : 
False  and  full  of  sin  I  am ; 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

2  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee; 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart; 
-Swo  to  all  etermty. 


4 1  0.  *" Looting  unto  JetrttT 

1  When,  along  life's  thorny  road, 
Faints  the  soul  beneath  Uio  load. 
By  its  cares  and  sins  oppressed. 
Finds  on  earth  no  peace  or  rest; 
When  the  wily  tempter 's  near, 
Filling  us  with  doubts  and  fear : 
Jesus,  to  thy  feet  wo  flee ; 
Jesus,  we  will  look  to  thee. 

2  Thou,  our  Saviour,  from  the  throne 
List'nest  to  thy  people's  moan  : 
Thou,  the  living  Head,  dost  share 
Every  pang  thy  members  bear : 
Full  of  tenderness  thou  art, 

Thou  wilt  heal  the  broken  heart ; 
Full  of  power,  thine  arm  shall  quell 
All  the  rage  and  might  of  helL 

3  Mighty  to  redeem  and  save, 
Thou  hast  overcome  the  grave; 
Thou  the  bars  of  death  hast  riven, 
Opened  wide  the  gate  of  heaven: 
Soon  in  glory  thou  shalt  come. 
Taking  thy  poor  pilgrims  home : 
Jesus,  then  we  all  shall  bo 

Ever,  ever,  Lord,  with  thee  I 


7%€  7%Het  BaHjf  One. 


472. 

1  Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord 

God  of  Hosts !  when  heaven  and  earth 
Out  of  darkness,  at  thy  word 
Issued  into  glorious  birth. 
All  thy  works  heforc  thee  stood, 
And  thine  eye  beheld  them  good ; 
While  they  sung  with  swoet  accord, 
Ho\y,  V^^Y^  holy  Lord. 
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2  Holy,  holy,  lioly !  thcc, 

One  Jehovah  evermore, 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit !  we, 

Dust  and  ashes,  would  adore : 
Lightly  by  the  world  esteemed. 
From  that  world  by  thee  redeemed, 
Sing  we  here  with  glad  accord. 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  I 

8  Holy,  holy,  holy !  all 

Heaven's  triumphant  choir  shall  sing, 
While  the  ransomed  nations  fall 

At  the  footstool  of  their  King : 
Then  shall  saints  and  seraphim. 
Harps  and  voices,  swell  one  hymn, 
Blending  in  sublime  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  I 

QOt/,    **  Whom  ha9t  lin  heaven  hvt  Thter 

1  Lord  of  earth !  thy  forming  hand 
Well  this  beauteous  frame  hath  planncd,- 
Woods  that  wave,  and  hills  that  tower, 
Ocean  rolling  in  his  power : 
Yet,  amid  this  scene  so  fair. 
Should  I  cease  thy  smile  to  share, 
What  were  all  its  joys  to  me? 
Whom  have  I  on  earth  but  thee  ? 

8  Lord  of  heaven  !  beyond  our  sight 
Shines  a  world  of  purer  light; 
There,  in  love's  unclouded  reign, 
Parted  hands  shall  meet  again : 
Oh,  that  world  is  passing  mir ! 
Yet^  if  thou  wert  absent  there. 
What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  f 
WTiom  have  I  in  heaven  but  thee  ? 

8  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven !  my  breast 
Seeks  in  thee  its  only  rest : 
I  was  lost;  thy  accents  mild 
Homeward  lured  thy  wandering  child. 
Oh !  ahould  once  thy  smile  divino 
Cease  upon  my  soul  to  Aine, 
24 


What  were  earth  or  heaven  to  me? 
Whom  have  I  in  each  but  thee  ? 


The  (teeepted  Offering, 


874. 

1  Lord,  what  offering  shall  we  bring, 

At  thine  altars  when  we  bow  ? 
Hearts,  the  pure  unsullied  spring. 

Whence  the  kind  affections  flow ; 
Soft  compassion's  feeling  soul. 

By  the  melting  eye  expressed ; 
Sympathy,  at  whose  control 

Sorrow  leaves  the  wounded  breast ; 

2  Willing  hands  to  lead  the  blind. 

Bind  the  wounded,  feed  the  poor ; 
Love,  embracing  all  our  kind ; 

Charity,  with  liberal  store : — 
Teach  us,  O  thou  heavenly  King, 

Thus  to  show  our  grateful  mind^ 
Thus  th'  accepted  offering  bring. 

Love  to  thcc,  and  all  mankind. 


"  The  valley  qfVie  ehadaw  o/dealK.'^ 
Psalm  ML 


1179. 

1  Though  I  walk  the  downward  shade, 

Deepening  through  the  vale  of  death, 
Yet  I  will  not  be  afraid. 

But,  with  my  departing  breath, 
I  will  glory  in  my  God, 

In  my  Saviour  I  will  trust, 
Strengthened  by  his  staff  and  rod. 

While  this  body  falls  to  dust. 

2  Soon  on  wings,  on  wings  of  love. 

My  transported  soul  shall  rise. 
Like  the  home-returning  dove. 

Vanishing  through  TOundless  skies;. 
Then,  where  death  shall  be  no  more. 

Sin  nor  sofferiiig  e'er  molest, 
All  m  V  days  of  iiiobmH^'Qt% 
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^.  Ifabitual  Deroiion. 

1  While  thee  I  seek,  protecting:  Power! 

Be  my  vain  wishes  stilled  ; 

And  may  this  consecrated  hour- 

With  better  hopes  be  filled  I 

2  Thy  love  the  power  of  thought  bestowed ; 

To  thee  my  thoughts  would  soar  : 
Thy  mercy  oer  my  life  has  flowed; 
That  mercy  I  adore. 

3  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  I  see  ! 
Each  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear, 
Because  conferred  by  thee. 

4  In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 

In  every  pain  I  bear, 
My  heart  sliall  find  delight  in  praise, 
Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

5  When  gladness  wings  my  favored  hour, 

Tliy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill ; 
Resigned,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower, 
My  soul  shall  meet  thy  will. 

6  My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear, 

The  gathering  storm  shall  see ; 
My  stesulfast  heart  shall  know  no  fear ; 
That  heart  will  rest  on  thee. 

^  X  X  •       Remembranes  of  Divine  M»rei€i, 

1  When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God, 

My  rising  soul  surveys, 
Transported  with  the  view,  I  'm  lost 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise ! 

2  Unnumbered  comforts  on  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestowed, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 
From  whom  those  comforts  flowed. 
8  When,  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth, 
WiUi  heedless  step  I  ran, 
Jhine  arm,  unseen,  conveyed  me  safe, 
And  led  me  up  to  man. 


4  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  hearty 
That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

5  Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue; 
And,  after  death,  in  distant  worlds. 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 
G  Through  all  eternity  to  thee 
A  joyful  song  I  Ml  raise  : 
But,  oh !  eternity 's  too  short 
To  utter  all  thy  praise. 

^^^*  Matt.6:  a-il. 

1  Oh,  why  despond  in  life's  dark  vale  \ 

Why  sink  to  fears  a  prey  f 
Th' almighty  power  can  never  fail, 
His  love  can  ne'er  decay. 

2  Behold  the  birds  that  wing  the  air, 

Nor  sow  nor  reap  the  grain : 
Yet  God,  with  all  a  Other's  care. 
Relieves  when  they  complain. 

3  Behold  the  lilies  of  the  field : 

They  toil  nor  labor  know ; 
Yet  royal  robes  to  theirs  must  yield, 
In  beauty's  richest  elow. 

4  That  God  who  hears  Uie  raven's  eiyt 

Who  decks  the  lily's  form. 
Will  surely  all  your  wants  supply. 
And  shield  you  in  the  storm. 

5  Seek  first  his  kingdom's  grace  to  sharti 

Its  righteousness  pursue : 
And  all  that  needs  your  earthly  caic 
Will  be  bestowed  on  you. 

6  Wliy  then  despond  in  life*8  dark  vsl«« 

Why  sink  to  fears  a  prey  t 
Th'  ahnighty  power  can  never  bSi, 
His  love  can  ne'er  decay. 
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^  j^  ^^    JH^ifu  Providence  and  Grace. 

1  Almighty  Father !  gracious  Lord ! 

Kind  Guardian  of  my  days ! 

Thy  mercies  let  my  heart  record 

In  songs  of  grateful  praise. 

2  In  life's  first  dawn,  my  tender  frame 

Was  thine  indulgent  care, 
Long  ere  I  could  pronounce  thy  name, 
Or  breathe  the  infiEUit  prayer. 

3  Each  rolling  year  new  fetvors  brought 

From  thine  exhaustless  store ; 
But,  ah !  in  vain  my  laboring  thought 
Would  count  thy  mercies  o'er. 

4  Still  I  adore  thee,  gracious  Lord ! 

For  favors  more  divine — 
That  I  have  known  thy  sacred  word, 
Where  all  thy  glories  shine. 

^    Xord,  when  this  mortal  frame  dccay^i. 
And  every  weakness  dies, 
C!omplete  the  wonders  of  thy  grace. 
And  raise  me  to  the  skies. 


''BeHde  the  etiU  waUrer—Vea^m  2& 


2 18. 

^    Thb  Lord  himself,  the  mighty  Lord, 
Vouchsafes  to  be  my  guide ; 
llie  Shepherd,  by  whose  constant  care 
My  wants  are  all  supplied. 

^    In  tender  grass  he  makes  me  feed, 
And  gently  there  repose; 
"Xlicn  lea<ls  me  to  cool  shades,  and  where 
Refreshing  water  flows. 

lie  does  my  wandering  soul  reclaim, 

And,  to  his  endless  praise, 
I^'istruct  with  humble  zeal  to  walk 

In  his  most  nghteoos  ways. 


\  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale  of  death, 
From  fear  and  danger  free ; 
For  there  his  aiding  rod  and  staff 
Defend  and  comfort  mc. 

5  Since  God  doth  thus  his  wondrous  love 
Through  all  my  life  extend. 
That  life  to  him  I  will  devote, 
And  in  his  temple  spend. 


**And  Jmus  went  before  iheftu^ 
Mark  10:  82. 


288. 

1  The  Saviour ! — what  a  noble  flame 

Was  kindled  in  his  breast, 
When,  hasting  to  Jerusalem, 
He  marched  before  the  rest  I 

2  Good  will  to  men,  and  zeal  for  God, 

His  every  thought  engross ; 
He  longs  to  be  baptized  with  blood. 
He  pants  to  reach  the  cross. 

3  With  all  his  sufferings  full  in  view. 

And  woes  to  us  unknown, 
Forth  to  the  task  his  spirits  flew : 
Twas  love  that  urged  him  on. 

4  Lord,  we  return  thee  what  we  can ; 

Our  hearts  shall  sound  abroad 
Salvation  to  the  dying  Man, 
And  to  the  rising  God ! 

5  And  while  thy  bleeding  glories  here 

Engage  our  wondering  eyes, 
We  learn  our  lighter  cross  to  bear. 
And  hasten  to  the  skies. 

DOXOLOOT. 

Let  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  adored. 
Where  tnere  arp  works  to  xjaaka  \iNrek. 

Ox  &a\ii\&  V>  \oN^  \!tkft\«s^\ 
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3  7  7  •  *  ^^'V  '^  <^''  -Riiflr." 

1  Glory,  glory  to  our  King ! 

Crowns  anfiEkding  wreathe  his  head; 
Jcsos  is  the  name  we  sing, — 

Jesus  risen  from  the  dead ; 
Jesus,  Conqu'ror  o'er  the  grave ; 
Jesus,  mighty  now  to  save. 

2  Jesus  is  gone  up  on  high. 

Angels  come  to  meet  their  King ; 
Shouts  triumphant  rend  the  sky. 

While  the  Victor's  praise  they  sing : 
"  Open  now,  ye  heavenly  gates ! 
'T  is  the  King  of  glory  waits." 

3  Now  behold  him  high  enthroned. 

Glory  beaming  from  his  fece ! 
By  adoring  angels  owned, 

God  of  holiness  and  grace ! 
Oh,  for  hearts  and  tongues  to  sing 
"  Glory,  glory  to  our  King  I" 

4  Jesus,  on  thy  people  shine ; 

Warm  our  hearts  and  tune  our  tongues. 
That  with  angels  we  may  join, 

Share  their  bliss,  and  swell  their  songs; 
Glory,  honor,  praise,  and  power, 
Lord  be  thine  for  evermore ! 


425. 


**/am  the  Ught  qftkt  Worldr 


Christ,  whose  glory  fills  the  skies, 
Christ,  the  true,  the  only  light, 
^021  of  fiighteousness  I  anae ; 


Triumph  o'er  the  shades  of  night; 
Day-spring  from  on  high,  be  near , 
Day-star,  m  my  heart  appear ! 

2  Dark  and  cheerless  is  the  mom, 

If  thy  light  is  hid  from  me ; 
Joyless  is  the  day's  return. 

Till  thy  mercy's  beams  I  see — 
Till  they  inward  light  impart, 
Glad  my  eyes,  and  warm  my  heart. 

3  Visit,  then,  this  soul  of  mine  ; 

Pierce  the  gloom  of  sin  and  grie( 
Fill  me,  radiant  Sun  divine  I 

Scatter  all  my  unbelief : 
More  and  more  thyself  display, 
Shining  to  the  perfect  day. 


'*  7%6  Praise  qfaU  Bis  MtfiUc** 


106. 


Praise  to  God  on  high  be  given  ! 
Praise  him,  all  in  earth  and  heaven ; 
Praise  him  at  the  dawn  of  light, 
Praise  him  at  returning  night : 
Saints  below,  and  saints  aoove, 
Praise,  oh,  praise  the  God  of  love! ' 


DOXOLOGT. 

Praisb  the  name  of  God  most  hi^ ; 
Praise  him,  all  below  the  sW; 
Praise  him,  all  ye  heavenly  host — 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoet ! 
As  through  countless  ages  past| 
Evermore  his  praise  shall  last. 
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I  j[4«  **  Bino  much  I  ovye."^ 

1  When  this  passing  world  is  done, — 
When  has  sunk  yon  glorious  sun ; 
When  we  stand  with  Christ  in  glory, 
Looking  o'er  life's  finished  story ; 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know — 
Not  till  then — ^how  much  I  owe ! 

2  When  I  hear  the  wicked  call 
On  the  rocks  and  hills  to  fall ; 
When  I  sec  them  start  and  shrink, 
On  the  fiery  deluge  brink ; 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know — 
Not  till  then — ^how  much  I  owe ! 

3  When  I  stand  before  the  throne, 
Clothed  in  beauty  not  my  own ;    ' 
When  I  see  thee  as  thou  art, 
Love  thee  with  unsinning  heart ; 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fiiUy  Know — 
Not  till  then — how  much  I  owe ! 

4  When  the  praise  of  heaven  I  hear, 
Loud  as  thunders  to  the  ear, 
Loud  as  many  waters'  noise. 
Sweet  as  harp's  melodious  voice, 
Then,  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know — 
Not  till  then — ^how  much  I  owe  I 


i  xD»    Ohligation  to  ChrUt  manifested. 

1  Chosen  not  for  good  in  me, 
Wakened  up  from  wrath  to  flee, 
Hidden  in  tne  Saviour's  side, 
By  the  Spirit  sanctified — 
Teach  me,  Lord,  on  earth  to  show, 
By  my  love,  how  much  I  owe. 

2  Oft  I  walk  beneath  the  cloud, 
Dark  as  midnight's  gloomy  shroud ; 
But,  when  fear  is  at  the  height, 
Jesus  comes,  and  all  is  light ; 
Blessed  Jesus !  bid  me  show 
Doubting  saints  how  much  I  owe. 

3  Oft  the  nights  of  sorrow  reign — 
Weeping,  sickness,  sighing,  pain ; 
But  a  night  thine  anger  bums — 
Morning  comes,  and  loy  returns : 
God  of  comforts !  bia  me  show 
To  thy  poor  how  much  I  owe. 

4  When  in  flowery  paths  I  tread^ 
Oft  by  sin  I  'm  captive  led ; 
Oft  I  fall,  but  still  arise— 
Jesus  come»3il|M|Hnpter  flies : 
BlessM  JiM^^^k  ^<Q^R 
Wearf « 
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Q  /^      *'  Jl/(iit0  a  joyful  noUe  unto  Him  with  psalmB." 
OlJ.  "       Psalm  95. 

1  Come,  sound  his  praise  abroad, 

And  hymns  of  glory  sing : 
Jehovah  is  the  sovereign  God, 
The  universal  King. 

2  He  formed  the  deeps  unknown ; 

He  gave  the  seas  their  bound ; 
The  watery  worlds  are  all  his  own, 
And  all  the  solid  ground. 

3  Come,  worship  at  his  throne, 

Come,  bow  before  the  Lord : 
We  are  his  work  and  not  our  own ; 
He  formed  us  by  his  word. 

4  To-day  attend  his  voice. 

Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod ; 
Come,  like  the  people  of  his  choice, 
And  own  your  gracious  God. 


*  J%6  Lord  it  riten  indetdy 


355. 

1  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed :" 

Now  is  his  work  performed ; 

Now  is  the  mighty  Captive  freed, 

And  death  our  foe  disarmed. 

2  "  Tlie  Lord  is  risen  indeed  '^ 

The  grave  has  lost  his  prey ; 
With  him  is  risen  the  ransomed  seed 
To  reign  in  endless  day. 

3  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed  :'* 

He  lives,  to  die  no  more ; 
He  lives,  the  sinner^s  cause  to  plead, 
Whose  curse  and  shame  he  bore. 

4  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed :" 

Attending  angels,  hear ; 
Up  to  the  courts  of  heaven,  with  speed, 
TbejoyM  tidings  bear. 


5  Then  take  your  golden  lyres, 

And  strike  each  cheerful  chord; 
Join  all  the  bright,  celestial  choirs, 
To  sing  our  risen  Lord ! 


"i  §tand  on  ZiorC%  mount.* 


681. 

1  I  STAND  on  Zion^s  mount, 

And  view  my  starry  crown ; 
No  power  on  earth  my  hope  can  sh 
Nor  hell  can  thrust  me  down. 

2  The  lofty  hills  and  towers, 

That  lift  their  heads  on  high» 
Shall  all  be  leveled  low  in  dust — 
Their  very  names  shall  die. 

3  The  vaulted  heavens  shall  fell, 

Built  by  Jehovah's  hands; 
But  firmer  than  the  heavens,  the  R 
Of  my  salvation  stands. 


*"  So  Jiff  hi  J,  not  at  one  that  beaidh  \ 
air,*" 


892. 

1  My  soul !  weigh  not  thy  life 

Against  thy  heavenly  crown. 
Nor  suffer  Satan's  deadliest  strife 
To  beat  thy  courage  down. 

2  With  prayer  and  crying  strong, 

Hold  on  the  fearftil  fight; 
And  let  the  breaking  day  prolong 
The  wrestling  of  the  night. 

3  The  battle  soon  will  yield, 

If  thou  thy  part  fulfill ; 
For,  strong  as  is  the  hostile  shield, 
Thy  sword  is  stronger  still. 

4  Thine  armor  is  divine, — 

Thy  feet  with  victory  shod ; 
And  on  thy  head  shall  quickly  shin 
The  diadem  of  God  I 
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Q  Q  Q      "-ftrf  o»  <A«  to/io/a  armor  qf  Ood."^ 
Ot/O.  Eph.6:ll-14. 

1  Soldiers  of  Christ !  arise, 

And  put  your  armor  on, — 
Strong  in  the  strength  which  God  sup- 
plies 
Through  his  eternal  Son, — 

2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  hosts, 

And  in  his  mighty  power : 
Wlio  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusts, 
Is  more  than  conqueror. 

3  Stand,  then,  in  his  great  might. 

With  all  his  strength  endued ; 
But  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 
llic  panoply  of  God ; 

4  Tliat,  having  all  things  done, 

And  all  your  conflicts  past, 
Ye  may  overcome,  througn  Christ  alone. 
And  stand  entire  at  last 

X  U  X  4.  ""^J  ^  ffracc  of  God,  I  am  what  I  amJ* 

1  Grace  !  'tis  a  charming  sound. 
Harmonious  to  the  ear ; 
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Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 
And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  a  way 

To  save  rebellious  man  ; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  Grace  taught  my  wandering  feet 

To  treaS  the  heavenly  road ; 
And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet. 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown, 

Through  everlasting  days ; 
It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone, 
And  well  deserves  the  praise. 

DOXOLOOY. 

The  Father  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit  we  adore ; 
We  praise,  we  bless,  we  worship  thee, 

Both  now  and  evermore  I 


376         N^W  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 
FEDERAL  STREET.  L.  M. 


j^TTJ-jfM^ 


^y 


-) ]■ 


± 


^rza:r/J    rJ=i^ 


r  r  r  T  ^  r 


r  r'rf  r  r 


z± 


^ 


22s: 


$ 


m 


^ 


1=4 


■^ 


i 


fc^fc^ifc^ 


^j^ 


f*  r  flf  iV  '1^ 


s 


22= 


a^ 


^r'  rnr  jp^^ 


ji 


A  ^J    ^ 


\r  rUI 


:t 


r 


^  Q     **ArUe^  0  Lord  Ood^  into  Thy  rMting-place,'" 
I  t/«  8  Chron.0:41. 

1  God  in  his  temple  let  us  meet ; 
Low  on  our  knees  before  him  bend ; 
Here  hath  he  fixed  his  mercy-seat^ 
Here,  on  his  Sabbath  we  attend. 

2  Arise  into  thy  resting-place, 

Thou,  and  thy  ark  of  strength,  O  Lord ! 
Shine  througn  the  vail — we  seek  thy  £bw5c  ; 
Speak,  for  we  hearken  to  thy  word. 

8  With  righteousness  thy  priests  array ; 
Joyful  thy  chosen  people  be : 
Let  those  who  teach,  and  hear,  and  pray, 
Let  all,  be  holiness  to  thee. 

0  iw  •  C^riift  j>re»€nt  in  the  Sanctuary. 

1  How  sweet  to  leave  the  world  awhile, 
And  seek  the  presence  of  our  Lord ; 
Dear  Saviour,  on  thy  people  smile, 
And  come,  according  to  tny  word. 

2  From  busy  scenes  we  now  retreat, 
Tliat  we  may  here  converse  witli  thee ; 
Ah,  Lord,  behold  us  at  thy  feet  I 

Let  this  tlic  "  gate  of  heaven"  be. 

3  "  Chief  of  ten  thousand !"  now  appear. 
That  we  by  faith  may  see  thy  face ; 
Oh,  speak,  that  wo  thy  voice  may  hear, 
And  let  thy  presence  fill  this  place ! 

0  0  U  •    **  y^ithtr  ii  thsre  talvation  in  any  others 

1  How  shall  the  sons  of  men  appear, 
CJreat  God  I  before  thine  awful  bar  ? 
How  may  the  guilty  hope  to  find 
Acceptance  wiSi  th'  eternal  Mind  ? 

2  Not  vows,  nor  groans,  nor  broken  cries, 
Not  the  most  costly  sacrifice, 

^ot  infant  blood,  profusely  spilt, 
WjJJ  expiate  a  sinuct^B  guilt. 


T 


3  Thy  blood,  dear  Jesus,  thine  alone, 
Hatli  sovereign  virtue  to  atone : 
Here  will  we  rest  our  only  plea. 
When  we  approach,  great  God !  to  fliee. 


'  Unto  th4  Lamb  Jbr  tvsrj^ 
licv.  fi. 


342. 

1  What  equal  honors  shall  we  bring 
To  thee,  O  Lord  our  God,  the  Lamb^ 
When  all  the  notes  that  angels  sing 
Are  far  inferior  to  thy  name  ? 

2  Worthy  is  he  who  once  was  slain, 
The  Prince  of  Peace,  who  groaned 

and  died ; 
Worthy  to  rise,  and  live,  and  reign 
At  his  almighty  Father*s  side. 

3  Blessings  for  ever  on  the  Lamb, 
^^llo  bore  the  curse  for  wretched  men : 
Let  angels  sound  his  sacred  name. 
And  every  creature  say.  Amen  I 

in'?*?  SolomotCt  Pray0r, 

XV/l^r.  2Clm)ii.«. 

1  When  in  these  courts  we  seek  thy 
And  dving  sinners  pray  to  live, 
Hear  thou,  in  heaven,  my  dwelling^plac 
And  when  thou  hcarest,  Lord !  forgive. 

2  When  here  thy  messensers  proclaim 
The  blessed  gospel  of  thy  Son, 
Still  by  the  power  of  his  mat  name 
Be  mighty  signs  and  wonaers  done. 

3  Ilosanna ! — to  the  heavenly  King 
When  children's  voices  raise  that  song — 
Hosanna  I — let  their  angels  sing. 
And  heaven  with  earth  the  strain  pro- 
long. 

4  But  will,  indeed,  Jehovah  deign 
Here  to  abi^c,  no  transient  gaestf 
Here  will  the  world's  Redeemer  Teign» 
And  Vi«r<&  the  Holy  Spirit  rest  f 
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5  That  glory  never  hence  depart  I 
Yet  choose  not,  Lord,  this  house  alone : 
Thy  kingdom  come  to  every  licart ; 
In  every  bosom  fix  thy  throne. 


**  Ihou  in  faUh/ulruuM  hast  afflicted  me.'" 


949. 

1  Long  unafflicted,  undism^-ed, 

In  pleasure's  path  secure  I  strayed ; 
Thou  mad'st  me  feel  thy  chastening  rod, 
And  straight  I  turned  unto  my  Gocl. 

2  Wliat  though  it  pierced  my  fai nti ng  heart, 
I  blessed  thy  hand  that  caused  the  smart ; 
It  taught  my  tears  awhile  to  flow, 

But  saved  me  from  eternal  woe. 

3  .Oh  !  hadst  thou  left  me  nnchastised. 
Thy  precepts  I  had  still  despised ; 
And  still  the  snare  in  secret  laid 
Had  my  unwary  feet  betrayed. 

4  I  love  thee,  therefore,  O  my  God ! 
And  long  to  reach  thy  dear  abode ; 
Where,  m  thy  presence  fully  blest, 
Thy  chosen  saints  for  ever  rest. 


7%^  toorld  fikaU  hear  Thy  toice.'^ 


1124. 

1  Sovereign  of  worlds !  display  thy  power. 
Be  this  thy  Zion's  favored  hour; 

Bid  the  bright  morning  Star  arise, 
And  point  uio  nations  to  the  skies. 

2  Set  up  thy  throne  where  Satan  reigns, — 
On  Afric's  shore,  on  India's  plains, 

On  wilds  and  continents  unknown, — 
And  make  the  nations  all  thine  own. 
8  Speak!  and  the  world  shall  hear  thy 
voice; 
Speak  I  and  the  deserts  shall  rejoice; 
Scatter  the  gloom  of  heathen  night, 
And  bid  all  nations  bail  the  light 


XXOO*  *^  Why ia  nu chariot  io  long  in  canUng 9^ 

1  Gently,  my  Saviour,  let  me  down, 
To  slumber  in  the  arms  of  death ; 
1  rest  my  soul  on  thee  alone, 
Ev'n  till  my  last,  expiring  breath. 

2  Soon  will  the  storm  of  life  be  o'er, 
And  I  shall  enter  endless  rest ; 
There  I  shall  live  to  sin  no  more, 
And  bless  tliy  name,  for  ever  blest. 

3  Bid  me  possess  sweet  peace  within ; 
Let  childlike  patience  keep  my  heart ; 
Then  shall  I  feel  my  heaven  begin. 
Before  my  spirit  hence  depart. 

4  Oh,  speed  thy  chariot,  God  of  love. 
And  take  me  from  this  world  of  woe  ; 
I  long  to  reach  those  joys  above. 
And  bid  farewell  to  all  below. 

5  There  shall  my  raptured  spirit  raise 
Still  louder  notes  than  angels  sing, — 
High  glories  to  Immanuel  s  grace. 
My  God,  my  Saviour,  and  my  King ! 

1227. 

1  We  go  with  the  redeemed  to  taste 
Of  joy  supreme,  that  never  dies ; 
Our  feet  still  press  the  weary  waste. 
Our  hearts,  our  home,  arc  in  the  skies. 

2  And,  oh  !  while  on  to  Zion's  hill 
The  toilsome  path  of  life  we  tread, 
Around  us,  loving  fj^er,  still 
Thy  circling  waat/jt/^pcy  spread. 


'  iTy  9otdjblloto€lh  hard  after  Thee.'^ 
Psalm  63. 


3  From  day  to 
Oh  let  our  A 
The  strengUi; , 
ThoBweetaer 


to  hour. 
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MISSIONARY  HYMN.     Vs  &  6s.    Double. 


*  Renew  a  right  spirit  MoUMn  me,^ 


Great  Author  of  my  being, 

I  am  consumed  with  care ; 
The  ills  of  thy  decreeing, 

Enable  me  to  bear : 
The  spirit  of  contrition, 

Oh,  may  I  now  receive ; 
For  all  my  soul's  ambition 

Is  worthily  to  grieve  I 

The  grief  beyond  expressing, 

To  me,  O  Lord,  impart ; 
I  ask  this  only  blessing — 

An  humble,  broken  heart ; 
The  justice  of  thy  sentence 

With  meekest  awe  to  own ; 
And  spend,  in  deep  repentance. 

My  last,  expiring  groan. 

In  that  decisive  hour, 

When  pain,  with  life,  shall  end. 
Then,  O  thou  God  of  power, 

Thou  God  of  love,  attend ! 
And  bear,  oh,  bear  my  burden, 

And  help  my  last  distress ; 
And  give  mo  back  my  pardon. 

And  bid  mo  die  in  peace ! 


972. 


"  Tah6  no  th&uoht  for  the  morrow,'" 
Matt  6 :  &-U. 

1  In  holy  contemplation, 
We  sweetly  now  pursue 
The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 
And  find  it  ever  new : 


Set  free  from  present  sorrow, 
We  cheerfully  can  say, 

"  Ev'n  let  the  unknown  morrow 
Bring  with  it  what  it  may.'* 

2  It  can  bring  with  it  nothing 

But  he  will  bear  us  through ; 
Wlio  gives  the  lilies  clothing 

Will  clothe  his  people  too : 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens 

No  creature  but  is  fed ; 
And  he  who  feeds  the  ravens 

Will  give  his  children  bread. 


1137. 


Departure  of  MUeionariea, 


Roll  on,  thou  mighty  ocean  I 

And,  as  thy  billows  flow, 
Bear  messengers  of  mercy 

To  every  land  below : 
Arise,  ye  gales  I  and  waft  them 

Safe  to  the  destined  shore ; 
That  man  may  sit  in  darkness 

And  death's  black  shade  no  more 

O  thou  eternal  Ruler ! 

Who  boldest  in  thine  arm 
The  tempests  of  the  ocean. 

Protect  them  from  all  harm ! 
Thy  presence  still  be  with  them. 

Wherever  they  may  be : 
Though  far  from  us  who  love  then 

BUll  let  them  be  with  thee  I 
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I O  U  •    "  ^o  ^"^  *^*  »itMh  upon  ihs  75liwt«." 

1  To  thee,  my  God,  my  Saviour, 

My  soul,  exulting,  sings, 
Rejoicing  in  thy  favor, 

Almirfity  King  of  kings ! 
I  '11  celebrate  thy  glory, 

With  all  the  saints  above, 
And  tell  the  joyful  story 

Of  thy  redeeming  love. 

2  Soon  as  the  morn  with  roses 

Bedecks  the  dewy  cast, 
And  when  the  sun  reposes 

Upon  the  ocean's  breast. 
My  voice  in  supplication. 

My  Saviour,  thou  shalt  hear : 
Oh,  grant  mo  thy  salvation, 

And  to  my  soul  draw  near ! 

3  By  thee  through  life  supported, 

I  pass  the  dangerous  road, 
TVith  heavenly  hosts  escorted 

Up  to  their  bright  abode : 
Tliere  cast  my  crown  before  thee. 

And,  all  my  conflicts  o'er,    . 
Unceasingly  adore  thee : 

What  would  an  angel  more  ? 


*  JTt  KatK  hwnt  our  griefi^  and  earrUd 
our  «orrotM.**~lMlah  68 :  4. 


r46. 

1  I  LAY  my  sins  on  Jesus, 

The  spotless  Lamb  of  God ; 


He  bears  them  all,  and  frees  us 
From  the  accursed  load : 

I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 
To  wash  my  crimson  stains 

White  in  his  blood  most  precious^ 
Till  not  a  stain  remains. 

2  I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus ; 

All  fullness  dwells  in  him ; 
lie  heals  all  my  diseases. 

He  doth  my  soul  redeem : 
I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 

My  burdens  and  my  cares ; 
He  from  them  all  releases. 

He  all  my  sorrow  shares, 

3  I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 

This  weary  soul  of  mine ; 
His  right  hand  me  embraces, 

I  on  his  breast  recline. 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 

Immanuel,  Christ,  the  Lord ; 
Like  fragrance  on  the  breezes, 

His  name  abroad  is  poured. 

4  I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild ; 
I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

The  Father's  holy  child : 
I  long  to  be  with  Jesus 

Amid J^yi^venly  throng, 
To  1  intfflHPtto  his  praise^ 
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Ob,  may  wc  tread  his  holy  steps, 
His  joy  and  glory  share ! 


9  4l*        "  ^'*  ^<^  ^f  Pcnec^—^lch.  18 :  20,  SI. 

1  Now  may  tlic  God  of  peace  and  love, 

Who,  from  th'  impnsoning  grave. 
Restored  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
Omnipotent  to  save ; 

2  Through  the  rich  merits  of  that  blood, 

Which  he  on  Calvary  spilt. 
To  make  th'  eternal  cov'nant  sure, 

On  which  our  hopes  arc  built ; 
8  Perfect  our  souls  in  every  grace, 

T*  accomplish  all  his  will ; 
And  all  that  *s  pleasing  in  liis  sight 

Inspire  us  to  fulfill ! 
4  For  Christ  the  Mediator's  sake 

We  every  blessing  pray : 
With  glory  let  his  name  be  crowned, 

Through  heaven's  eternal  day  ! 


281. 


AU  Virtuea  96en  in  ChriaU 


1  Behold,  where,  in  a  mortal  form. 

Appears  each  grace  divine ; 
The  virtues,  all  in  Jesus  met, 
With  mildest  radiance  shine. 

2  To  spread  the  rays  of  heavenly  light, 

To  give  the  mourner  joy, 
To  preach  glad  tidings  to  the  poor, 
Was  his  divine  employ. 

3  'Mid  keen  reproach,  and  cruel  scorn. 

Patient  and  meek  he  stood : 
Ills  foes,  ungrateful,  sought  his  life ; 
He  labored  for  their  good. 

4  In  the  last  hour  of  deep  distress. 

Before  his  Father's  throne. 
With  soul  resigned,  he  bowed,  and  said, 
"  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done ! " 

5  Be  Christ  our  pattern  and  our  guide ; 

His  image  may  we  bear ; 


"  Thert  is  none  iftat  doeth  aood,^ 
Psalm  14. 


494. 

1  The  Lord,  from  his  celestial  throne. 

Looked  down  on  things  below. 
To  find  the  man  that  sought  his  grace, 
Or  did  his  justice  know. 

2  By  nature  all  are  cone  astrnv, 

Their  practice  all  the  same ; 
There 's  none  that  fears  his  Maker's  hand ; 
There  's  none  that  loves  his  name. 

3  Tlicir  tongues  arc  used  to  speak  deceit. 

Their  slanders  never  cease ; 
How  swift  to  mischief  are  their  feet, 
Nor  know  the  paths  of  peace ! 

4  Such  seeds  of  sin — that  bitter  root — 

In  every  heart  are  found ; 
Nor  can  they  bear  diviner  fruit 
Till  grace  refine  the  ground. 

985.      ''El€»9edh6th6nameofih€L(»rd.^ 

1  Naked  as  from  the  earth  we  came. 

And  entered  life  at  first ; 
Naked  we  to  the  earth  return. 
And  mix  with  kindred  dust. 

2  Whate'er  we  fondly  call  our  own 

Belongs  to  heaven's  great  Lord ; 
The  blessings  lent  us  for  a  day 
Are  soon  to  be  restored. 

3  'Tis  Cod  that  lifts  our  comforts  high, 

Or  sinks  them  in  the  grave  : 
Hcgives ;  and  when  he  takes  away, 
He  takes  but  what  he  gave. 

4  Then  ever  blessed  be  his  name ! 

His  goodness  swelled  our  store; 
His  justice  but  resumes  its  own ; 
Still  we  the  Lord  adore. 
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No  cheering  fruits,  no  wliolesomo  trees, 
Nor  streams  of  living  joy  ! 

2  Our  journey  is  a  thorny  maze, 

But  we  press  upward  still, — 
Forget  these  troubles  of  the  ways. 
And  march  to  Zion^s  hill. 

3  There,  on  a  green  and  flowery  mount, 

Our  weary  souls  shall  sit ; 
And,  with  transporting  joys,  recount 
The  labors  of  our  feet. 

4  Eternal  glory  to  the  King 

That  brought  us  safely  through ! 
Our  tongue  ^all  never  cease  to  sing. 
And  endless  praise  renew. 


J_  U  Q  X  •        **  "^^  ^atchjbr  your  •on/*." 

1  Let  Zion's  watchmen  all  awake. 

And  take  th'  alarm  they  give : 
Now  let  them  from  the  mouth  of  God 
Their  solemn  charge  receive. 

2  Tis  not  a  cause  of  small  import 

The  pastor's  care  demands ; 
But  what  might  All  an  angcFs  heart. 
And  filled  a  Sa\4our^s  hands. 
8  They  watch  for  souls,  for  which  the  Lord 
Did  heavenly  bliss  forego ; 
For  souls  which  must  for  ever  live 
In  rapture  or  in  woe. 
4  May  they  that  Jesus  whom  they  preach, 
Their  own  Redeemer,  see  : 
Lord,  watch  thou  daily  o'er  their  souls. 
That  they  may  watch  for  tlicc. 

1070      "  CV>»»w  <»,  thou  hUMtff  of  the  Lonir 
XV  I  V.  Ocn.24:  81. 

1  Comb  in,  thou  blessed  of  the  Lord, 

Stranger  nor  foe  art  thou  : 
We  welcome  thee  with  warm  accord. 
Our  friend,  our  brother,  now. 

2  The  hand  of  fellowship,  the  heart 

Of  love,  wo  oflfer  thee  : 
Leaving  the  world,  thou  dost  but  part 
From  lies  and  vanity. 

3  Come  with  us, — we  will  do  thee  good. 

As  God  to  us  hath  done ; 
Stand  but  in  him,  as  those  have  stood 
Whose  faith  the  victory  won. 

4  And  when,  by  turns,  we  pass  away, 

And  star  by  star  crows  dim, 
May  each,  translated  into  day. 
Be  lost  and  found  in  him. 

X^^t/*    **Ourjoum«yUaSkomfmaas.'^ 

1  Lord  !  what  a  wretched  land  is  this, 
That  yields  us  no  Bupplj  - 


1243. 


*  IthaU  go  to  Him."* 


Blest  hour,  when  righteous  souls  shall 
meet. 

Shall  meet  to  part  no  more  ; 
And  with  celestial  welcome  greet 

On  an  immortal  shore  I 

Tlie  parent  finds  his  long  lost  child ; 

Brothers  on  brothers  gaze : 
The  tear  of  resignation  mild, 

Is  changed  to  joy  and  praise. 

Each  tender  tie,  dissolved  with  pain, 
With  endless  bliss  is  crowned : 

All  that  was  dead  revives  again. 
All  that  was  lost  is  found. 

Congenial  minds,  arrayed  in  light, 
High  thouffhts  shall  interchange : 

Nor  cease,  with  over  new  delight, 
On  wings  of  love  to  range. 

Their  Father  marks  their  generous  flame, 

And  looks  complacent  down : 
The  smile  that  owns  their  filial  claim 
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0  O  U  •  "  ^<*^  /<"•  //wn  homt,^ 

1  Your  harps,  yo  trembling  saints, 

Down  from  the  willows  take  : 
Loud  to  the  praise  of  love  divine 
Bid  every  string  awake. 

2  Though  in  a  foreign  land, 

We  are  not  far  from  home ; 
And  nearer  to  our  house  above 
We  every  moment  come. 

3  His  grace  will  to  the  end 

Stronger  and  brighter  shine ; 
Nor  present  things,  nor  things  to  come, 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 

4  When  we  in  darkness  walk, 

Nor  feel  the  heavenly  flame. 
Then  is  the  time  to  trust  our  God, 
And  rest  upon  his  name. 

5  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 

Subside  at  his  control ; 
His  loving  kindness  shall  break  through 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

6  Blest  is  the  man,  O  Lord, 

Who  stays  himself  on  thee ; 
Who  waits  for  thy  salvation.  Lord, 
Shall  thy  salvation  see. 


"  For  et6r  with  the  Lardr 
lThe8s.4:17. 


1237. 

1  "  For  ever  with  the  Lord ! " 

Amen !  so  let  it  be  : 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word ; 
'T  is  immortality  I 

2  My  Father's  house  on  high, 

Homo  of  my  soul !  how  near. 
At  times,  to  faith's  aspiring  eye, 
Thy  golden  gates  appear! 

S  ''For  ever  with  the  Lord ! " 
Father,  if 'tis  thy  will. 


The  promise  of  thy  gracious  word, 
Ev^n  here  to  me  fulfill, 

4  Be  thou  at  my  right  hand  ; 

So  shall  I  never  fail : 
Uphold  thou  me  and  I  shall  stand : 
Help,  and  I  shall  prevail. 

5  So,  when  my  latest  breath 

Shall  rend  the  vail  in  twain. 
By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death, 
And  life  eternal  gain. 

6  Knowing  "  as  I  am  known," 

How  shall  I  love  that  word, 
And  oft  repeat  before  the  throne^ 
"  For  ever  with  the  Lord!" 

1269.   "*""i.r&f£?'**'" 

1  Come,  Lord  1  and  tarry  not ; 

Bring  the  long-looked-for  day ; 
Oh !  why  these  years  of  waiting  here. 
These  ages  of  delay  t 

2  Come !  for  the  good  are  few; 

They  lift  the  voice  in  vain ; 
Faith  waxes  fainter  on  the  earth. 
And  love  is  on  the  wane. 

3  Come,  for  love  waxes  cold, 

Its  steps  are  faint  and  slow ; 
Faith  now  is  lost  in  unbelief; 
Hope's  lamp  bums  dim  and  low. 

4  Come !  for  creation  groans, 

Impatient  of  thy  stay, 
Worn  out  with  these  long  yean  of  iH, 
These  ages  of  delay. 

5  Come,  and  make  all  things  new, 

Build  up  this  ruined  earth ; 
Restore  our  faded  Paradise— 
Ctealiou'a  second  birth  I 
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G  Come,  and  begin  tliy  reign 
Of  everlasting  peace ; 
Come,  take  thclungdom  to  thyself^ 
Great  King  of  righteousness  ! 

1060.        -l^«fcA  y«,  Iker^rer 

1  Ye  servants  of  the  Lord, 

Each  in  his  office  wait, 
Observant  of  his  heavenly  word, 
And  watchful  at  his  gate. 

2  Let  all  our  lamps  be  bright, 

And  trim  the  golden  lame : 
Gird  up  your  loins  as  in  his  sight, 
For  awful  is  his  name. 

3  Watch !  't  is  your  Lord^s  command ; 

And  while  we  speak,  he 's  near : 
Mark  the  first  signal  of  his  hand, 
And  ready  all  appear. 

4  Oh,  happy  servant  he 

In  such  a  posture  found ! 
He  shall  his  Lord  with  rapture  sec, 
And  be  with  honor  crowned. 


171      **What  U  man,  that  TTton  art  mindful  of 

1  O  Lord,  our  heavenly  King, 

Thy  name  is  all  divine ; 
Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  spread, 
And  o'er  the  heavens  they  shine. 

2  AVlien  to  thy  works  on  high 

I  raise  my  wondering  eyes, 
And  see  tlie  moon,  complete  in  light, 
Adorn  the  darksome  skies ; — 

3  When  I  survey  the  stars, 

And  all  their  shining  forms. 
Lord,  what  is  man,  that  worthless  things 
Akin  to  dust  and  worms  I 

4  Lord,  what  is  worthless  man. 

That  thou  shouldst  love  him  so  !     • 
Next  to  thine  angels  he  is  placed. 
And  Lord  of  all  below. 

5  O  Lord,  our  heavenly  King, 

Thy  name  is  all  divine ; 
Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  spread, 
And  o'er  the  heavens  they  shine. 


IOWA.    S.M. 
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^^Q«  SUaHngs  qf  OodTs  Presence. 

1  God,  in  the  high  and  holy  place, 

Looks  down  upon  the  Bpheres ; 
And  in  his  providence  and  grace 
To  every  eye  appears. 

2  He  bows  the  heavens;  the  mountains 

stand 
A  highway  for  our  God  : 
lie  walks  amid  the  desert  land ; 
'T  is  Eden  where  he  trod. 

3  The  forests  in  his  strength  rejoice ; 

Hark  I  on  the  evening  breeze, 
As  once  of  old,  the  "  Lord  God's  voice" 
Is  heard  among  the  trees. 

4  If  God  hath  made  this  world  so  fair, 

Where  sin  and  death  abound. 
How  beautiful  beyond  compare 
Will  Paradise  be  found ! 


""Ho/  ewrv  one  that  thirsUthr 
Isaiah  fi5:  1,2. 


508. 

1  Let  every  mortal  ear  attend. 

And  every  heart  rejoice ; 
The  trumpet  of  the  Gospel  sounds 
With  an  inviting  voice. 

2  Ho  !  all  ye  hungry,  starving  souls, 

That  feed  upon  the  wind. 
And  vainly  strive  with  earthly  toys 

To  fill  an  empty  mind : 
S  Eternal  wisdom  has  prepared 

A  soul-reviving  feast, 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites 

The  rich  provision  taste. 

4  Ho !  ye  that  pant  for  living  streams, 

And  pine  away  and  die : 
Here  you  may  quench  your  raging  thirst 
With  springs  that  never  dry, 

5  Bivers  of  love  and  mercy  here 

In  a  rich  ocean  join ; 


f 


Salvation  in  abundance  flows, 
Like  floods  of  milk  and  wine. 
6  The  happy  gates  of  gospel-grace 
Stand  open  night  and  day  : 

Lord,  we  are  come  to  seek  sapplies. 
And  drive  our  wants  away. 

T  5  8  •  Prayer  for  Hronff  JTaitX. 

1  Oh  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink 

Though  pressed  by  every  foe ; 
That  will  not  tremble  on  tho  brink 
Of  any  earthly  woe !  — 

2  That  will  not  murmur  nor  complain 

Beneath  the  chastening  rod. 
But,  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain, 

Will  lean  upon  its  God ;  — 
8  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 

When  tempests  rage  without ; 
That,  when  in  danger,  knows  no  fear. 

In  darkness,  feefe  no  doubt; — 

4  A  faith  that  keeps  the  narrow  way 

Till  life's  last  hour  is  fled. 
And  with  a  pure  and  heavenly  ray 
Lights  up  a  dying  bed ! 

5  Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this, 

And  then,  whatever  may  come. 
Wo  '11  taste,  ev'n  here,  the  hallowed  bliss 
Of  an  eternal  home. 

^^^*  ''    Isainh  40:  W-81.  "^ 

1  Supreme  in  wisdom  as  in  power, 

The  Rock  of  Ages  stands ; 
Wo  see  him  not,  yet  may  we  trace 
The  working  of  his  hands. 

2  He  gives  the  conquest  to  the  weak| 

Supports  the  fainting  heart, 
And  courage  in  the  evil  hour 
^^^  liosuVQidY  aids  impart. 
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Unfading  palms  they  boar  aloft ; 

Unfaltering  songs  they  sing ; 
Unending  festival  they  keep, 

In  presence  of  tho  King. 


Here  human  power  shall  fast  decay, 

And  youthful  vigor  cease ; 
But  they  who  wait  upon  the  Lord 

In  strength  shall  still  increase. 
They  with  unwearied  feet  shall  tread 

llie  path  of  life  divine; 
With  growing  ardor  onward  move, 

Wim  growing  brightness  shine. 
On  eagles' wings  they  mount,  they  soar — 

Tho  wings  of  faith  and  love ; 
Till,  past  the  cloudy  regions  here, 

They  rise  to  heaven  above. 


Tks  UttU  JlocJk.— Luko  12:  82. 


1032. 

1  Church  of  the  ever-living  God, 

The  Father^s  gracious  choice. 

Amid  the  voices  of  this  earth 

How  feeble  is  thy  voice ! 

8  A  little  flock ! — so  calls  he  thee 

Who  bought  thee  with  his  blood ; 
A  little  flock,  disowned  of  men. 
But  owned  and  loved  of  God. 
8  Not  many  rich  or  noble  called, 
Not  many  great  or  wise ; 
They  whom  God  makes  his  kings  and 
priests 
Are  poor  in  human  eyes. 

4  But  the  chief  Shepherd  comes  at  length ; 

Their  feeble  days  are  o*er. 
No  more  a  handful  in  the  earth, 
A  little  flock  no  more. 

5  No  more  a  lily  among  thorns, 

Weary,  and  fiunt,  and  few ; 
But  countlesB  as  the  stars  of  heaven, 
Or  as  tho  early  dew. 

6  Then  entering  th*  eternal  halls, 

In  robes  of  victory, 
That  mighty  multitude  shall  keep 
TikQ  joyous  jubilee. 
2S 


1252. 


Th6  Eternity  of  Heaven. 


1  From  thee,  my  God,  my  joys  sliall  rise, 

And  run  eternal  rounds. 
Beyond  the  limits  of  the  skies, 
And  all  created  bounds. 

2  The  holy  triumphs  of  my  soul 

Shall  death  itself  outbrave, 
Leave  dull  mortality  behind. 
And  fly  beyond  the  grave. 

3  There,  where  my  blessed  Jesus  reigns. 

In  heaven's  unmeasured  space, 
I  Ml  spend  a  long  eternity 
In  pleasure  and  in  praise. 

4  Millions  of  years  my  wondering  eyes 

Shall  o'er  thy  beauties  rove. 
And  endless  ages  I  '11  adore 
The  glories  of  thy  love. 

5  My  Saviour !  every  smile  of  thine 

Shall  fresh  endearments  bring. 
And  thousand  tastes  of  new  deSght 

From  all  thy  graces  spring. 
G  Haste,  my  Beloved !  raise  my  soul 

Up  to  thy  blest  abode ; 
Fly !  for  my  spirit  longs  to  see 

*My  Saviour  and  my  God  I 

DOXOLOOT. 

Let  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  adored. 
Where  tliffl^^e  works  to  make  him. 
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More  and  more  of  thee  receiTC ; 
Ever  in  thy  spirit  live, — 

Live  till  all  thy  life  I  know, 
Following  thee,  my  Lord,  below ; 
Gladly  then  from  earth  remove, 
Gathered  to  the  fold  above : 
Oh,  that  I  at  last  may  stand 
With  the  sheep  at  thy  right  hand, 
Take  the  crown  so  freely  given, 
Enter  in  by  thee  to  heaven  1 


^(J  I  «  **  Truly ^  my  aoul  waUsth  upon  God, 

1  Father  !  thy  paternal  care 

Has  my  guardian  been,  my  guide ; 
Every  hallowed  wish  and  prayer 

Has  thy  hand  of  love  supplied  : 
Thine  is  every  thought  of  bliss 

Left  by  hours  and  days  gone  by ; 
Ever}'  hope  thy  offspring  is, 

Beaming  from  futurity. 

2  Ever)'  sun  of  splendid  ray. 

Every  moon  that  shines  serene, 
Every  morn  that  welcomes  day. 

Every  evening's  twilight  scene. 
Every  hour  which  wisdom  brings, 

Every  incdnse  at  thy  shrine, — 
These,  and  all  life's  holiest  things, 

And  its  fairest — all  are  thine. 

3  And  for  all,  my  hymns  shall  rise 

Daily  to  thy  gracious  throne  : 
Thither  let  my  asking  eyes 

Turn  unwearied,  righteous  One ! 
Through  life's  strange  vicissitude, 

There  reposing  all  my  care  ; 
Trusting  still,  through  ill  and  good, 

Fixed,  and  cheered,  and  counseled  there. 

O  y  O  •      ^^if  ***<P  ***'*  *"y  «oic4,'^ 
1  Jesus,  seek  thy  wandering  sheep ; 
Bring  me  back,  and  lead,  and  keep ; 
Take  on  thee  my  every  care, 
Bear  me,  on  thy  bosom  bear : 
Let  me  know  my  Shepherd's  voices  ^ 
More  and  more  in  thee  rejoice 


*  Com6  MP  hiVur.'^—Ktr.  4:  L 


528. 

1  "Come  up  hither;  come  away:" 

Thus  the  ransomed  spirits  sing; 
Here  is  cloudless,  endless  day ; 
Here  is  everlasting  spring. 

2  Come  up  hither ;  come  and  dwell 

With  the  living  hosts  above ; 
Come,  and  let  your  bosoms  swell 
With  their  burning  songs  of  love 

3  Come  up  hither ;  come  and  share 

All  the  sacred  joys  that  rise, 
Like  an  ocean,  every  where 
Through  the  myriads  of  the  skies 

4  Come  up  hither ;  come  and  shine 

In  the  robes,  of  spoUess  white ; 

Palms,  and  harps,  and  crowns  are  th 

Hither,  hither  wing  your  flight 

5  Come  up  hither ;  hither  speed  : 

Rest  IS  found  in  heaven  alone ; 
Here  is  all  the  wealth  yoa  need ; 
Come,  and  make  tlus  wealth  your  1 
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4  Warm  our  hearts  in  prayer  and  praise, 
Lift  our  every  thought  above ; 
Hear  the  grateml  songs  we  raise, 
Fill  us  with  thy  perfect  love. 


w  4«  **  ^'^  9ai$U$  thaU  ahotU  aloud  for  joy:* 

I.  SwBBT  the  time,  exceeding  sweet ! 
When  the  saints  together  meet, 
"When  the  Saviour  is  the  theme, 
When  they  joy  to  sing  of  him. 

2  Sin^  we  then  eternal  love, 
Su<m  as  did  the  Father  move  : 
He  beheld  the  world  undone, 
Loved  the  world,  and  gave  his  Son. 

3  Sing  the  Son's  amazing  love ; 
How  he  left  the  realms  above, 
Took  our  nature  and  our  place. 
Lived  and  died  to  save  our  race. 

4  Sing  we,  too,  the  Spirit's  love ; 
WiSi  our  stubborn  nearts  he  strove. 
Filled  our  minds  with  grief  and  fear. 
Brought  the  precious  Saviour  near. 

5  Sweet  the  place,  exceeding  sweet, 
Where  the  saints  in  glory  meet ; 
Where  the  Saviour 's  still  the  theme, 
Where  they  sec  and  sing  of  him. 


**//!  Thy  llffht  9haU  we  see  UghV 


^5. 

Stealinq  from  the  world  away. 
We  are  come  to  seek  thy  face ; 

Kindly  meet  us,  Lord,  we  pray. 
Grant  us  thy  reviving  grace. 

Yonder  stars  that  gild  the  sky. 
Shine  but  with  a  borrowed  light ; 

We,  unless  thy  light  be  nigh. 
Wander,  wrapt  in  gloomy  night. 

Snn  of  righteoosnessl  dispel 

All  our  darkness,  doubts,  and  fears ; 
H^  thy  light  within  us  dwell, 

Till  eternal  day  appears. 


93. 


P«ac6  through  the  Blood  of  ChrUt, 
Ueb.l8:8Q,21. 


1  Now  may  he,  who  from  the  dead 

Brought  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
Jesus  Christ,  our  Kmg  and  Head, 
All  our  souls  in  safety  keep  ! 

2  May  he  teach  us  to  fulfill 

What  is  pleasing  in  his  sight ; 
Perfect  us  in  all  his  will, 

And  preserve  us  day  and  night ! 

3  Great  Redeemer !  thee  we  praise. 

Who  the  covenant  scaled  with  blood ; 
While  our  hearts  and  voices  raise 
Loud  thanksgivings  unto  God. 

1  rt  A  Q    "  2niy  ptopU  shall  he  my  people,  and 
lUUt7«  UhyGod  my  God/' 

1  People  of  the  living  God, 

I  have  sought  the  world  around, 
Paths  of  sin  and  sorrow  trod, 

Peace  and  comfort  nowhere  found. 

2  New  to  you  my  spirit  turns — 

Turns,  a  fugitive  unblest ; 
Brethren !  where  your  altar  bums, 
Oh,  receive  me  into  rest ! 

3  Lonely  I  no  longer  roam, 

Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave  : 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  my  home. 
Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave. 

4  Mine  the  God  whom  yoa 

Your  Redeemer  shall  ~ 

Earth  can  fill  m^  «firaLift.'; 

Every  \do\\T«K^scu 
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y  ,    "  Setum,  iM  beteseh  Thee,  O  God  of  notinP 

1  Lord,  in  the  temples  of  thy  grace 
Thy  saints  behold  thy  smiling  face ; 
And  oft  have  seen  thy  glory  shine, 
With  power  and  majesty  divine. 

2  Come,  dearest  Lord,  thy  children  cry, 
Our  graces  droop,  our  comforts  die ; 
Return,  and  let  thy  glories  rise 
Again  to  our  admiring  eyes : 

3  Till  filled  with  light,  and  joy,  and  love, 
Tliy  courts  below,  like  those  above. 
Triumphant  hallelujahs  raise, 

And  heaven  and  earth  resound  thy  praise. 

84.  "  Kindred  in  ChrieT* 

1  Kindred  in  Christ,  for  his  dear  sake, 
A  hearty  welcome  here  receive ; 
May  we  together  now  partake 

The  joys  which  only  he  can  give. 

2  May  he,  by  whose  kind  care  wo  meet. 
Send  his  good  Spirit  from  above, 
Make  our  communications  sweet, 

And  cause  our  hearts  to  bum  with  love. 

3  Forgotten  be  each  worldly  theme. 
When  Christians  see  each  other  thus ; 
We  only  wish  to  speak  of  him 

Who  lived,  and  died,  and  reigns  for  us. 

4  We'll  talk  of  all  he  did  and  said. 
And  suffered  for  us  here  below ; 
The  path  ho  marked  for  us  to  tread, 
And  what  he 's  doing  for  us  now. 

5  Thus,  as  the  moments  pass  away, 
We*^k|^^d  wonder,  and  adore ; 
^jMPHhhthe  glorious  day 
^^^^    ^^  meet  to  part  no  more. 


X4:l/«        God  with  vs  eieety  vjk&re. 

1  O  Lord,  how  full  of  sweet  content 
Our  years  of  pilgrimage  are  spent ! 
Where'er  we  dwell,  we  dwell  with  thc^ 
In  heaven,  in  earth,  or  on  the  sea. 

2  To  us  remains  nor  place  nor  time ; 
Our  country  is  in  every  clime  : 
We  can  be  calm  and  n^e  from  care 
On  any  shore,  since  God  is  there. 

3  While  place  wo  seek,  or  place  we  shun, 
The  soul  finds  happiness  in  none ; 
But  with  our  God  to  guide  our  way, 
'T  is  equal  joy  to  go  or  stay. 

4  Could  we  be  cast  where  thou  art  not, 
That  were  indeed  a  dreadfol  lot ; 
But  regions  none  remote  we  call. 
Secure  of  finding  God  in  alL 

1  f\d.    ''^  •ought  the  Lord,  and  Be  heard  me." 

1  Lord,  I  will  bless  thee  all  my  dap; 
Thy  praise  shall  dwell  upon  my  tongw: 
My  soul  shall  glory  in  thy  grace. 
While  saints  rejoice  to  hear  the  song. 

2  Come,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me ; 
Come,  let  us  all  exalt  his  name : 

I  sought  th  'eternal  God,  and  ho 
Has  not  exposed  my  hope  to  shame. 

3  I  told  him  all  my  secret  grief, 

My  secret  groaning  reached  his  ears; 
He  gave  my  inwara  pains  relief 
And  calmed  the  tumult  of  my  fears. 

4  His  holy  angels  pitch  their  tents 
Around  the  men  who  serve  the  Lord ; 
Oh,  fear  and  love  him,  all  his  aaints! 
Ta&U  of  his  ^race  and  touat  hia  word. 
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0  X  •    **  -yw-ftom,  /  hlcM  th6  waking  hcur,^ 

1  In  sleep's  serene  oblivion  laid, 

I  safely  passed  the  silent  night ; 
Again  I  sec  the  breaking  shwlc, 
And  drink  again  the  morning  light. 

2  New-bom,  I  bless  the  waking  hour, 
Once  more  with  awe  rejoice  to  be ; 
My  conscious  soul  resumes  her  power, 
And  springs,  my  guardian  God,  to  thee. 

3  Oh,  guide  me  through  the  various  maze 
My  doubtful  feet  arc  doomed  to  trcaci ; 
And  spread  thy  shield's  protecting  blaze 
Where  dangers  press  around  my  head. 

4  A  deeper  shade  will  soon  impend, 
A  deeper  sleep  mine  eyes  oppress ; 
Yet  then  thy  strength  shall  still  defend, 
Thy  goodness  still  delight  to  bless. 

6  That  deeper  shade  shall  break  away, 
That  deeper  sleep  shall  leave  mine  eyes; 
Thy  light  shall  give  eternal  day ; 
Thy  love,  the  rapture  of  the  skies. 


r 


He  hears  us  in  the  mournful  hour. 
And  helps  to  bear  the  heavy  load. 

5  Oh  !  could  our  thankful  hearts  devise 
A  tribute  equal  to  thy  grace, 
To  the  third  heaven  our  song  should  rise. 
And  teach  tlio  golden  harps  thy  praise. 

0  JL  U  •  ABpiring  ajter  God. 

1  Up  to  the  fields  where  angels  lie, 
And  living  waters  gently  roll. 

Fain  would  my  thoughts  leap  out  and  fly! 
But  sin  hangs  heavy  on  my  soul. 

2  Oh !  might  I  onco  mount  up  and  sec 
The  glories  of  th'  eternal  skies, 

What  little  things  these  worlds  would  be ! 
How  despicable  to  my  eyes ! 

3  Had  I  a  glance  of  thee,  my  God, 
Kingdoms  and  men  would  vanish  soon — 
Vanish  as  though  I  saw  them  not. 

As  a  dim  candle  dies  at  noon. 

4  Great  All  in  All,  eternal  King! 
Let  mo  but  view  thy  lovely  face. 
And  all  my  powers  shall  bow  and  sing 
Thine  endless  grandeur  and  thy  grace. 


*♦  I/e  *'ai«eth  up  ilie  poor  out  of  Vt4  duHJ^ 


174. 

1  Up  to  the  Lord,  who  reigns  on  high, 
And  views  the  nations  from  afar, 
Let  everlasting  praises  fly. 

And  tell  how  large  his  bounties  arc. 

2  God,  who  must  stoop  to  view  the  skies, 
And  bow  to  see  what  angels  do, — 
Down  to  our  earth  he  casts  his  eyes, 
And  bends  his  footsteps  downward,  too. 

3  He  overrules  all  mortal  thin^ 
And  manages  our  mean  affairs ; 

On  humble  somls,  the  King  of  kings 
Bestows  his  counsels  and  his  cares. 

4  Our  sorrows  and  our  tears  we  pour 
Into  the  bosom  of  our  God ; 


Prayer  of  ths  Heart  and  Zips, 


849. 

1  O  BLESSED  God  !  to  thee  I  raise 

My  voice  in  thankful  hymns  of  praise ; 
And  when  my  voice  shall  silent  ue. 
My  silence  shall  be  praise  to  thee. 

2  For  voice  and  silence  both  impart 
The  filial  homage  of  my  heart ; 
And  both  alike  are  understood 

By  thee,  thou  Parent  of  all  good, — 

3  Whose  grace  is  all  unsearchable, 
Whose  care  for  me  no  tongue  can  tdlgi 
Who  loves  my  loudest  praise  to  hei^j^^ 
And  loves  \o  \iVs»  tq.-^  >«  w^^wb  'm 
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491.  MyBihU, 

1  Holy  Bible  I  book  divine ! 
Precious  treasure  !  thou  art  mine  : 
Mine  to  tell  me  whence  I  came ; 
Mine  to  tell  me  what  I  am ; 

2  Mine  to  chide  me  when  I  rove  ; 
Mine  to  show  a  Saviour's  love ; 
Mine  thou  art  to  guide  and  guard  ; 
Mine  to  punish  or  reward ; 

3  Mine  to  comfort  in  distress, 
If  the  Holy  Spirit  bless ; 
Mine  to  show,  by  living  faith, 
Man  can  triumph  over  death  ; 

4  Mine  to  tell  of  joys  to  come. 
And  the  rebel  sinner's  doom  : 
O  thou  holy  book  divine ! 
Precious  treasure,  thou  art  mine  I 


4  Here  I  would  for  ever  stay, 
Weep  and  gaze  my  soul  away ; 
Thou  art  heaven  on  earth  to  me, 
Lovely,  mournful  Calvary ! 


*  Spared  to  9es  another  year."* 


The  Three  Mountaine, 


693. 

1  When  on  Sinai's  top  I  see 
God  descend  in  majesty 
To  proclaim  his  holy  law, 
All  my  spirit  sinks  with  awe. 

2  When,  in  ecstasy  sublime. 
Tabor's  glorious  mount  I  climb, 
In  the  too  transporting  light. 
Darkness  rushes  o'er  my  sight. 

3  When  on  Calvary  I  rest, 
God,  in  flesh  made  manifest, 

i  in  my  Redeemer's  fece, 
Ibeaaty,  truth,  and  grace. 


1159. 

1  While  with  ceaseless  course  the  sn 

Hasted  through  the  former  year. 
Many  souls  their  race  have  run. 

Never  more  to  meet  us  here : 
Fixed  in  an  eternal  state, 

They  have  done  with  all  below; 
We  a  little  longer  wait, 

But  how  little,  none  can  know. 

2  As  the  winged  arrow  flies 

Speedily  the  mark  to  find, — 
As  the  lightning  from  the  skies 

Darts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind 
Swiftly  thus  our  fleeting  days 

Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  stream : 
Upward,  Lord,  our  spirits  raise  I 

All  below  is  but  a  dream. 

3  Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive, 

Pardon  of  our  sins  renew ; 
Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live, 

With  eternity  in  view ; 
Bless  thy  word  to  younff  and  old ; 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviours  love ; 
When  our  life's  short  tale  is  told, 

Ma.^  \i^  dwell  with  thee  above. 
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**  <7%ri«<  i<  horn  in  Bethlehem,''— LuIl^  2. 


270. 

1  Hark  !  tho  herald  angels  sing, 
"Glory  to  the  new-born  King ! 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild; 
God  and  sinners  reconciled." 
'  2  Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise ; 
Jom  the  triumphs  of  the  skies ; 
"With  th'  angelic  hosts  proclaim, 
**  Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem." 

3  Mild  he  lays  his  glory  by ; 
Bom  that  man  no  more  may  die ; 
Bom  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth  ; 
Born  to  give  them  second  birth. 

4  Hail,  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  Peace ! 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness ! 
Light  and  life  to  all  he  brings, 

Ris'n  with  healing  in  his  wings. 

5  Let  us  then  with  angels  sing, 

"  Glory  to  the  new-born  King ! —  . 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild  ; 
God  and  sinners  reconciled  !" 

1  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night. 

What  its  signs  of  promise  are. 
Traveler,  o'er  yon  mountain's  height, 
See  that  glory-beaming  star ! 

2  Watchman,  does  its  beauteous  ray 

Au^ht  of  joy  or  hope  foretell  ? 
Traveler,  yes :  it  brings  the  day, 
Promised  day  of  Israel. 

3  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night : 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. 
Traveler,  blessedness  and  light, 

Peace  and  troth,  its  course  portends. 

4  Watchman,  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth  ? 
Traveler,  ages  are  its  own  : 

See !  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth ! 

5  Watchman,  tell  us  of  tho  night, 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 

^CommcnotthaflrtbttAiiztiwIthtfaelAtteriMrtofUietane.  \ 


Traveler,  darkness  takes  its  flight, 
Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
6  Watchman,  let  thy  wanderings  cease ; 
Hie  thee  to  tliy  quiet  home. 

Traveler,  lo  I  the  ]^nnce  of  Peace, 
Lo  !  the  Son  of  God  is  come  I 

1  f\A.9    **Oive  pktce  to  me  that  I  may  dwell.** 
i-V^^.  l8aloh49:20. 

1  "  Give  us  room,  that  we  may  dwell," 

Zion's  children  cry  aloud  : 
See  their  numbers — how  they  swell ! 
How  they  ^ther  like  a  cloud  ! 

2  Oh,  how  bright  the  morning  seems ! 

Brighter  from  so  dark  a  night : 
Zion  is  like  one  that  dreams, 
Filled  with  wonder  and  delight. 

3  Lo !  thy  sun  goes  down  no  more, 

God  himself  will  be  thy  light ; 
All  that  caused  thee  grief  before 
Buried  lies  in  endless  night. 

4  Zion,  now  arise  and  shine  1 

Lo  !  thy  light  from  heaven  is  come  : 
These  that  crowd  from  far  are  thine  ; 
Give  thy  sons  and  daughters  room. 

X  X  X4:«  ^''SinQ  nnto  IRm  a  new  wnff.^  • 

1  Swell  the  anthem,  raise  the  song ; 
Praises  to  our  God  belong ; 
Saints  and  angels !  join  to  sing 
Praises  to  the  heavenly  King. 

2  Blessings  from  his  liberal  hand 
Flow  around  this  happy  land : 
Kept  by  him,  no  foes  annoy ; 
Peace  and  freedom  we  enjoy. 

3  Here,  beneath  a  virtuous  sway, 
May  we  cheerfully  obey ; 
Never  feel  oppression's  rod, 
Ever  own  and  worship  God. 

4  Hark  I  the  voice  of  nature  singB 
Praises  to  the  King  of  kings; 
Let  us  join  the  choral  aoii  _ 
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'*  Hallelnjah,  Amen,  **  may  be  added  for  D.  O.,  or  repeat  omitted. 


38  U«  •^^^y  **  ChrUPB  JUign, 

1  Hark  !  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices 

Sound  the  note  of  praise  above : 
Jesus  reigns,  and  heaven  rejoices ; 

Jesus  reigns,  the  God  of  love : 
See,  he  sits  on  yonder  throne ; 
Jesus  rules  the  world  alone. 

2  King  of  glory,  reign  for  ever ! 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown : 
Nothing  from  thy  love  shall  sever 

Those  whom  thou  hast  made  thine 
own  : 
Happy  objects  of  thy  grace. 
Destined  to  behold  thy  face. 

3  Saviour,  hasten  thine  appearing ; 

Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day. 
When  the  awful  summons  hearing, 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away  ! 
Then,  with  golden  harps,  we  '11  sing, 
"  Glory,  glory  to  our  King  I " 

I  (j.  Our  Guardian. 

1  Through  the  day  thy  love  has  spared  us, 

Now  we  lay  us  down  to  rest ; 
Through  the  silent  watches  guard  us. 

Let  no  foe  our  peace  molest : 
Jesus,  thou  our  guardian  be ; 
Sweet  it  is  to  trust  in  thee. 

2  Pilgrims  here  on  earth,  and  strangers. 

Dwelling  in  the  midst  of  foes, 
TJs  and  ours  preserve  from  dangers ; 

In  thine  arms  may  we  repose ; 
And,  when  life's  short  day  is  past. 
Rest  with  thee  in  heaven  at  last. 

64:0«    "  '^'^^^ knowtut  thaillovt  VietT 

1  I  WILL  love  thee,  all  my  treasure ; 
I  will  love  thee,  all  my  strength ; 
/  will  love  tbeo  without  measure, 
And  without  a  stain  at  length  : 


I  will  love  thee.  Light  Divine, 
Till  I  die  and  find  thee  mine ! 

2  I  will  praise  thee.  Sun  of  glory  ! 

For  the  bliss  thy  beams  have  brought; 
I  will  praise  thee,  will  adore  thee, 

For  the  light  I  long  had  sought ; — 
Praise  thee  that  thy  words  so  blest 
Soothed  my  troubled  soul  to  rest ! 

3  Be  my  heart  more  warmly  glowing, 

Sweet  and  calm  the  tears  I  shed ; 
And  its  love,  its  ardor,  showing, 

Let  my  spirit  onward  tread  : 
Near  to  thee,  and  nearer  still, 
Draw  this  heart,  this  mind,  this  will. 

4  I  will  love  in  joy  or  sorrow ! 

While  I  in  this  body  dwell ; 
I  will  love  to-day,  to-morrow. 

With  a  love  no  words  can  tell : 
I  will  love  thee.  Light  Divine, 
Till  I  die,  and  find  thee  mine ! 

t70 U.  hantU^-John  10:  88. 

1  Clouds  and  darkness  round  about  thec 

For  a  season  vail  thy  face ; 
Still  I  trust  and  can  not  doubt  thec, 

Jesus,  full  of  truth  and  grace : 
Resting  on  thy  word  I  stand  : 
None  shall  pluck  me  from  thy  hand. 

2  Oh,  rebuke  me  not  in  anger ; 

Suffer  not  my  faith  to  mil ; 
Let  not  pain,  temptation,  languor 

O'er  mv  struggling  heart  prevail ! 
Holding  rast  thy  word  I  stand  : 
None  shall  pluck  me  from  thy  hand. 

3  In  my  heart  thy  word  I  cherish ; 

Though  unseen,  thou  still  art  near ; 
Since  thy  sheep  shall  never  perish. 

What  have  1  to  do  with  fear  f 
Trusting  in  thy  word  I  stand  : 
UoTiG  «£a\V  i^lvLck  mo  from  thy  hand. 
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Praytr  for  Peac6  to  Via  Cf^ureh. 


O  Christ,  tho  leader  of  that  war-worn 

host 
Who  bear  thy  cross, — ^now  help,  or  we 

are  lost ! 
Disperse   the  foes  who  long  in  deadly 
strife 
Ilave  sought  our  life ! 
2  Come,  Lord,  and  shield  thy  children  with 
thine  arm ;        4 
Bestrain  the  power  of  him  who  seeks 

our  harm : 
O'er  all  that  would  thy  members  here  as.- 
Do  thou  prevail !  [sail 

MARK.    8s  &  7s.    0  lines. 


3  And  grant  us  peace  within  the  church 

and  school, 

Peace  to  the  powers  that  our  fair  coun- 
try rule ; 

To   every  wounded    conscience,  aching 
heart, 
Thy  peace  impart ! 

4  And  heaven  and  earth  eternally  shall  raise 
(Thy  goodness  and  thy  boundless  love 

to  praise,) 
Glad  songs  to  thee,  the  Guardian  of  thy 
flock. 
Our  sheltering  Rock ! 
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*ItioatJbr  uaT 


1  Near  the  cross  our  station  taking, 
Earthly  cares  and  joys  forsaking. 

Meet  it  is  for  us  to  mourn : 
'Twas  for  lis  lie  came  from  heaven, 
*Twa8  for  us  his  heart  was  riven ; 
All  his  griefs  for  us  were  borne. 
£  When  no  eye  its  pity  gave  us, 
When  there  was  no  arm  to  save  us. 
He  Lis  love  and  power  displayed : 


By  his  stripes  our  help  and  healing, 
By  his  death  our  life  revealing, 

He  for  us  the  ransom  paid. 
Jesus,  may  thy  love  constrain  ns. 
That  from  sin  wo  may  refrain  us. 

In  thy  griefe  may  deeply  grieve: 
Thee  our  best  affections  ffivii(- '"'^ 
To  thy  praise  and  honoT  uff 
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"  *S^n<f,  thsrejbre,  having  your  loint  girt 
ahotuy 


1  Stand  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross ; 
Lift  high  his  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss : 
From  vict'ry  unto  vict'ry 

His  army  shall  he  lead, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished, 

And  Qirist  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus  ! 

The  trumpet  call  obey ; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 

In  this  his  glorious  day : 
"  Ye  that  are  men,  now  servo  him," 

Against  unnumbered  foes ; 
Your  courage  rise  with  danger, 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 

8  Stand  up ! — stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone ; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you — 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own : 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

And,  watching  unto  prayer. 
Where  duty  calb,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wantbg  there. 


4  Stand  np  I — stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

The  strife  will  not  be  long ; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle. 

The  next  the  victor's  song : 
To  him  that  overcomcth, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be ; 
He  with  the  King  of  Glory 

Shall  reign  eternally ! 


*  Th6  Lord  is  my  nalvaHim;  vkom 


884. 

1  God  is  my  strong  salvation ; 

What  foe  have  I  to  fear  ? 
In  darkness  and  temptation. 
My  Lidit,  my  Help  is  near. 

2  Though  hosts  encamp  aroand  me^ 

Firm  in  the  fight  I  stand  ; 
What  terror  can  confoand  me, 
With  God  at  my  right  hand ! 

3  Place  on  the  Lord  reliance ; 

My  soul,  with  courage  wait ; 
His  truth  be  thine  affiance, 
When  faint  and  desolate. 

4  His  might  thy  heart  shall  strengthc 

His  love  thy  joy  increase ; 
Mercy  thy  days  shall  lengthen ; 
The  Lord  will  give  thee  peace! 
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*  ir^/!,  wqftf  y6  ^ndt,  hU  tAoryT 


1  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand, 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand, — 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain. 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle ; 
Though  every  prospect  pleases. 

And  only  man  is  vile ; 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown ; 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness, 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone ! 

3  Shall  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, — 
Shall  we,  to  men  benighted, 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation,  oh,  salvation ! 

The  jojrful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 


4  Waft,  waft^  ye  winds,  his  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory. 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign  ! 

1  1  Q  Q     "0  that  ihs  Miration  oflnratl  were  com4 
±±00*  out  of  ^<^»iw"— Psalm  14. 

1  Oh  that  the  Lord's  salvation 

Were  out  of  Zion  come. 
To  heal  his  ancient  nation. 

To  lead  his  outcasts  home ! 
How  long  the  holy  city 

Shall  heathen  feet  profane  \ 
Return,  O  Lord,  in  pity ; 

Rebuild  her  walls  again. 

2  Let  fall  thy  rod  of  terror ; 

Thy  saving  grace  impart ; 
Roll  back  the  vail  of  error ; 

Release  the  fettered  heart : 
Let  Israel,  home  returning, 

Their  lost  Messiah  see ; 
Give  oil  of  joy  for  mourning. 

And  bind  tiiy  church  to  thcc. 
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9  9  O  •    "  -'^  P'*«*«  ^otcard  tA«  mar*."— PhlL  8 :  18, 14. 

1  Breast  the  wave,  Christian,  when  it  is  strongest ; 
Watch  for  day,  Christian;  when  night  is  longest; 
Onward  and  onward  still  bo  thine  endeavor ; 
The  rest  that  remaineth;  cndureth  for  ever. 

2  Fight  the  fight,  Christian,  Jesus  is  o'er  thee ; 
Run  the  race,  Christian,  heaven  is  before  thee ; 
lie  who  hath  promised  faltercth  never ; 

Oh,  trust  in  the  love  that  cndureth  for  ever. 

8  Lift  the  eye,  Christian,  just  as  it  closeth ; 
Raise  the  heart.  Christian,  ere  it  reposeth  : 
Nothing  thy  soul  from  the  Saviour  shall  sever ; 
Soon  shalt  thou  mount  upward  to  praise  him  for  ever 
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'^/Ttf  thaUJtjf  away  as  a  dream,^ 


1  Come,  let  us  anew  our  journey  pursue — 

Roll  round  with  the  year, 
And  never  stand  still  till  the  Master  ap- 
pear; 
His  adorable  will  let  us  gladly  fulfill. 

And  our  talents  improve 
By  the  patience  of  hope,  and  the  labor 
of  love. 

2  Our  life  is  a  dream ;  our  time,  as  a  stream. 

Glides  swiftly  away, 
And  the  furtive  moment  refuses  to  stay : 
The  arrow  is  flown;  the  moment  is  gone ; 


The  millennial  year 
Rushes  on  to  our  view,  and  eternity's  near. 

Oh  that  each,  in  the  day  of  his  coming, 

may  sav, 
"  I  have  fought  my  way  through ; 
I  have  finished  the  work  thou  didst  give 

me  to  do ;" 
Oh  that  each  from  his  Lord  may  receive 

the  glad  word, 
"Well  and  faithfully  done  1 
Enter  into  my  joy,  and  sit  down  on  my 

throne  r 


'*IwiU  lots  Thee^O  Lord, my  Strmigth.'* 


647. 

Tone  LAinnroir,  opposito  page. 

I  LOVE  my  God,  but  with  no  love  of 
mine, 
For  I  have  none  to  give ; 
I  love  thee,  Lord;  but  all  the  love  is 
thine. 
For  by  thy  life  I  live : 
I  am  as  nothing,  and  rejoice  to  be 
Emptied,  and  k»t,  and  swallowed  up  in 
thee. 


2  Thou,  Lord,  alone,  art  all  thy  children 
need. 
And  there  is  none  beside ; 
From  thee  the  streams  of  blosscdni^-s 
proceed, 
In  thee  the  blest  abide, — 
Fountain  of  life  and  aU-aboandingjCTace, 
Our  Source,  our  Center^  and  oos  iMilILM 
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1 0  7  7  •        Chil(r9  Communion  tcith  Chritt, 

1  Dear  Jesus,  ever  at  my  side, 

IIow  loving  must  tliou  be, 
To  leave  thy  home  in  heaven  to  guard 
A  little  child  like  me. 

2  I  can  not  feel  thee  touch  my  hand, 

With  pressure  light  and  mild. 
To  check  me  as  my  mother  did, 
When  I  was  but  a  child. 

3  But  I  have  felt  thee  in  my  thoughts, 

Rebuking  sin  for  me ; 
And,  when  my  heart  loves  God,  I  know 
The  sweetness  is  from  thee. 

4  And  when,  dear  Saviour,  I  kneel  down, 

Morning  and  night,  to  prayer. 

Something  there  is  within  my  heart 

Which  tells  mo  thou  art  there. 

5  Yes !  when  I  pray,  thou  prayest  too — 

Thy  prayer  is  all  for  mo ; 
But  when  I  sleep,  thou  sleepcst  not. 

But  watchest  patiently. 
C  To  God  the  Father  glory  bo. 

And  to  his  only  Son ; 
The  same,  O  Holy  Ghost,  to  thee, 

While  ceaseless  ages  run ! 

1 0  8  0  •  ChUdTt  ThoughU  of  God, 

1  How  glorious  is  our  heavenly  King, 

Who  reigns  above  the  sky  ^ 
How  shall  a  child  presume  to  sing 
His  dreadful  majesty  ? 

2  How  great  his  power  is,  none  can  tell, 

Nor  think  how  large  his  grace : 
Not  men  below,  nor  saints  that  dwell 
On  high  before  his  face. 

3  Not  angels  that  stand  round  the  Lord 

Can  search  his  secret  will ; 
But  they  perform  his  holy  word. 
And  sing  hia  praises  still 


4  Then  let  me  join  this  heavenly  train. 
And  my  first  offerings  bring ; 
Th*  eternal  God  will  not  disdain 
To  hear  an  infant  sing. 
6  My  heart  resolves,  my  tooguo  obeys, 
And  angels  shall  rejoice 
To  hear  their  mighty  Hair's  praise 
Sound  from  a  feeble  voice. 

108  !•  CMlcTa  Tnut  in  ChrUt 

1  See  the  kind  Shepherd,  Jesus,  stands, 

And  calls  his  sheep  by  name ; 
Gathers  the  feeble  in  his  arms, 
And  feeds  each  tender  lamb. 

2  He  leads  them  to  the  gentle  stream, 

WTiere  hving  water  flows ; 
And^ides  them  to  the  verdant  fields. 
Where  sweetest  herbage  grows. 

3  AtVhen,  wandering  from  the  peaceful  fol 

Wc  leave  the  narrow  way, 
Our  faithful  Shepherd  still  is  near, 
To  seek  us  when  we  stray. 

4  The  weakest  lamb  amid  the  flock 

Shall  be  its  Shcpherd^s  care ; 
Wliilo  folded  in  our  Saviour's  arms, 
Wo  're  safe  from  every  snare. 

1  082.  Ch*^*  ThuH  in  ChrisL 

1  There  is  a  little,  lonely  fold. 

Whose  flock  one  Sh^herd  keeps, 
llirough  summer's  heat  and  winters  col 
With  eye  that  never  sleeps. 

2  By  evil  beast,  or  burning  sky, 

Or  damp  of  midnight  air, 
Not  one  in  all  that  flock  shall  die, 
Beneath  that  Shepherd's  care. 

3  For,  if  unheeding  or  beguiled 

In  danger's  path  they  roam. 
His  pity  follows  through  the  wild. 
And  guards  them  siuely  home. 
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4  O  gentle  Shepherd,  still  behold 
Thy  helpless  charge  in  me ; 
And  take  a  wanderer  to  thy  fold, 
That  trembling  turns  to  thee. 

XOOO.  CMUTa  ThoughU  qf  Eeaeen, 

1  There  is  a  glorious  world  of  light, 

Above  the  starry  sky, 
Where  saints  departed,  clothed  in  white. 
Adore  the  Loixl  most  high. 

2  And  hark !  amid  the  sacred  songs 

Those  heavenly  voices  raise, 
Ten  thousand  thousand  in&nt  tongues 
Unite  in  perfect  praise. 

8  Those  are  the  hymns  that  we  shall  know, 
If  Jesus  we  obey ; 
That  is  the  place  where  we  shall  gOj 
If  found  m  wisdom's  way. 

4  Soon  will  our  earthly  race  be  run, 

Our  mortal  frame  decay ; 
Parents  and  children,  one  by  one. 
Must  die  and  pass  away. 

5  Great  God  I  impress  this  solemn  thought, 

To-day,  on  every  breast ; 
That  both  the  teachers  and  the  taught 
May  enter  to  thy  rest 

AUyy*        '*  How  poor  a  M  VHU  7%ins  r* 

1  O  Saviour  !  whom  this  holy  mom 

Gave  to  our  world  below  I 
To  mortal  want  and  labor  bom, 
And  more  than  mortal  woe ; 

2  Incamate  Word  !  by  every  grie^ 

By  each  temptation  tried; 
Who  lived  to  yield  our  ills  relief, 
And,  to  redeem  os,  died ; 

3  If  richly  clothed,  and  proiidly  fed. 

In  dangerous  wealth  we  dwell. 


Remind  us  of  thy  manger-bed, 
And  lowly  cottage-cell. 

4  If,  pressed  by  poverty  severe. 

In  envious  want  we  pine, 
Oh,  may  thy  Spirit  whisper  near. 
How  poor  a  lot  was  thine  ! 

5  Through  fickle  fortune's  various  scene, 

Prom  sin  preserve  us  free ; 
Like  us,  a  moumer  thou  hast  been  ; 
May  we  rejoice  with  thee. 

JLX^O*  laalahOS:  2-a 

1  Do  I  delight  in  sorrow's  dress  ? 

(Saith  he  who  reigns  above)  ; 
The  hanging  head  and  meful  look — 
Will  they  attract  my  love  ? 

2  Let  such  as  feel  oppression's  load 

Thy  tender  pity  share ; 
And  let  the  helpless,  homeless  poor 
Be  thy  peculiar  care. 

3  Go,  bid  the  hungry  orphan  bo 

With  thine  abundance  blest ; 
Invite  the  wanderer  to  thy  gate, 
And  spread  the  couch  of  rest. 

4  Let  him  who  pines  with  piercing  cold 

By  thee  be  warmed  and  clad ; 

Be  thine  the  blissful  task  to  make 

The  downcast  mourner  glad. 

5  Then,  bright  as  morning,  shall  come  forth 

In  peace  and  joy  thy  days ; 

And  glory  from  the  Lord  above 

Shall  shine  on  all  thy  ways. 

DOXOLOCIT. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holv  Ghost, 

One  God,  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now. 

And  shall  Vs  ^N«ei&s»^\ 
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3  He  vanquished  sin  and  hell. 
And  our  last  foe  will  quell : 

Mourners,  rejoice ! 
His  dying  love  adore ; 
Praise  him,  now  raised  in  power: 
Praise  him  for  evermore. 

With  joyful  voice. 

4  All  hail  the  glorious  day. 
When,  through  the  heavenly  waj, 

Lo,  he  shaU  come ! 
While  they  who  pierced  him  wail, 
His  promise  shall  not  foil ; 
Saints,  see  your  King  prevail : 

Great  Saviour,  come  I 


Q 0       ''Let  every  thing  that  hath  hreath  praise  the 
«>  1/  •  Zord."— Paalm  150. 

1  Praisb  ve  Jehovah's  name. 
Praise  tnrough  his  courts  proclaim ; 

Rise  and  »iore : 
High  o'er  the  heavens  above 
Sound  his  great  acts  of  love. 
While  his  rich  grace  we  prove, 

Vast  as  his  power. 

2  Now  let  the  trumpet  raise 
Sounds  of  triumphant  praise. 

Wide  as  his  fame : 
There  let  the  harp  be  found ; 
Organs,  with  solemn  sound. 
Roll  your  deep  notes  around, 

Filled  with  his  name. 

3  While  his  high  praise  ye  sing. 
Strike  every  sounding  string ; 

Sweet  the  accord ! 
He  vital  breath  bestows ; 
Let  every  breath  that  flows 
His  noblest  fame  disclose : 

Praise  ye  the  Lord. 


345 


^At  the  navM  qfJesua  every  knee  shonlJ  lo:: 

1  Let  us  awake  our  joys ; 

Strike  up  with  cheerful  voice ; 

Each  creature  sing : 
Angels !  begin  the  song ; 
Mortals !  the  strain  prolong. 
In  accents  sweet  and  strong, 
"Jesus  is  King!" 

2  Proclaim  abroad  his  name ; 
Tell  of  his  matchless  hme ; 

What  wonders  done ! 
Above,  beneath,  around. 
Let  all  the  earth  resound, 
TiJ]  heftven^g  high  arch  rebound, 


1138. 


^  JTm^  n<4  tiUnce."^ 


1  Sound,  sound  the  truth  abroad ! 
Bear  ye  the  word  of  God 

Through  the  wide  world : 
Tell  what  our  Lord  hath  done ; 
Tell  how  the  day  was  won. 
And  from  his  lofty  throne 

Satan  is  hurled. 

2  Far  over  sea  and  land, 

Tis  our  Lord's  own  command, 

Bear  ye  his  name : 
Bear  it  to  every  shore ; 
Regions  unknown  explore ; 
Enter  at  every  door — 

Silence  is  shame. 

3  Ye,  who,  forsaking  all 

At  your  loved  Master's  cal]. 

Comforts  resign ; 
Soon  will  the  work  be  done  ; 
Soon  will  the  prize  be  won ; 
Brighter  than  yonder  stm 

TVisci  «^«&!l  ^^  thine  I 
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*God  tare  the  State /^ 


1  God  bless  our  native  land  I 
Firm  may  she  ever  stand, 

Through  storm  and  night ; 
When  the  wild  tempests  rave, 
Ruler  of  winds  and  wave, 
Do  thou  our  country  save 

By  thy  great  might. 

2  For  her  our  prayer  shall  rise 
To  God,  above  the  skies ; 

On  him  we  wait : 
Thou  who  art  ever  nigh, 
Guarding  with  watchml  eye, 
To  thee  aloud  we  cry, 

God  save  the  State  I 


L120. 


The  Voice  of  National  Joy. 


1  My  country,  'tis  of  thee, 
Sweet  land  of  liberty, 

Of  thee  I  sing : 
Land  where  my  &thers  died, 
Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride. 
From  every  mountain  side 

Let  freedom  ring ! 

2  My  native  country,  thee — 
Land  of  the  noble  free — 

Thy  name  I  love : 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills. 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills ; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  above. 

8  Let  music  swell  the  breeze. 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 
Sweet  freedom's  song  I 
26 


Let  mortal  tongues  awake ; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake ; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break,- 
The  sound  prolong  I 

Our  fathers'  God !  to  thee. 
Author  of  liberty. 

To  thee  we  sing : 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light ; 
Protect  us  by  thy  might. 

Great  God,  our  Kbg ! 


1155. 


^  77ie  God  of  haroeH  praUe.^ 


1  The  God  of  harvest  praise ; 
In  loud  thanksgiving  raise 

Hand,  heart,  and  voice  I 
The  valleys  laugh  and  sing ; 
Forests  and  mountains  ring ; 
The  plains  their  tribute  bring ; 

The  streams  rejoice. 

2  Tea,  bless  his  holy  name,    . 
And  joyous  thanks  proclaim 

Through  all  the  earth ; 
To  glory  in  your  lot 
Is  comely ;  but  be  not 
God's  benefits  forgot 

Amid  your  mirth. 

3  The  God  of  harvest  praise. 
Hands,  hearts,  and  voices  raise^ 

Witii  sweet  accord ; 
From  field  to  gamer  throng. 
Bearing  your  sheaves  along. 
And  in  your  harvest  son^ 
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from  on  high ! 
Boldly  take  tEc  glorious  field ; 
You  may  fall — but  must  not  yield ; 
You  shall  write  upon  your  shield 

Vict'ry,  though  you  die ! 
By  the  ransom  which  he  gave, 
By  his  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 
Trust  his  mighty  power  to  save ; 

Firm  and  faithful  be : 
And  when  death's  dark  hour  is  nigK* 
When  the  tear-drop  dims  the  eye, 
You  shall,  in  the  parting  sigh, 

Grasp  the  victory. 


Ot/7  •  ^^  ^'''"  ^  Vletorf, 

1  Saints,  for  whom  the  Saviour  bled, 
In  your  Captain's  footsteps  tread ; 
Follow  Jesus,  and  be  led 

On  to  victory ! 
See  your  foemcn  take  the  ground ; 
While  the  signal  trumpets  sound 
Hear  his  accents  pour  around 

Cheering  melody  I 

2  Christian  soldier,  on  with  me  I 
Soon  your  enemies  must  flee ; 
Your  reward  before  you  see 


ROCKVALE.    1b  &  6s. 


1  Onward  speed  thy  conquering  flight, 

Angel,  onward  speed  I 
Cast  abroad  thy  radiant  light, 

Bid  the  shades  recede ; 
Tread  the  idols  in  the  dust, 

Heathen  fanes  destroy ; 
Spread  the  gospel's  love  and  trust, 

Spread  the  gospePs  joy. 

2  Onward  speed  thy  conquering  flight, 

Ad^  onward  fly ! 
Long  ias  been  the  reign  of  ught; 


Bring  the  morning  nigh : 
Unto  thee  earth's  sulferers  lift 

Their  imploring  wail ; 
Bear  them  neaven's  holy  gift» 

Ere  their  courage  faiL 

3  Onward  speed  thy  conquering  flight, 

Angel,  onward  speed ! 
Morning  bursts  upon  our  sight, 

Lo !  the  time  decreed : 
Now  the  Lord  his  kingdom  takeS) 

Thrones  and  empires  fall ; 
Now  the  joyous  tong  awakesi 
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*  Original  furni,  as  compoeed  by  Lunui. 


1  9Q/I  StkddtKe  Judge  of  man  appear/* 

X  ^O  ^«  (A  n>'roii  of  tho  Bcformation.) 

1  Great  God !  what  do  I  sec  and  hear  ? — 

The  end  of  things  created  I 
Behold  tho  Judge  of  man  appear, 

On  clouds  of  glory  seated ! 
Tlie  trumpet  sounds ;  the  graves  restore 
The  dead  which  they  contained  before ; 

Prepare,  my  soul,  to  meet  him ! 

2  The  dead  in  Christ  shall  first  arise, 

At  the  last  trumpet-sounding, — 
Caught  up  to  meet  him  in  the  skietit. 

With  joy  their  Lord  surrounding : 
No  gloomy  fears  their  souls  dismay ; 
His  presence  sheds  eternal  day 

On  those  prepared  to  meet  iiim. 

3  O  Jesus !  friend  to  fallen  man. 

To  me  impart  thy  merit ; 
Forgive  my  sin,  wash  out  its  stain 

By  thine  Almighty  Spirit : 
The  trumpet  sounds ;  the  Judge  is  near, 
But  then  my  soul,  devoid  of  fear, 

Shall  spnng  with  joy  to  meet  him. 

200.    AJTytMiqfiheR^/brfnaUan^—VnlmU. 

1  God  is  our  refuge  ever  near. 

Our  help  in  tribulation  ; 
Tlicrcforc  his  people  shall  not  fear 

Amid  a  wrecked  creation : 
Tho'  mountains  from  their  base  be  hurled. 
And  ocean  shake  the  solid  world, 

The  Lord  is  our  salvation. 


2  The  stream  that  flows  from  Zion's  hill, 

Shall  yet,  serenely  gliding. 
With  joy  the  holy  city  fill. 

His  presence  there  abiding : 
The  Lord,  her  glory  and  defense. 
Will  guard  his  chosen  residence. 

His  timely  aid  providing. 

1290.*  JSttmitjf. 

1  ETERNiTY^-etemity  I 

O  bright,  O  blest  eternity  I 
Wliicii  Jesus  hath  obtained  for  those 
Who  seek  in  him  their  sure  repose ; 
A  little  while  they  suflfer  here. 
But  lo  I  eternity  is  near : 
Eternity— eternity ! 

2  Eternity— eternity  1 

Soon  shall  these  eyes  thy  wonders  see : 
Oh,  may  I  now  the  worfd  despise, 
And  upward  raise  my  thankful  eyes, 
And  seek  the  joys  that  shall  abide, 
From  sin  and  sorrow  purified  : 
O  bright,  O  blest  eternity ! 

3  Eternity— eternity  I 
Prepare  me  for  eternity ; 

Now  grant  me,  Lord,  tiiy  humble  mind, 
To  all  my  Father's  will  resigned  : 
Now  give  me  £uth  that  rests  on  thee  ; 
Lord  r  in  thy  love  remember  me 
In  time  and  in  eternity. 

*  Omit  the  tlM  for  thla  HjiBa 


404  NEW  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 

MALVERN,  L.  M. 


I 


T 


g 


^s 


^m 


I'FiS 


*^ 


^ 


£ir9 


B" 


r  r  r  r-  r  ifZ 


^ 


^ 


J    a     Jl     J. 


J|J      J     ,J 


n 


^ 


g'r  rir-g'r  r 


'}v}lM^' 


^m 


W 


E 


r  r  r  r-  r 


^ 


^^ 


Ei 


^^^ 


w 


w 


^ 


*  My  Spirit  yearns  c>er  dying  menj" 


547. 

1  Arise,  my  tenderest  thoughts,  arise ; 
To  torrents  melt  my  streaming  eyes ; 
And  thou,  my  heart,  with  anguish  feel 
Those  evils  which  thou  canst  not  heal. 

2  See  human  nature  sunk  in  shame ; 
See  scandais  poured  on  Jesus'  name  : 
The  Father  wounded  through  the  Son ; 
The  world  abused,  the  soul  undone. 

3  My  God,  I  feel  the  mournful  scene ; 
My  spirit  yearns  o'er  dying  men ; 
And  fain  my  pity  would  reclaim 

And  snatch  the  firebrands  from  the  flame. 

4  But  feeble  my  compassion  proves, 
And  can  but  weep,  where  most  it  loves : 
Thine  own  all-saving  arm  employ, 
And  turn  these  drops  of  grief  to  joy. 


Searching  the  Heart. 


590. 

1  Return,  my  roving  heart,  return, 

And  life's  vain  shadows  chase  no  more; 
Seek  out  some  solitude  to  mourn, 
And  thy  forsaken  God  implore. 

2  O  thou  great  God !  whose  piercing  eye 

Distinctly  marks  each  deep  retreat, 

In  these  sequestered  hours  draw  nigh, 

And  let  me  here  thy  presence  meet 

3  Through  all  the  windings  of  my  heart, 

My  search  let  heavenly  wisdom  guide ; 
And  still  its  beams  unerring  dart, 
Till  all  be  known  and  purified. 

4  Then  let  the  visits  of  thy  love, 

My  inmost  soul  be  made  to  sharoi 
TiJJ  every  ffrace  combine  to  prove 
That  Ooabaa  fixed  his  dwelling  there. 


7  o4:.    ^OP^  M  ^  CM^  of  SifUMTt. 

1  I  LEFT  the  God  of  truth  and  liffht ; 

I  left  the  God  who  gave  me  oreath. 
To  wander  in  the  wilds  of  nisht, 
And  perish  in  the  snares  of  death  I 

2  Sweet  was  his  service,  and  his  yoke 

Was  light  and  easy  to  be  borne : 
Through  all  his  bonds  of  love  I  broke ; 
I  cast  away  his  gifts  with  scorn ! 

3  Heart-broken,  friendless,  poor,  cast  down,  \ 

Where  shall  the  chief  of  sinners  fly,    i 
Almighty  Vengeance !  from  thy  frown  f 
Eternal  Justice  I  from  thine  eye  ? 

4  Lo !  through  the  gloom  of  guilty  fears, 

My  faith  discerns  a  dawn  of  grace : 
The  Sun  of  Righteousness  appears 
In  Jesus'  reconciling  face ! 

5  Prostrate  before  the  mercy-seat, 

I  dare  not,  if  I  would,  despair; 
None  ever  perished  at  thy  feet, 
And  I  will  lie  for  ever  there. 

777.  Bent  M  (^  '^^ary. 

1  Mr  only  Saviour !  when  I  feel 

O'erwhelmed  in  spirit,  faint,  oppressed, 
'Tis  sweet  to  tell  thee,  while  I  kneel 
Low  at  thy  feet,  thou  art  my  rest 

2  I  'm  weary  of  the  strife  within ; 

Strong  powers  against  my  soul  contest; 
Oh,  let  me  turn  from  self  and  sin 
To  thy  dear  cross,  for  there  is  rest ! 

3  Oh  !  sweet  will  be  the  welcome  day, 

When,  from  her  toils  and  woes  rele»8«4 
My  parting  soul  in  death  shall  say,      ^ 
"  Now,  Lord  I  I  come  to  thee  for  refit 
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looking  to  God  in  Trouble. 


670. 

1  God  of  my  life !  to  thee  I  call ; 
Afflicted,  at  thy  feet  I  fall ; 
When  high  the  water-floods  prevail, 
Leave  not  my  trembling  heart  to  fail. 

2  Friend  of  the  friendless  and  the  faint, 
Where   should  I  lodge  my  deep  com- 
plaint— 

"Where  but  "with  thee,  whose  open  door 
Invites  the  helpless  and  the  poor  ? 

3  Did  ever  mourner  plead  with  thee, 
And  thou  refuse  that  mourner's  plea  ? 
Doth  not  the  word  still  fixed  remain, 
That  none  shall  seek  thy  face  in  vain  ? 

4  Poor  though  I  am — despised,  forgot^ 
Yet  God,  my  God  forgets  me  not; 
And  he  is  safe,  and  must  succeed. 

For  whom  the  Lord  vouchsafes  to  plead. 

708.  Sight  €fVui  Crow. 

1  I  THIRST,  but  not  as  once  I  did. 

The  vain  delights  of  earth  to  share ; 
Thy  wounds,  Immanuel,  all  forbid 
That  I  should  seek  iny  pleasures  there. 

2  It  was  the  sight  of  thy  dear  cross 

First  weaned  my  heart  from  earthly 
things. 
And  taught  me  to  esteem  as  dross 
The  mirth  of  fools  and  pomp  of  kings. 

3  Oh  forthat  ffracc which  springs  from  thee. 

And  quickens  all  things  where  it  flows ; 
WTiich  makes  a  wretched  thorn  like  me, 
Bloom  as  the  myrtle  or  the  rose ! 

4  For  sure,  of  all  the  plants  that  share 

The  notice  of  thy  Father's  eye. 
None  proves  less  grateful  to  his  care, 
Or  yields  him  meaner  fruit  than  L 


*|  AOA    **W6  vepi,tDhen  we  remembered  Zion.^ 

1  When  we,  our  wearied  limbs  to  rest, 

Sat  down  by  proud  Euphrates'  stream, 
We  wept,  with  doleful  thoughts  oppressed. 
And  Zion  was  our  mournful  theme. 

2  Our  harps  that,  when  with  joy  we  sung, 

Were  wont  tiieir  tuneful  parts  to  bear, 
With  silent  strings  neglected  hunff 
On  willow  trees  that  withered  there. 

3  How  shall  wo  tunc  our  voice  to  sing, 

Or  touch  our  harps  with  skillful  hands  i 
Shall  hymns  of  joy,  to  God  our  King, 
Be  sung  by  slaves  in  foreign  lauds  ? 

4  O  Salem !  our  once  happy  seat, 

When  I  of  thee  forgetful  prove. 
Lot  then  my  trembling  hand  forget 
The  tuneful  strings  with  art  to  move. 

6  If  I  to  mention  thee  forbear. 

Eternal  silence  seize  my  tongue, — 
Or  if  I  sing  one  cheerful  air. 
Till  thy  deliverance  is  my  song. 


Prayer  for  erring  Touth, 


1086. 

1  Dear  Saviour,  if  these  lambs  should  stray 

From  thy  secure  inclosure's  bound. 
And,  lured  by  worldly  joys  away, 
Among  the  thoughtless  crowd  be  found. 

2  In  all  their  erring,  sinful  years. 

Oh,  let  them  ne'er  forgotten  be ! 
Remember  all  the  prayers  and  tears 
Wbich  have  devoted  them  to  thee. 

3  And  when  these  lips  no  more  can  pray. 

These  eyes  can  weep  for  them  no  more, 
Turn  thou  their  feet  from  folly*|     """ 
The  Nv  audfctcwk  Vi  >3k^  ^s5A  ' 
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Jby  <»  ^  Pretence  qf  God. 


666. 

1  Tnou,  O  Lord,  wilt  never  leave  me, 

Thou  wilt  never  me  forsake ; 
Thou  wilt  keep,  and  thou  wilt  save  mc, 
While  thy  word  my  guide  I  make : 

Save  from  evil 
For  thy  name  and  mercy^s  sake ! 

2  When  my  soul  is  dark  and  clouded, 

Torn  with  doubt,  and  worn  with  care, 
Through  the  vail  by  which  't  is  shrouded. 
Light  from  heaven  will  soon  appear ; 

And  thy  presence 
Banish  every  doubt  and  fear. 

3  When  my  sky  above  is  glowing. 

And  around  me  all  is  bright ; 
Pleasure,  like  a  river  flowing, 
Fills  my  soul  with  sweet  delight : 

Thou  wilt  keep  me, 
Thou  wilt  guide  my  steps  aright. 

4  When  my  feeble  flame  is  dying. 

And  my  soul  about  to  soar 
To  that  land  where  pain  and  sighing 
Shall  be  heard  and  known  no  more. 

Thou  wilt  fill  me 
With  thy  presence  evermore. 

953.       "^^^  compoMioM  faU  not.'' 

1  Every  human  tie  may  perish ; 

Friend  to  friend  unfaithful  prove ; 

Mothers  cease  their  own  to  cherish ; 

Heaven  and  earth  at  last  remove : 

But  no  changes 
Can  avert  the  Father's  love. 

2  In  the  furnace  God  may  prove  thee, 

Thence  to  bring  thee  forth  moro  bright, 
But  can  never  cease  to  love  thee ; 
Thou  art  precious  in  his  sight : 
God  18  with  thee ; — 

verlasting  Light 


Jl04o«   I^^^  ^  Jftt»from  nu  TalU. 

1  Now,  my  soul,  thy  voice  upraising, 

Sing  the  cross  in  mournful  strain ; 
Tell  the  sorrows  all-amazing. 
Tell  the  wounds  and  dying  pain, 

Which  our  Saviour 
Sinless,  bore,  for  sinners  slain. 

2  He  to  freedom  hath  restored  us 

By  the  very  bonds  he  bare ; 

And  his  flesh  and  blood  afford  us 

Each  a  seal  of  mercy  rare : 

Lo !  he  draws  us 
To  the  cross,  and  keeps  us  there. 

3  Jesus !  may  thy  promised  blessing 

Comfort  to  our  souls  afford ; 
May  we,  now  thy  love  possessing, 
And  at  length  our  full  reward, 

Ever  praise  thee, 
Thee,  our  ever  glorious  Lord ! 

1  Yes,  my  native  land !  I  love  thee , 

All  thy  scenes  I  love  them  well: 
Friends,  connections,  happy  country  I 
Can  I  bid  you  all  farewell  ? 

Can  I  leave  you. 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell ! 

2  Home ! — ^thy  joys  are  passing  lovelr. 

Joys  no  stranger  heart  can  tell ; 
Happy  home ! — *t  is  sure  I  love  thw 
Can  I — can  I  say — Farewell  ? 

Can  I  leave  thee, 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell  ? 

3  Scenes  of  sacred  peace  and  pleasure, 

Holy  days  and  Sabbath  bell, 
Richest,  brightest,  sweetest  treasure, 
Can  I  say  a  last  "  Farewell  ?" 

Can  I  leave  yoo, 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell ! 

4  Yes !  I  hasten  from  you  gladly : 

From  the  scenes  I  love  so  well ; 
Far  away,  ye  billows !  bear  me ; 
Lovely  native  land ! — farewell  I 

Pleased  I  leave  ihee. 
Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell. 

5  In  the  deserts  let  me  labor, 

On  the  mountains  let  me  tell, 
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How  he  died — ^the  blessed  Saviour — 

To  redeem  a  world  from  hell : 
Let  me  hasten, 

Far  in  heathen  lands  to  dwell. 
Bear  me  on,  thou  restless  ocean ; 

Let  the  winds  my  canvas  swell : 
Heaves  my  heart  with  warm  emotion, 

^Vhile  I  go  far  hence  to  dwell, 
Glad  I  bid  thee, 

Native  land,  farewell !  farewell ! 

(j  ,        "^Zord^  ditnUea  ue  vdih  Thy  hleeting:^ 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing. 

Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace ; 
Let  us  each,  thy  love  possessing. 

Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  : 
Oh,  refresh  us. 

Traveling  through  this  wilderness ! 
Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration. 

For  thy  Gospcrs  joyful  sound ; 
^lay  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 

In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound ; 
May  thy  presence 

With  us  evermore  be  found. 

00.        ''JTeekaU/eedJIieJtock,'* 

Saviour,  like  a  shepherd  lead  us 

Much  we  need  thy  tender  care ; 
In  thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us ; 

For  our  use  thy  folds  prepare  : 
Blessed  Jesus ! 

Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  wo  are. 
Thou  hast  promised  to  receive  us. 

Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be ; 
Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 

Grace  to  cleanse,  and  power  to  free : 
Bless^  Jesus ! 

Let  us  early  turn  to  thee. 
Early  let  us  seek  thy  fevor ; 

Early  let  us  learn  thy  wiU ; 
Do  thou.  Lord,  our  only  Saviour, 

With  thy  love  our  bosoms  fill ; 
B 


Blessed  Jesus  I 
Thou  hast  loved  us, — love  us  still  1 

X  ^^  X  •        2^  PilgHnCe  Prayer. 

1  Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 

Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land ; 
I  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty ; 
Hold  me  with  thy  powerral  hand : 

Bread  of  heaven  I 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 

2  Open  thou  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow ; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 
Lead  me  all  my  journey  through  : 

Strong  Deliverer  I 
Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside : 
Death  of  deathf!  and  hell's  Destruction ! 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side : 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  thee, 

1  999  ^^  PttgHm't  Prayer, 

A.  Ad  Ad  Ad  m    [AnoOMT  fonn  of  the  pr«e«<Uog  Hymn.] 

1  Shepherd  of  thine  Israel  1  lead  us, 

Pilgrims  o'er  this  barren  sand ; 
Thou  who  hast  from  bondage  freed  us, 
Guard  us  by  thine  outstretched  hand : 

Guide  thy  choson 
Safely  to  the  promised  land. 

2  Feed  us  with  the  heavenly  manna ; 

Fainting,  may  wo  feel  tiiy  might ; 
Go  before  us  as  our  banner. 
Cloud  by  day,  and  fire  by  night : 

Great  Redeemer, 
Shine  around  us ; — thou  art  light 

3  When  we  come  to  death's  dark  river, 

Bid  the  swelling  stream  divide ; 
Thou  who  canst  our  life  deliver, 
Bear  us  through  the  sundered  tide : 
Praises,  praises 
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±7  O.  iVayar  to  ihs  THnUy, 

1  Holy  Father,  hear  my  cry ; 

Holy  Saviour,  bend  thine  ear ; 
Holy  Spirit,  come  thou  nigh : 
Father,  Saviour,  Spirit,  hear! 

2  Father,  save  me  from  my  sin ; 

Saviour,  I  thy  mercy  crave ; 
Gracious  Spirit,  make  me  clean : 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  save  I 

3  Father,  let  me  taste  thy  love ; 

Saviour,  fill  my  soul  with  peace  ; 
Spirit,  come  my  heart  to  move  : 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  bless ! 

4  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit — ^thou 

One  Jehovah,  shed  abroad 
All  thy  grace  within  me  now ; 
Be  my  Father  and  my  God ! 

5 92«  "  ITumbUd  in  ths  duHT 

1  Sovereign  Ruler,  Lord  of  all  I 
Prostrate  at  thy  feet  we  fall ; 
Hear,  oh,  hear  our  earnest  cry  I 
Frown  not,  lest  we  feint  and  die. 

2  Vilest  of  the  sons  of  men. 
Chief  of  sinners  we  have  been : 
Oft  have  sinned  before  thy  fece ; 
Trampled  on  thy  richest  grace. 

3  Justly  might  the  fatal  dart 
Pierce  our  guilty,  broken  heart ; 
Justly  might  thy  righteous  breath 
Doom  us  to  eternal  death. 

4  Jesus !  save  our  dying  soul ; 
Make  our  broken  spirit  whole : 
Humbled  in  the  dust  wo  lie ; 
Saviottr!  leave  us  not  to  die. 


604.     Merey  far  1K6  CM^  €f  SUmtn. 

1  Depth  of  mercy ! — can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me  f 
Can  my  God  his  wrath  forbear  ? 
Me,  the  jchief  of  sinners,  spare  I 

2  I  have  scorned  the  Son  of  God, 
Trampled  on  his  precious  blood. 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls. 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

3  Lord,  incline  me  to  repent ; 
Let  me  now  my  fell  lament- — 
Deeply  my  revolt  deplore, 
Weep,  believe,  and  sm  no  more. 

4  Still  for  me  the  Saviour  stands. 
Shows  his  wounds,  and  spreads  his  hands: 
God  is  love  I  I  know,  I  feel ; 

Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 

908.  AquMSpMi. 

1  Prince  of  Peace !  control  my  will ; 
Bid  this  struggling  heart  be  still ; 
Bid  my  fears  and  doubtings  cease, — 
Hush  my  spirit  into  peace. 

2  Thou  hast  bought  me  with  thy  blood, 
Opened  wide  the  gate  to  God ; 
Peace  I  ask — but  peace  must  be, 
Lord,  in  being  one  with  thee. 

3  May  thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done ; 
May  thy  will  and  mine  be  one  : 
Chase  these  doubtings  from  my  heart ; 
Now  thy  perfect  peace  impart. 

4  Saviour !  at  thy  feet  I  fell ; 
Thou  my  Life,  my  God,  my  All  I 
Let  thy  happy  servant  be 

One  for  evermore  with  thee  I 
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776. 


IF^ary  qf  Self  and  Sin, 


1  Jesus  !  full  of  tnith  and  lovo. 

We  thy  kindest  word  obey ; 

Faithful  let  thy  mercies  prove ; 

Take  our  load  of  guilt  away. 

2  Weary  of  this  war  within, 

Weary  of  this  endless  strife, 
Weary  of  ourselves  and  sin, 
Weary  of  a  wretched  life ; 

3  Burdened  with  a  world  of  grief, 

Burdened  with  our  sinfal  load. 
Burdened  with  this  unbelief, 

Burdened  with  the  wrath  of  God  : 

4  Lo !  we  come  to  thee  for  case, 

True  and  gracious  as  thou  art : 
Now  our  weary  souls  release ; 
Write  forgiveness  on  each  heart. 


841. 


*A  living  i&ior(/le«.**— Psalm  M. 


1  Jesus,  who  upon  the  tree 
Wast  an  offering  for  me, 

Take  this  throbbing  heart  of  mine, — 
Lay  it  on  thy  holy  shrine. 

2  As  thy  love  accepteth  naught 
Save  what  love  itself  hath  wrought. 
Offer  thou  my  sacrifice, 

Else  to  heaven  it  can  not  rise. 

8  Take  away  my  erring  will ; 
All  my  wayward  passions  kill ; 
Tear  my  heart  from  out  my  heart. 
Though  it  cost  mo  bitter  smart 

4  Fain  were  I  of  self  bereft, 
Naught  but  thee  within  me  left ; 
Living  sacrifice  I  am. 
Offered  only  in  thy  name. 
B 


910. 


"  Make  me  like  a  UUU  ekOd,^ 


1  Jesus,  cast  a  look  on  me ! 
Give  me  true  simplicity : 

Make  me  poor,  and  keep  me  low, 
Seeking  only  thee  to  know. 

2  All  that  feeds  my  busy  prides 
Cast  it  evermore  aside ; 

Bid  my  will  to  thine  submit ; 
Lay  me  humbly  at  thy  feet 

3  Make  mo  like  a  litUo  child, 
Simple,  teachable,  and  mild ; 
Seeing  only  in  thy  light ; 
Walking  only  in  thy  might ! 

4  Leaning  on  thy  loving  breast. 
Where  a  weary  soul  may  rest ; 
Feeling  well  the  peace  of  God 
Flowing  from  thy  precious  blood ! 


^HaeUn^  Lord,  the  promised  hour.* 


1044. 

1  See  the  ransomed  millions  stand — 
Palms  of  conquest  in  their  hands ! 
Tliis  before  the  throne  their  strain — 
"  Hell  is  vanquished— death  is  slain ! 

2  "  Blessing,  honor,  glory,  might. 
Are  the  Conqueror's  native  right ; 

Til  rones  and  powers  before  him  fall — 
Lamb  of  God,  and  Lord  of  all  !*' 

3  Hasten,  Lord !  the  promised  hour ; 
Come  in  glory  and  m  power ; 
Still  thy  K>es  are  unsubdued — 
Nature  sighs  to  be  renewed. 

4  Time  has  nearly  reached  its  sum ; 

All  things,  with  the  bride,  say,  "  Come  I" 
Jesus !  whom  all  worlds  adore^        .jM 
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oXo*  Prayer  for  WUdom, 

1  Almighty  God,  in  humble  prayer, 

To  thee  our  souls  we  lift : 
Do  thou  our  waiting  minds  prepare 
For  thy  most  needful  gift. 

2  We  ask  not  golden  streams  of  wealth 

Along  our  path  to  :flow ; 
We  ask  not  undccaying  health, 
Nor  length  of  years  below ; 

3  We  ask  not  honors,  which  an  hour 

May  bring  and  take  away ; 
We  ask  not  pleasure,  pomp,  and  power, — 
Lest  we  should  go  astray ; 

4  We  ask  for  wisdom  ;  Lord,  impart 

The  knowledge  how  to  live : 
A  wise  and  understanding  heart 
To  all  before  thee  give. 

819.  "^*»w,  tDhoUy  7hin4,  oh^letuaUT 

1  Eternal  Father,  God  of  love. 

To  thee  our  hearts  we  raise ; 
Thy  all-sustaining  power  we  prove, 
And  gladly  sing  thy  praise. 

2  Thine,  wholly  thine,  oh,  let  us  be ! 

Our  sacrifice  receive ; 
Made  and  preserved,  and  saved  by  thee, 

To  thee  ourselves  we  give. 
8  Come,  Holy  Ghost  I  the  Saviour's  love 

Shed  in  our  hearts  abroad ; 
So  shall  we  ever  live  and  move, 

And  be,  with  Christy  in  God. 

834.     Giving  aU  for  C»r<«t— Mark  8 :  Si. 

1  And  must  I  part  with  all  I  have, 

My  dearest  Lord,  for  thee  ? 
It  is  but  rights  since  thou  hast  done 
Much  more  than  this  for  me. 

2  Yes,  let  it  go  I — one  look  from  thee 

WiJJ  moTQ  than  make  amends 
_  For  all  the  losses  I  sustain 
■credit,  riches,  friends. 


3  Ten  thousand  worlds,  ten  thousand  li  v. 

How  worthless  they  appear. 
Compared  with  thee,  Bupremely  goo< 
Divinely  bright  and  fair ! 

4  Saviour  of  souls !  could  I  from  thee 

A  single  smile  obtain. 
The  loss  of  all  things  I  could  bear, 
And  glory  in  my  gain, 

Q^(J,        Ths  New  Covenant  aeaUd. 

1  "  The  promise  of  my  Father's  love 

Shall  stand  for  ever  good ;" 
He  said,  and  gave  his  soul  to  death, 
And  sealed  the  grace  with  blood. 

2  To  this  dear  covenant  of  thy  word 

I  set  my  worthless  name; 
I  seal  th'  engagement  to  my  Lord, 
And  make  my  humble  claim. 

3  I  call  that  legacy  my  own 

Which  Jesus  did  bequeath ; 
'T  was  purchased  with  a  dying  groan 
And  ratified  in  death. 

4  The  light  and  strength,  the  pardoi 

grace. 
And  glory  shall  be  mino ; 
My  life  and  soul,  my  heart  and  flesh, 
And  all  my  powers  are  thine. 

104:O*   "*  JeauBf  immortal  Xitiff,ari94r 

1  Jesus,  immortal  King !  arise ; 

Rise,  and  assert  thy  sway ; 
Till  earth,  subdued,  its  tribute  bring, 
And  distant  lands  obey. 

2  Ride  forth,  victorious  Conqueror !  ri< 

Till  all  thy  foes  submit; 
And  all  the  powers  of  hell  resign 
Their  trophies  at  thy  feet. 

3  Send  forth  Uiy  word,  and  let  it  fly 

This  spacious  earth  around : 
TWV  e;vm  «iovlI  beneath  the  sun 
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4  From  sea  to  sea,  from  shore  to  shore, 
May  Jesus  be  adored ; 
And  earth,  with  all  her  millions,  shout 
Hosaunas  to  the  Lord. 

1  04-5    "-^^'^  «'*«'*  o/'*2«^'*^«^"/*«''^^'*»-" 

1  Shine,  mighty  God,  on  Zion  shine, 

With  beams  of  heavenly  grace ; 
Reveal  thy  power  through  every  land. 
And  show  thy  smiling  face. 

2  When  shall  thy  name,  from  shore  to  shore 

Sound  through  the  earth  abroad, 
And  distant  nations  know  and  love 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God  ? 

3  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  distant  lands ; 

Sing  loud,  with  solemn  voice ; 
Let  every  tongue  exalt  his  praise. 
And  every  heart  rejoice  1 

1  A  J.A    *'iakaUgU)eiU6ik6h«aKenfor1hin6 
X  U *U  .       <nAer«a»M3«.''— Psalm  8. 

1  Great  God,  is  not  thy  promise  pledged 

To  thine  exalted  Son, 
That  through  the  nations  of  the  earth 
Thy  word  of  life  shall  run  ? 

2  From  east  to  west,  from  north  to  south. 

Then  be  his  name  adored  : 
Lot  earth,  with  all  its  millions,  shout 
Hosanna  to  the  Lord ! 

1  047      "^^  ««<<o«*  •haUAow  unto  UP 

1  Behold,  the  mountain  of  the  Lord| 

In  latter  days,  shall  rise 
On  mountain  tops,  above  the  hills, 
And  draw  the  wondering  eyes. 

2  To  this  the  joyful  nations  round, 

All  tribes  and  tongues  shall  flow , 
"  Up  to  the  hill  of  God,"  they  say, 
"  And  to  his  boose  we  '11  go." 

3  The  beams  that  shine  on  Zion*s  hil| 

Shall  lighten  every  land ; 

The  King  who  reigns  in  Salem's  towers, 

Shall  all  the  world  command. 
B 


4  Come,  then — oh,  come  from  every  land, 
To  worship  at  his  shrine ; 
And,  walking  in  the  light  of  God, 
With  holy  beauties  shine. 

X  X  4U«  "^<y  a***  «<>  nu>re  tusain^  hut  oneJUth.''^ 

1  We  join  to  pray,  with  wishes  kind, 

A  blessing,  Lord,  from  thee, 
On  those  who  now  the  bands  have  twined 
Which  ne'er  may  broken  be. 

2  AVe  know  that  scenes  not  always  bright 

Must  unto  them,  be  given ; 
But  over  all  give  thou  the  light 
Of  love,  and  truth,  and  heaven. 

3  Still  hand  in  hand,  their  journey  through 

Joint  pilgrims  may  they  go ; 
Mingling  their  joys  as  helpers  true. 
And  sharing  every  woe. 

4  May  each  in  each  still  feed  the  flame 

Of  pure  and  holy  love ; 
In  faith  and  trust  and  heart  the  same. 
The  same  their  home  above. 


*^IitUnot  good  that  the  man  thould  he 
alone.'' 


1141. 

1  Not  for  the  summer  hour  alone, 

When  skies  resplendent  shine. 
And  youth  and  pleasure  fill  the  throne, 
Our  hearts  and  hands  we  join ; 

2  But  for  those  stem  and  wintery  days 

Of  sorrow,  pain,  and  fear. 
When  heaven  s  wise  discipline  doth  make 
Our  earthly  journey  drear. 

3  Not  for  this  span  of  life  alone, 

Which  like  a  blast  doth  fly, 
And,  as  the  transient  flowers  of  grass, 
Just  blossom,  droop,  and  die ; 

4  But  for  a  being  without  end 

This  vow  of  love  we  take : 
Grant  us  O  Ii0t4^  Qtia"WsTOfe  vfiu'^'****"^ 
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129  !•     ^'Oome,  Holy  Spirit,  Dot>6  diviner 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Dove  divine ! 
On  these  baptismal  waters  shine, 

And  teach  oar  hearts,  in  highest  strain, 
To  praise  the  Lamb,  for  sinners  slain. 

2  AVe  love  thy  name,  we  love  thy  laws, 
A.nd  joyfully  embrace  thy  cause ; 

We  love  thy  cross,  the  shame,  the  pain, 
O  Lamb  of  God  1  for  sinners  slain ! 

3  We  plunge  beneath  thy  mystic  flood. 
Oh,  plunge  us  in  thy  cleansing  blood ; 
We  die  to  sin,  and  seek  a  grave 
With  tiiee  beneath  the  yielding  wave. 

4  And  as  we  rise  with  thee  to  live, 
Oh,  let  the  Holy  Spirit  give 
The  sealing  unction  from  above, 
The  breath  of  life,  the  fire  of  love  I 


*Te  have  obeyed  yirom  the  hearts 


1293. 

1  Dear  Saviour,  we  thy  will  obey : 

Not  of  constraint,  but  with  delight^ 
Thy  servants  hither  come  to-day. 
To  honor  thine  appointed  rite. 

2  Descend,  descend,  celestial  Dove, 

On  these  dear  followers  of  the  Lord ; 
Exalted  Head  of  all  the  church. 
Thy  promised  aid  to  them  afford. 

3  Let  faith,  assisted  now  by  signs, 

The  wonders  of  thy  love  explore ; 

And,  washed  in  thy  redeemmg  blood. 

Let  them  depart,  and  sin  no  more. 

l^ad.       ^^  ^f^^f^  CommieeUm. 

1  Go,  teach  the  nations  and  baptize, 
Aloud  til*  ascending  Jesus  cnes : 


His  glad  apostles  took  the  word, 
And  round  the  nations  preached  their 
Lord. 

2  Commissioned  thus  by  Zion's  King, 
We  to  this  holy  labor  brinff 

These  happy  converts  wholiavo  known. 
And  trusted  in  his  grace  alone. 

3  Lord,  in  thy  house  they  seek  thy  face  ; 
Oh,  bless  them  with  peculiar  ffrace : 
Refresh  their  souls  with  love  divine. 
Let  beams  of  glory  round  them  shine. 


•*?%«  same  U  Be  vihich  UnOia^h  vith  r.^ 
Eoly  Ohatt,'* 


1296, 

1  Come,  saints,  adore  your  Saviour,  God, 

Who  led  your  willing  footsteps  here ; 
Walk  in  the  blessed  paths  he  trod, 
Nor  duty  dread,  nor  danger  fear. 

2  Come,  sacred  Dove,  in  peace  descend, 

As  once  thou  didst  on  Jordan's  wave ; 
Now  with  this  scene  thine  influence  blend, 
And  hover  o'er  this  solemn  grave. 


''Behold  the  Lamb  of  God: 


1305. 

1  Our  Saviour  bowed  beneath  the  wave, 
And  meekly  sought  a  watery  grave ; 
Come,  see  the  sacred  path  he  trod, 

A  path  well  pleasing  to  our  God. 

2  His  voice  we  hear,  his  footsteps  trace, 
And  hither  come  to  seek  his  face ; 
To  do  his  will,  to  feel  his  love, 

And  join  our  songs  with  songs  above. 

3  Hosanna  to  the  Lamb  divine ! 

Let  endless  glories  round  him  shine ! 
High  o'er  the  heavens  for  ever  reign, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  for  sinners  slain ! 
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X3U  4  •       "^^  i)tac«  tpA«ra  Jetft^^  ^ry." 

1  Come,  happy  souls,  adore  the  Lamb, 
Who  loved  our  race  ere  time  began ! 
Who  vailed  his  Godhead  in  our  clay, 
And  in  an  humble  manger  lay. 

•2  To  Jordan's  stream  the  Spirit  led, 
To  mark  the  path  his  saints  should  tread ; 
Joyful  they  trace  the  sacred  way, 
To  see  the  place  where  Jesus  lay. 

3  Immersed  by  John  in  Jordan's  wave, 
The  Saviour  left  his  watery  grave ; 
Heaven  owned  the  deed,  approved  the 

way. 
And  blessed  the  place  where  Jesus  lay. 

4  Come,  all  who  love  his  precious  name, 
Come,  tread  his  steps  and  learn  of  him  : 
Happy  beyond  expression  they 

AVho  find  the  place  where  Jesus  lay. 

1  Q 1  A  ""W*  «aa^  ^«  o^  ^  ^«  wtefUM  of  nu 

J.  O  X  U  •  r49urrteHon.'" 

1  The  great  Redeemer  we  adore, 

Who  came  the  lost  to  seek  and  save. 
Went  humbly  down  from  Jordan's  shore. 
To  find  a  tomb  beneath  its  wave. 

2  "  Thus  it  becomes  us  to  fulfill 

All  righteousness,"  he  meekly  said : 
Why  should  we  then  to  do  his  will, 
Or  be  ashamed,  or  be  afraid  ? 

3  With  thee,  into  thy  watery  tomb. 

Lord,  't  is  our  glory  to  descend ; 
'T  is  wondrous  grace  that  gives  us  room 
To  lie  interred  by  such  a  Friend. 

4  Thus,  when  fhon  shalt  again  appear, 

The  gates  of  death  shall  open  wide ; 
Our  dust  thy  mighty  voice  shall  hear. 
And  rise  m  tnumpb  at  thy  side. 
B 


1  Q 1  1    "^M»  iOt  tD6  aUo  tihould  toalk  in  newnesa 

1  See  how  the  willing  converts  trace 

The  path  their  dear  Redeemer  trod, 
And  follow  through  his  liquid  grave 
The  meek,  the  lowly  Son  of  God  ! 

2  Here  they  renounce  their  former  deeds. 

And  to  a  heavenly  life  aspire  ; 
Their  rags  for  glorious  robes  exchanged. 
They  shine  in  clean  and  bright  attire. 

3  O  sacred  rite,  by  thee,  to  own 

The  name  of  Jesus  we  begin : 
This  is  our  resurrection  pledge, 
Pledge  of  the  pardon  of  our  sin. 

4  Glory  to  God  on  high  be  given. 

Who  shows  his  grace  to  sinful  men ; 
Lot  saints  on  earth,  and  hosts  in  heaven. 
In  concert  join  tieir  loud  Amen. 

X  (i  X iU.    ^<^  iofoUow  Christ  in  Baptism. 

1  Behold  the  grave  where  Jesus  lay. 

Before  he  shed  his  precious  blood ! 
How  plain  he  marked  the  humble  way 
To  sinners  through  the  mystic  flood. 

2  Come,  ye  redeemed  of  the  Lord, 
Come,  and  obey  his  sacred  word ; 
He  died,  and  rose  again  for  you ; 
What  more  could  the  Redeemer  do  ? 

3  Eternal  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
On  these  baptismal  waters  move ; 
That  we,  through  energy  divine. 

May  have  the  substance  with  the  sign* 

4  All  ye  that  love  Immannel's  name, 
And  long  to  feel  th'  increasing  flame^ 
'Tis  you,  ye  children  of  the  lights    ifl 
The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  invlti^    :^r 
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J.  ^t/^*       Prayer  h^ore  BapUtm. 

1  IIow  great,  how  solemn  is  the  work 

Which  we  attend  to-day ! 

Now  for  a  holy,  solemn  frame, 

O  God,  to  tnee  wo  pray, 

2  Oh,  may  we  feel  as  once  we  felt, 

When,  pained  and  grieved  at  heart-. 
Thy  kind,  forgiving,  melting  look, 
Relieved  our  every  smart. 

3  Let  graces  then  in  exercise 

Be  exercised  again ; 
And,  nurtured  by  celestial  power, 
In  exercise  remain. 

X,.    4  Awake,  our  love,  our  fear,  our  hope  ! 
^--..     Wake,  fortitude  and  joy  ; 

Vain  world,  be  gone  ;  let  things  above 
Our  happy  thoughts  employ. 

5  Whilst  thee,  our  Saviour  and  our  God, 
To  all  around  wo  own, 
Drive  each  rebellious,  rival  lust. 
Each  traitor,  from  the  throne. 

X^y  O  •    '^^^  tchom  I  am  tctU  piemedU** 

1  Meekly  in  Jordan^s  holy  stream 

The  great  Redeemer  bowed ; 
Bright  was  the  glory^s  sacred  beam 
That  hushed  the  wondering  crowd* 

2  Thus  God  descended  to  approve 

The  deed  that  Christ  had  done : 
Thus  came  the  emblematic  Dove, 
And  hovered  o*er  the  Son. 

^  8o,  blessed  Spirit,  come,  to-day, 
To  our  baptismal  scene ; 


Let  thoughts  of  earth  be  &r  away, 
And  every  mind  serene. 

4  This  day  we  give  to  holy  joy ; 
This  day  to  heaven  belongs : 
Raised  to  new  life,  we  will  employ 
In  melody  our  tongues. 


Chritt  at  i^s  Jordan, 


1299. 


1  Uow  calmly  wakes  the  hallowed  mom  1 

How  tranquil  earth's  repose ! — 
Meet  emblem  of  the  SabbAtk  moTD, 
When,  early,  Jesus  rose. 

2  How  fair,  along  the  rippling  wave, 

llie  radiant  light  is  castl — 
A  symbol  of  the  mystic  grave 
Through  which  the  Savionr  passed. 

3  Around  this  scene  of  sacred  love 

The  peace  of  heaven  is  shed : 
So  came  the  Spirit,  like  a  dove, 
To  rest  on  Jesus'  head. 

4  Lord,  meet  us  in  this  path  of  thine ; 

We  come  thy  rite  to  seal ; 
Move  o'er  the  waters,  Dove  divine, 
And  all  thy  grace  reveaL 


*Ftantsd  ioffeUksr  i»  flU  KteiMM  of  JIh 

d0(KA.*^Rom.6;  4,0. 


1300. 


1  Ws  long  to  move  and  breathe  in  thee. 

Inspired  with  thine  own  breath ; 
To  live  thy  life,  O  Lord,  and  be 
Baptized  into  thy  death. 

2  Thy  death  to  sin  we  die  below, 

But  we  shall  rise  in  love ; 
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Far  from  the  deep,  tremendous  gloom 
Of  that.wbich  once  was  thine. 

2  Down  to  tlie  hallowed  grave  we  go, 

Obedient  to  thy  word ; 
'Tis  thus  the  world  around  shall  know 
We  're  buried  with  the  Lord. 

3  'T  is  thus  we  bid  its  pomps  adieu, 

And  boldly  venture  in  : 
Oh,  may  wo  rise  to  life  anew, 
And  only  die  to  sin. 


We  here  are  planted  in  thy  woe, 
But  we  shall  bloom  above. 

3  Al>ovo,  we  shall  thy  gloiy  share. 

As  we  thy  cross  have  borne ; 
Ev'n  we  shall  crowns  of  honor  wear, 
When  we  the  thorns  have  worn. 

4  Thy  crown  of  thorns  is  all  our  boast, 

While  now  we  fall  before 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
And  tremble  and  adore. 


1  Qm       "^«<  ^  hscom^th  us  to  fuJMX  aU 

1  BuRiKD  beneath  the  yielding  wave. 

The  ^cat  Redeemer  lies ; 
Faith  views  him  in  the  watery  grave, 
And  thence  beholds  him  rise. 

2  Thus  do  his  willing  saints,  to-day, 

Tlieir  ardent  zeS  express, 
And,  in  the  Lord's  appointed  way. 
Fulfill  all  righteousness. 

3  With  joy  we  in  his  footsteps  tread. 

And  would  his  cause  maintain, — 
Like  him  be  numbered  with  the  dead, 
And  with  him  rise  and  reign. 

4  His  presence  oft  revives  our  hearts, 

And  drives  our  fears  away ; 
When    he    commands,    and   strength 
imparts, 
We  cheerfully  obey. 

1  QA^     ^'SurUd  icWi  Sim,  l^  hapUmt  ^^^ 

1  Saviour  !  we  seek  the  watery  tomb 
s  niomed  by  love  divine, 

^  B 


"•Lot  a  voie6from  BiBOMtC* 


1313. 

1  To  Jordan's  stream  the  Saviour  goes. 

To  do  his  Father's  will ; 
His  breast  with  sacred  ardor  glows. 
Each  precept  to  fulfill. 

2  Behold  him  buried  in  the  flood, 

The  emblem  of  his  grave. 
Who,  from  the  bosom  of  his  God, 
Came  down  a  world  to  save. 

3  As  from  the  water  he  ascends, 

What  miracles  appear  I 
God,  with  a  voice,  his  Son  commends ! 
Let  all  the  nations  hear. 

4  Hear  it,  ye  Christians,  and  rejoice ; 

Let  this  your  courage  raise ; 
What  God  approves,  he  this  your  choice, 
And  glory  m  his  ways. 

DOXOLOOT. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holv  Ghost, 

One  God,  whom  we  adore. 
Be  j^ory  as  it  was,  is  now,  j^H 

And  shall  be  e^ercoi^^it^V 
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1308«       ^'BaptUtd  into  BU  death:* 

1  Thus  was  the  great  Redeemer  plunged 

In  Jordan's  swelling  flood, 
To  show  be  must  be  soon  baptized 
In  tears,  and  sweat,  and  blood* 

2  Thus  was  his  sacred  body  laid 

Beneath  the  yielding  wave ; 
Thus  was  his  sacred  b^y  raised 
Out  of  the  liquid  grave. 

3  Lord,  we  thy  precepts  would  obey, 

In  thine  own  footstep  tread ; 
Would  die,  be  buried,  rise  with  thee, 
Our  ever  living  Head. 

1314.  ^^  cKurfiA  Two, 

1  While  in  this  sacred  rite  of  thine. 

We  yield  our  spirits  now. 
Shine  o'er  the  waters,  Dove  divine, 
And  seal  the  cheerful  vow. 

2  All  glory  be  to  him  whose  life 

For  ours  was  freely  given, 
Wlio  aids  us  in  the  spirit's  strife, 
And  makes  us  meet  for  heaven. 

8  To  thee  we  gladly  now  resign 
Our  life  and  all  our  powers; 
Accept  us  in  this  rite  divine. 
And  bless  these  hallowed  hours. 

4  Oh,  may  we  die  to  earth  and  sin 

Beneath  the  mystic  flood, 
And  when  we  rise,  may  we  begin 


1315«  ""Ihad  wnto  ainy* 

1  Baptized  into  our  Saviour's  death, 

Our  souls  to  sin  must  die ; 
With  Christ  our  Lord  wo  live  anew, 
With  Christ  ascend  on  high. 

2  There,  by  his  Father^s  side  he  sits, 

Environed  divinely  fair. 
Yet  owns  himself  our  Brother  still, 
And  our  Forerunner  there. 

3  Rise  from  these  earthly  trifles,  rise 

On  wings  of  fiaith  and  love ; 
Above  our  choicest  treasure  lies^ — 
And  be  our  hearts  above. 

4  But  earth  and  sin  will  draw  us  down 

When  we  attempt  to  fly ; 
Lord,  send  thy  strong,  attractive  poiR 
To  fix  our  souls  on  high. 

1 3 1 1  •^'^^'^  ^^*^<^'^  *^ '^^"^  <*^  ••^ 

1  'T  is  God  the  Father  we  adore 

In  this  baptismal  sign  ; 
'T  is  he  whose  voice  on  Jordan's  sho 
Proclaimed  the  Son  divine. 

2  We  seek  the  consecrated  grave 

Along  the  path  he  trod  : 
Receive  us  in  the  hallowed  wave. 
Thou  holy  Son  of  God. 

3  Let  earth  and  heaven  our  zeal  recor( 

And  future  witness  bear. 
That  we  to  Zion's  mighty  Lord 
Our  full  allegiance  swear. 

4  Oh,  that  our  consmous  souls  may  owi 

With  joy's  serene  survey, 
Inscribed  upon  lais  indgment  throne, 
Thft  ttaQscrii^^  of  this  day. 
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X  O  X 0«  **'^<'^  7^<>«  <^  ero98for  tne  endurtd P 

1  Dear  Lord,  and  will  thy  pardoning  love 

Embrace  a  wretch  so  vile? 
Wilt  thou  my  load  of  ffuilt  remove, 
And  bless  mo  with  £y  smile  ? 

2  Hast  thou  the  cross  for  me  endured. 

And  all  the  shame  despised  f 
And  shall  I  be  ashamed,  O  Lord, 
With  thee  to  bo  baptized  ? 

8  Didst  thou  the  great  example  lead. 
In  Jordan's  swelling  flood  ? 
And  shall  my  pride  disdain  the  deed 
That 's  worthy  of  my  God  ? 

4  Dear  Lord,  the  ardor  of  thy  love 
Reproves  my  cold  delays ; 
And  now  my  willing  footsteps  move 
In  thy  delightful  ways. 


^CruolJUd  with  Sim," 


1319. 

1  Almiohtt  Saviour,  here  we  stand, 

Ranged  by  the  water  side ; 
Hither  we  come  at  thy  command, 
To  wait  upon  thy  bride. 

2  Thy  footsteps  marked  this  humble  way, 

For  all  tiiat  love  thy  cause ; 
Lord,  thy  example  we  obey, 
And  glory  in  the  cross. 

3  Our  dearest  Lord,  we^  follow  thee. 

Where'er  thou  lead'st  the  way, 
Through  floods,  through  flames^  through 
death's  dark  vde, 
To  reakna  of  endless  day. 
B  27 


X  Oi^U*  **Sinder  me  noV* 

1  In  all  my  Lord's  appointed  ways 

My  journey  I  Ml  pursue ; 
"  Hinder  me  not,"  ye  much-loved  saints, 
For  I  must  go  with  you. 

2  Through  floods  and  flames,  if  Jesus  lead, 

I  '11  follow  where  he  goes ; 
"  Hinder  me  not,"  shall  be  my  cry. 
Though  earth  and  hell  oppose. 

3  Through  duties,  and  through  trials,  too, 

I  '11  go  at  his  command ; 
"  Hinder  me  not ;"  for  I  am  bound 
To  my  Immanuel's  land. 

4  And,  when  my  Saviour  calls  mo  home, 

Still  this  my  cry  shall  be, — 
^  Hinder  me  not ;"  come,  welcome,  death ! 
I  '11  gladly  go  with  thee. 


Prayer  afUt  BaptUm, 


1321. 

1  Let  plenteous  grace  descend  on  those 

Who,  hoping  in  thy  word. 
This  day  have  solemnly  declared 
That  Jesus  is  their  Lord. 

2  With  cheerful  feet  may  they  advance,. 

And  run  the  Christian  race. 
And,  through  the  troubles  of  the  way^ 
Find  all-8u£Bcient  grace. 

8  Lord,  phint  us  all  into  thy  death. 
That  we  thy  life  may  prove — 
Partakers  of  thy  cross  beneath, 
And  oC  tkj  cx^'vtl  liws^^ 
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±Z97*       *'TMi  U  my  hOoved  Sonr 

1  Down  to  tho  sacred  wave 

The  Lord  of  life  was  led ; 
And  he,  who  came  our  souls  to  save, 
In  Jordan  bowed  his  head. 

2  He  taught  the  solemn  way, 

Ho  fixed  tho  holy  rite  ; 
He  bade  his  ransomed  ones  obey, 
And  keep  the  path  of  light. 

3  Tho  Holy  Ghost  came  down, 

The  baptism  to  approve, — 
The  ordinance  of  Christ  to  crown, 
And  stamp  it  with  his  love. 

4  Dear  Saviour,  wo  will  tread 
— ^.    In  thine  appointed  way ; 

Let  glory  o'er  these  scenes  be  shed, 
And  smile  on  us  to-day. 


130o«  Baptifn  in  CkrUL 

1  With  willing  hearts  we  tread 

The  path  the  Saviour  trod ; 
We  love  the  example  of  our  Head, 
The  glorious  Lamb  of  God. 

2  On  thee,  on  thee  alone, 

Our  hope  and  fSuth  rely, 
0  thou  who  didst  for  sin  atone, 
Who  didst  for  sinners  die. 

3  We  trust  thy  sacrifice ; 

To  thy  dear  cro8B  we  flee ; 
Oh,  may  W|,dkto  an,  and  rue 
Toiiviiii^iinthee. 


1304:.    *'Thehamaff6  4irobtaimthMrU.^ 

1  Saviour,  thy  law  we  love, 

Thy  pure  example  bless^ 
And,  with  a  firm,  unwavering  zeal. 
Would  in  thy  footsteps  press. 

2  Not  to  the  fiery  pains 

By  which  the  martyrs  bled. 
Not  to  tho  scoui^e,  tho  thorn,  the  m 
Our  favored  feet  are  led  : 

3  But  at  this  peaceful  tide^ 

Assembled  in  thy  fear. 
The  homage  of  obedient  hearts 
We  humbly  ojQfer  here. 


"J'MIM  MUh,  *Jbll0fO  aML*" 


1309. 

1  In  such  a  grave  as  this, 

The  meek  Redeemer  lay. 
When  he,  our  soub  to  seek  and  save, 
Learned  humbly  to  obey. 

2  Sec  how  the  spotless  Lamb 

Descends  into  the  stream, 
And  teaches  us  to  imitate 
What  him  so  well  became. 


3  Let  sinners  wash  away 

Their  sins  of  crimson  c^ ; 
Buried  with  him,  their  vilest 
Shall  in  oblivion  ilia. 

4  Rise  and  ascend  vmk  kim, 

A  heavenly  lifeJlt^lMdy 
Who  came  to  rarMMigsO^ 
Fiom  Tenons  (fi^tii  dsad. 
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1294. 


•"/MMo  «U  SptrU  detetnding  likt  a  davt^* 


1  Descend,  celestial  Dove, 

And  make  thy  presence  known ; 
Reveal  our  Saviour's  love, 

And  seal  us  for  thine  own ! 
Unblest  by  thee  our  works  are  vain ; 
Xor  can  we  e'er  acceptance  gain. 

2  When  our  incarnate  God, 

The  sovereign  Prince  of  light, 
In  Jordan's  sweUing  flood 
B 


Received  the  holy  rite, 
In  open  view  thy  form  came  down, 
And,  dove-like,  new  the  King  to  crown, 

3  C!ontinue  still  to  shine, 

And  fill  us  with  thy  fire : 
This  ordinance  is  thine, 
Do  thou  our  souls  inspire ! 
Thou  wilt  attend  on  all  thy  sons : 
'*  Till  time  shall  end,"  thy  ^romisA  t^\»^ 
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1 302.       ••  A«W««  «^  <mr  Zord* 

1  Jesus,  mighty  King  in  Zion, 

Thou  alone  oar  gnido  shalt  be  : 
Thy  commission  wo  rely  on ; 
Wc  would  follow  none  but  thee. 

2  As  an  emblem  of  thy  passion, 

And  thy  victory  o'er  the  grave, 

Wc,  who  know  thy  great  salvation, 

Are  baptized  beneath  the  wave. 

3  Fearless  of  the  world's  despising, 

We  the  ancient  path  pursue. 
Buried  with  our  Lord,  and  rising 
To  a  life  divinely  new. 


1316«    **^«  «Aa0  ate»  »M  toOfc  Aik" 

1  Gracious  Saviour!  we  adore  thee; 
Purchased  by  thy  precious  blood, 
We  present  ourselves  before  thee, 
Now  to  walk  the  nairow  road. 
Saviour,  guide  us. 
Guide  us  to  our  heavenly  home. 


2  Thou  didst  mark  our  path  of  duty ; 
Thou  wast  laid  beneath  tlie  wave; 
Thou  didst  rise  in  glorious  beauty 
From  the  semblance  of  the  grave; 
May  we  follow 
In  the  same  delightful  way. 


ALVAN.    8s,  Is  &  4. 
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^  j  Yi  -  tal  snark  of  heavenly  flame  I  Quit,  oh,  quit  this  mor  -  tal  frame ;  ) 
(  Trembling,  hop- ing»  lingering,  fly  -  ing —  Oh     tliepain, — ^the  blifis  of     dy  -  ingi  ) 

2  (  Hark!  they  whisper;  an  -  gels  say,. ...  " Sis  -  ter  spi  -  rit,  come  a  -  way:**  ) 
(  What  is     this    ab  -  sorbs  mo  quite  ? —     Steals  my  son  -  ses,  shuts  my     sight,      ) 
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Cease,  fond  na  -  ture,  cease  thy   strife.      And    let    me     Ian  •  guish  in  •   to      life  1 
Drowns  my   spi  -  rit,  draws  my  breath! — Tell  me,  my     soul,  can    this    be    death! 
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DOXOLOGIES. 


1  L.M. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

The  God  whom  earth  and  heaven  adore, 

Be  glory  as  it  was  of  old. 

Is  now,  and  shall  be  evermore ! 

2  L.M. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow ! 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ! 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  host! 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  1 

3  L.  M. 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Be  honor,  praise,  and  glory  given. 
By  all  on  earth,  and  aU  in  heaven ! 

4  L.  M. 

Glort  to  thee,  0  God,  most  high  I 
Father,  we  praise  thy  majesty  I 
The  Son,  the  Spirit,  we  adore. 
One  Godhead,  blest  for  evermore ! 

5  L.  M.  81. 

Eternal  Father !  throned  above, 
Thou  fountain  of  redeeming  love ! 
Eternal  Word !  who  left  thy  throne 
For  man's  rebellion  to  atone ; 
Eternal  Spirit,  who  dost  give 
That  grace  whereby  our  spirits  live; 
Thou  God  of  our  salvation,  be 
Eternal  praises  paid  to  thee  I 

6  CM. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

One  God,  whom  we  adore. 
Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now 

And  shall  be  evermore  I 

7  CM. 

Let  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  be  adored. 
Where   tiiere  are  works  to  make  him 
known, 
Dts  to  love  the  Lord! 


8  S.M. 

The  Father  and  the  Son 

And  Spirit  we  adore; 
We  praise,  we  bless,  we  worship  &ec 

Both  now  and  evermore! 

\y  S.  M* 

To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit,  glory  be. 
As  was,  and  is,  and  shall  remain 

Through  all  eternity ! 

10  L.  P.  M. 

Now  to  the  great  and  sacred  Three, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  be 

Eternal  praise  and  glory  given, — 
Through  all  the  worlds  where  God  is  knc 
By  all  the  angels  near  the  throne, 

And  all  the  saints  in  earth  and  hcav* 


11 


C  P.  M. 


To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
The  God,  whom  heaven's  triumphant  h 

And  saints  on  earth  adore, 
Be  glory  as  in  ases  past. 
Is  now,  and  shall  for  ever  last. 

When  time  shall  be  no  more  I 

12  H.M. 

To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit  ever  blest, 
Eternal  Three  in  One, 
All  worship,  be  addressed. 
As  heretofore 
It  was,  is  now. 
And  shall  be  so 
For  evermore ! 

13  H.M. 

To  God  the  Father's  throne 
Your  highest  honors  raise  ; 

Glory  to  (^d  the  Son, 
To  God  the  Spirit  praise  : 
With  all  our  powers,  I  Thy  name  we  i 


Eternal  King 


pov 


While  faith  ad 
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14  »8. 

SiNO  we  to  our  God  above 
Praise  eternal  as  his  love ; 
Praise  him,  all  ye  heavenly  host — 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  I 

15  Is. 

Praise  the  name  of  God  most  high ; 
Praise  him,  all  below  the  sky ; 
Praise  him,  all  ye  heavenly  host- 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost! 
As  through  countless  ages  past, 
Evermore  his  praise  sh£l  last. 

16  ^s. 

Blessino,  honor,  glory,  might| 
And  dominion  inmiite, 
To  the  Father  of  our  Lord, 
To  the  Spirit  and  the  Word : 
As  it  was  all  worlds  before, 
Is,  and  shall  be  evermore. 

17  88  &  78 

Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation. 

Praise  the  Father's  boundless  love ; 
Praise  the  Lamb,  our  expiation ; 

Praise  the  Spirit  from  above ; 
Praise  the  Fountain  of  salvation, 

Him  by  whom  our  spirits  live ; 
Undivided  adoration 

To  the  one  Jehovah  give  I 


18 


8s,  1b  &  4. 


Great  Jehovah,  we  adore  thee, 
God  the  Father,  God  the  Son^ 

God  the  Spirit,  joined  in  glory 
On  the  same  eternal  throne  ; 

Endless  praises 
To  Jehovah,  Three  in  One  I 


^8  &  6s.        Iambic. 


19 

To  thee  be  praise  for  ever 
Thou  glorious  King  of  Kings  I 

Thy  wondrous  love  and  favor 
Each  ransomed  spirit  sings : 


We  'U  celebrate  thy  glory 

With  all  thy  saints  above, 
And  shout  the  joyfiil  story 

Of  thy  redeeming  love. 

20  "^8  &  6s.         Trochaic. 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

One  God  whom  we  adore, 
Join  we  with  the  heavenly  host 

To  praise  thee  evermore  : 
Live,  by  heaven  and  earth  adored. 

Three  in  One,  and  One  in  Three, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 

All  glory  be  to  thee  I 

21  108. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  ever  blest, 
Eternal  praise  and  womiip  be  addressed ; 
From  age  to  a^e,  ye  saints,  his  name  adore. 
And  spread  his  fame,  till  time  shall  be  no 
more! 

22  lis 

O  Father  Almighty,  to  thee  be  addressed. 
With  Christ  and  the  Spirit,  one  God  ever 

blest. 
All  glory  and  worship,  from  earth  and  from 

heaven. 
As  was,  and  is  now,  and  shall  ever  be  given  I 

23  68  &  48. 

To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit,  Three  in  One> 

All  praise  be  given ! 
Crown  him  in  every  song ; 
To  him  your  hearts  belong ; 
Let  all  his  praise  prolong 

On  earth,  in  neaven! 

524        JiitaUmary  Doaodlogy.       68  is  48. 

We  praise,  we  worship  thee, 
£lessi&d  and  holy  Three. 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might  I 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide, 
Boiling  in  fullest  pride. 
O'er  the  world  far  and  wide^ 

''Let  there  be  light r 
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Selection,  No.  1.  f^alm  l 

1  Blessed  is  tho  man  that  walketh  not  in  tho  counsel  I  of  the  *  nn-  I  godlv. 

Nor  standeth  in  tho  way  of  sinners,  nor  sitteth  in  tne  |  seat —  |  ox  the  |  aocwDfioL 

2  But  his  delight  is  in  the  |  law  •  of  tho  Lord ; 

And  in  his  law  doth  he  |  medi  -  tate  |  day  and  |  night. 

3  And  ho  shall  ho  like  a  tree  planted  hy  tho  |  rivers  •  of  |  water. 

That  hringeth  forth  his  |  fruit —  |  in  his  |  season ; 

4  His  leaf  also  |  shall  not  |  wither ; 

And  whatso-  |  ever  he  |  docth  shall  |  prosper. 

5  The  unoodlt  |  are  not  |  so : 

But  are  like  the  chaflf  which  the  |  wind —  |  driveth  •  a-  j  way, 

G  Therefore  the  ungodly  shall  not  |  stand  *  in  the  |  judgment, 
Nor  sinners  in  the  congre-  |  ^tion  |  of  the  |  righteous : 

7  For  the  Lord  knoweth  the  |  way  •  of  the  |  righteous : 
But  the  way  of  the  un-  |  godly  |  shall —  |  perish. 


Selection,  No.  3. 


FoALx  vm. 


1  O  Lord  out  Lord,  how  excellent  is  thy  namo  in  |  all  the  (  earth  I 

Who  hast  set  thy  |  glory  a-  |  hove  the  |  heavens. 

2  Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes  and  sucklings  hast  thou  ordained  strengtii  be-  |  cause  of 

thine  I  enemies. 
That  thou  mightest  still  the  |  ene  -  my  |  and  *  the  a-  |  venger, 

3  When  I  consider  thy  heavens,  the  |  work  of  •  thy  |  fingers, 

The  moon  and  the  stars  |  which  thou  |  hast  or-  |  dained ; 

4  What  is  man,  that  thou  art  |  mindful  'of  |  him  ? 

And  the  son  of  man  |  that  thou  |  visit  -  est  |  him  f 

5  For  thou  hast  made  him  a  litdc  lower  |  than  the  |  angels, 

And  hast  crowned  him  with  |  glory  |  and  —  |  honor. 

C  Thou  madest  him  to  have  dominion  over  the  |  works  of  *  thy  |  hands  ; 
Thou  hast  put  |  all  things  |  under  *  his  |  feet: 

7  All  I  sheep  and  |  oxen. 

Yea,  and  the  |  beasts —  \  of  the  |  field ; 

8  The  fowl  of  ihe  air,  and  the  |  fish  •  of  the  I  sea. 

And  whatsoever  passeth  through  the  |  paths —  |  of  the  | 

^  0  I  Lord  our  |  Lord, 

How  excellent  is  thy  |  namo  in  |  all  the  |  earth  I 

B 
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Selection,  No.  3.  Pbalm  xix. 

-.^  1  The  HSATE17S  declare  the  |  glory  •  of  I  God ; 

And  the  firmameDt  |  showeth  •  his  |  handy  |  work. 
2  D^  nnto  day  uttereth  speech,  and  nicht  unto  |  night  showeth  |  knowledge. 
j:  There  is  no  speech  nor  language,  where  their  |  voice —  I  is  not  |  heard. 

8  Their  line  is  gone  out  through  |  all  the  I  eartli, 
And  their  words  to  the  |  end —  |  of  tno  |  world. 

4  In  them  hath  ho  set  a  tabernacle  |  for  the  |  sun, 

Which  is  as  a  bride^oom  coming  out  of  his  chamber,  and  rejoiceth  as  a  strong  | 
man  to  |  run  a  |  race. 

5  His  goin^  forth  is  from  the  end  of  the  heaven,  and  his  circuit  unto  the  I  ends —  |  of  it : 

A^d  l£ere  is  nothing  |  hid  *  from  the  |  heat  there-  |  of. 
0  The  law  of  the  Lord  is  perfect,  con-  I  verting  •  the  |  soul : 

The  testimony  of  the  Lord  is  sure,  ]  making  |  wise  the  |  simple. 
,  7  The  statutes  of  the  Lord  are  right,  re-  |  joicing  the  |  heart : 

The  commandment  of  the  Lord  is  (  pure,  en-  |  lightening  •  the  *  eyes. 
8  The  fear  of  the  Lord  is  clean,  en-  |  during  •  for  |  ever : 

The  judgments  of  the  Lord  arc  true  and  |  righteous  |  alto-  |  gether, 

0  More  to  be  desired  are  they  than  gold,  yea,  than  |  much  fine  |  gold : 

Sweeter  also  than  honey  |  and  the  |  honey-  |  comb. 

10  Moreover  by  them  is  thy  |  servant  |  warned  : 

V  And  in  keeping  of  tiiem  |  there  is  |  great  re-  |  ward. 

11  Who  can  under-  |  stand  his  |  errors  ? 

Cleanse  thou  |  me  from  |  secret  |  faults. 

12  Keep  back  thy  servant  also  from  presumptuous  sins ;  let  them  not  have  do-  |  minion  | 

over  me : 
Then  shall  I  be  upright,  and  I  shall  be  innocent  [  from  the  |  great  trans-  |  gression. 

13  Let  the  words  of  my  mouth,  and  the  meditation  of  my  heart,  be  acceptable  |  in  thy  | 

sight, 

0  Lord,  my  {  Strength,  and  |  my  Re- 1  deemer. 

Selection,  No.  4  Psalm  xxiil 

1  Thb  Lord  |  is  my  |  shepherd; 

1  I  shall —  I  not—  |  want 

2  He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  |  ^en —  I  pastures; 

He  leadeth  me  be-  |  side  the  |  still —  [  waters. 
8  He  re-  I  storeth  •  my  |  soul : 

He  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteousness  |  for  his  |  name'si—  |  sake. 

4  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  |  fear  no  |  evil : 

For  thou  art  with  me ;  thy  rod  and  thy  |  staff  they  |  comfort  |  me. 

5  Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in  the  presence  |  of  mine  |  enemies : 

Thou  anointest  my  head  with  oil ;  my  |  cup —  |  runneth  |  over. 

6  Sorely  soodness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  |  days  of  *  my  |  life ;  ^^ 

And  I  will  dwell  in  the  |  house  *  of  the  |  Lord  for  ]  ever.  ^^ 

B 


426  ^^^  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE    BOOK. 

CHANT.    No.  EL 


Selection,  No.  5. 


Psalm  Xm 


1  Ths  Eartu  is  the  Lord's,  and  the  |  fullness  •  there-  |  of; 

The  world,  and  |  they  that  |  dwell  there-  |  in. 

2  For  he  hath  founded  it  up-  |  on  the  |  seas, 

And  established  |  it  up-  |  on  the  |  floods. 

3  Who  shall  ascend  into  the  |  hill  •  of  the  |  Lord  f 

Or  who  shall  stand  |  in  his  |  holy  place  f 

4  Ko  that  hath  clean  hands,  and  a  I  pure —  |  heart; 

Who  hath  not  lifted  up  his  soul  unto  vanity,  |  nor  —  |  sworn  de-  I  cdtfiiOjr. 

5  lie  shall  receive  the  blessing  |  from  the  I  Lord, 

And  righteousness  from  the  |  God  of  |  his  sal-  |  vation. 

C  This  is  the  generation  of  |  them  that  |  seek  him, 
That  I  seek  thy  |  £[ice,  O  |  Jacob. 

*i  Lift  up  your  heads,  O  ye  gates ;  and  bo  ve  lift  up,  ye  ever-  |  lasting  J  deem; 
And  the  King  of  |  glory  |  shall  come  |  in. 

8  Who  is  this  [  King  of  J  glory  ? 

The  Lord,  strong  and  mighty,  the  |  Lord  —  |  mighty  •    in  |  battle. 

0  Lift  up  your  heads,  O  ye  gates ;  even  lift  them  up,  ye  ever-  |  lasting  |  doon; 
And  the  King  of  |  glory  |  shall  come  |  in. 

10  Who  is  this  |  King  of  |  glory? 

The  Lord  of  hosts,  |  ho  •  is  the  |  King  of )  glory. 


Selection,  No.  6. 

soul. 


PaALic  XXY.  1-li 

1  Uirro  THEK,  O  Lord,  do  I  lift  I  up  my 

O  my  I  God,  I  |  trust  in  |  tliee : 

2  Let  me  |  not  •  be  a-  |  shamed. 

Let  not  mine  enemies  |  triumph  |  over  |  me. 

8  Yea,  let  none  that  wait  on  |  thee  •  be  a-  |  shamed ; 

Let  them  be  ashamed  which  trans-  |  gress  with-  |  out  —  |  cause. 

4  Show  me  thy  ways,  O  Lord;  |  teach  me  •  thy  |  paths. 
Lead  me  in  thy  |  truth,  and  |  teach  —  |  me : 

6  For  thou  art  the  God  of  |  my  sal-  J  vation ; 
On  thee  do  I  |  wait —  |  all  the  |  day. 

6  Remember,  O  Lord,  thy  tender  mercies  and  thy  |  loving-  |  kindnesses; 

For  I  they  •  have  been  |  ever  •  of  |  old. 

7  Remember  not  the  sins  of  my  youth,  nor  my  |  trans |  gressiona ; 

According  to  thy  mercy  remember  thou  me,  for  thy  |  goodneii^  |  sake,  O  (  Loid 
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8  Good  and  upright  |  is  the  J  Lord : 

Therefore  wul  ho  teach  [  sinners  |  in  the  |  way. 

9  The  meek  will  he  [  guide  in  |  judgment : 

And  the  |  meek  •  will  ho  |  teadi  his  |  way. 

10  All  the  paths  of  the  Lord  are  |  mercy  •  and  |  trath 

Unto  such  as  keep  his  covenant  |  and  his  |  testi  -  mo-  |  nies. 

1 1  For  thy  name's  sake,  O  Lord,  pardon  |  mine  in-  |  iquity ; 

For  I  it —  I  is —  |  great. 

12  What  man  is  ho  that  |  feareth  •  the  |  Lord  ? 

Him  shall  he  teach  in  the  |  way  that  |  he  shall  |  choose. 

13  Hisfioul  shall  |  dwell  at  |  ease; 

And  his  |  seed  •  shall  in-  |  herit  the  |  earth. 

14  The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  with  [  them  that  |  fear  him ; 

And  he  will  |  shew  then!  |  his  —  |  covenant. 


Selection,  No.  7. 


fromPbalm  xxvn. 


1  The  Lord  is  my  light  and  my  salvation;  i  whom  •  shall  I  I  fear? 

The  Lord  is  tho  strength  of  my  life ;  or  |  whom  •  shall  I  |  be  a-  |  fraid  f 

2  Though  a  host  should  encamp  against  me,  my  |  heart  •  shall  not  |  fear : 

Though  war  should  rise  against  me,  in  |  this  will  |  I  be  |  confident. 

3  One  thing  have  I  desired  of  the  Lord,  that  will  I  |  seek  —  |  after : 

That  I  may  dwell  in  tho  house  of  the  Lord  all  the  |  days  of  |  my  —  |  life, 

4  To  behold  the  beauty  |  of  the  ]  Lord, 

And  to  in-  |  quire  in  |  his  —  |  temple. 

6  For  in  the  time  of  trouble  ho  shall  hide  me  in  |  his  pa-  |  vilion  . 

In  the  secret  of  his  tabernacle  shall  he  hide  mc :  he  shall  set  me  |  up,  up-  |  on  a 
I  rock. 

C  And  now  shall  mine  head  be  lifted  up  above  mine  enemies  |  round  a-  [  bout  me : 
Therefore  will  I  offer  in  his  tabernacle  sacrifices  of  joy ;  I  will  sing,  yea,  I  will 
sing  I  praises  |  unto  •  the  |  Lord. 

*l  Hear,  O  Lord,  when  I  |  cry  •  with  my  |  voice : 

Have  mercy  also  up-  |  on  —  |  me,  and  |  answer  mc. 

8  When  thou  saidst,  |  Seek  ye  •  my  |  face ; 

My  heart  said  unto  thee,  Thy  face,  |  Lord,  will  |  1 —  |  geek. 

9  Hide  not  thy  face  |  far  —  |  from  me ; 

Put  not  thy  |  8er\'ant  a-  |  way  in  |  anger : 

10  Thou  hast  |  been  my  ]  help ; 

Leave  me  not,  neither  forsake  me,  O  |  God  of  |  my  sal  -  vation. 
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Selection,  No.  8.  Psalm  xxxttl  1-12. 

1  Bejoiob  in  the  Lord,  |  O  ye  |  righteous : 

For  praise  is  |  comely  |  for  the  |  upright 

2  Praise  the  |  Lord  with  I  harp  : 

Sing  unto  him  with  the  psaltery  and  an  |  instrument  |  of  ten  |  strings. 

3  Sing  unto  him  a  I  new  —  |  song ; 

Play  skillfully  |  with  a  |  loud —  |  noise. 

4  For  the  word  of  the  |  Lord  is  |  right ; 

And  all  his  |  works  are  |  done  in  |  truth. 

5  He  loveth  I  righteousness  and  |  judgment : 

The  eartn  is  full  of  Uie  |  goodness  |  of  the  |  Lord. 

0  By  the  word  of  the  Lord  were  the  I  heavens —  I  made ; 

And  all  the  host  of  them  by  the  |  breath  of  |  nis  —  |  month, 

7  lie  gathered  the  waters  of  the  sea  together  |  as  an  |  heap : 

He  layeth  up  the  |  depth  in  |  store |  houses. 

8  Let  all  the  earth  |  fear  the  I  Lord : 

Let  all  the  inhabitants  of  tno  world  |  stand  in  *  awe  of  |  him. 

0  For  he  spake,  and  |  it  was  |  done; 

He  commanded,  |  and  it  |  stood —  |  fisist 

10  The  Lord  bringeth  the  counsel  of  the  |  heathen  •  to  |  naught: 

He  maketh  the  devices  of  the  |  people  •  of  |  none  cf-  |  feet. 

11  The  counsel  of  the  Lord  |  standeth  •  for-  |  ever, 

The  thoughts  of  his  heart  to  |  all  —  |  gcncr-  |  ations. 

12  Blessed  is  the  nation  whose  I  God  •  is  the  |  Lord ; 

And  the  people  whom  he  hath  chosen  for  his  |  own  in- 1  her  -  it- 1  ance. 


Selection,  No.  9. 

1  I  WILL  BLESS  the  Lord  at  |  all —  |  times : 

His  praise  shall  contmually  |  be  in  |  my —  |  mouth. 

2  My  soul  shall  make  her  |  boast  •  in  the  |  Lord  : 

The  humble  shall  |  hear  there  -  of,  |  and  be  |  glad, 

3  Oh,  magnify  the  |  Lord  with  |  me, 

And  let  us  ex- 1  alt  his  |  name  to- 1  gether. 

B 


From  Psalm  XXXIV. 
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4  I  sought  tho  Lord,  |  and  ho  |  heard  me, 

And  delivered  mo  from  [all  —  (my  —  |  fears. 

5  The  anoel  of  tho  Lord  encampeth  round  about  |  them  that  |  fear  him, 

And  do-  I  liver-  |  eth  —  |  them. 

6  Oh,  taste  and  seo  that  the  I  Lord  is  |  good : 

Blessed  is  the  |  man   tliat  |  trusteth  •  in  |  him. 

7  Oh,  fear  tho  Lord,  |  ye  his  |  saints : 

For  there  is  no  want  to  |  them  that  |  fear—  |  him. 

8  The  young  lions  do  lack,  and  I  suffer  |  hunger : 

But  they  that  seek  the  Lord  shall  not  |  want —  |  any  good  |  fhixigi 

0  The  righteous  cry,  and  the  |  Lord—  |  heareth. 

And  delivereth  them  |  out  of  |  all  their  |  troubles. 

0  The  Lord  is  nigh  unto  them  that  are  of  a  |  broken  |  heart; 

And  saveth  such  as  |  be  of  •  a  |  contrite  |  spirit. 

1  Many  are  the  afflictions  j  of  the  |  righteous : 

But  the  Lord  delivereth  him  |  out  of  |  them  —  |  alL 

2  The  Lord  redeemeth  the  |  soul  of  -  his  |  servants ; 

And  npne  of  them  that  trust  in  |  him —  |  shall  be  |  desolate. 


Selection,  No.  10.        Psalm  xxxvl  5-10. 

1  Tht  mebot,  O  Lord,  is  |  in  the  |  heavens : 

And  tihy  faithfulness  |  reacheth  |  unto  •  the  |  cloucb* 

2  Thy  righteousness  is  like  the  great  mountains ;  thy  judgments  are  a  |  great —  |  deep : 

O  Lord,  thou  pre-  |  servest  |  man  and  |  beast. 

8  How  excellent  is  thy  loving- 1  kindness,  •  0  |  God ! 

Therefore  the  children  of  men  put  their  trust  under  the  |  shadow  |  of  thy  |  wings. 

4  They  shall  be  abundantly  satisfied  with  the  £Gttness  |  of  thy  |  house ; 

And  thou  shalt  make  them  drink  of  the  |  river  •  of  |  thy—  |  pleasures. 

5  For  with  thee  is  the  I  fountain  •  of  |  life : 

In  thy  light  shall  [we  —  |  see —  |  light 

6  Oh,  continue  thy  loving-kindness  unto  I  them  that  I  know  thee; 

And  thy  righteousness  to  the  |  upright  |  in  —  |  iiearti 
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Selection,  No.  11.  From  Psalms  XUL  A  XLffl. 

1  As  TBB  BART  panteth  after  the  |  water  I  brooks, 

So  panteth  my  soul  after  |  thee  —  |  O  —  |  God. 

2  My  80ul  thirsteth  for  God,  for  the  |  living  |  God ! 

When  shall  I  come  and  ap-  |  pear  be-  |  fore  —  |  God  f 

3  My  tears  have  been  my  meat  |  day  and  I  night, 

While  they  continually  say  unto  me,  j  where  is  J  thy —  |  Qodf 

4  When  I  re-  |  member  .  these  [  things, 

1  pour  I  out  my  |  soul  —  |  m  mo ; 

5  For  I  had  gone  with  the  multitude,  I  went  with  them  to  the  |  house  of  |  God, 

With  the  voice  of  joy  and  praise,  with  a  multitude  that  |  kept—  |  holy-  |  day. 

C  Why  art  thou  cast  down,  |  O  my  |  soul  ? 
And  why  art  thou  dis-  |  quiet-  |  cd  in  |  me 

7  Hope  I  thou  in  |  God  : 

For  1  shall  yet  praise  him  for  the  |  help  of  |  his  —  |  countenance. 

8  Oh,  send  OCT  thy  light  and  thy  truth  :  |  let  them  i  lead  me ; 

Let  them  bring  me  unto  thy  holy  hill,  and  |  to  thy  |  taber  *  na-  |  clea. 

9  Then  will  I  go  unto  the  altar  of  God,  unto  God  my  ex-  I  ceeding  |  joy: 

Yea,  upon  the  harp  will  I  praise  |  thee,  O  |  God,  my  |  God. 

10  Why  art  thou  cast  down,  |  O  my  |  soul  ? 

And  why  art  thou  dis-  |  quiet-  |  cd  with-  |  in  me  ? 

11  Hope  I  in—  I  God: 

For  I  shall  yet  praise  him,  who  is  the  health  of  my  |  counte  •  nance,  |  andmy  |  God 


Selection,  No.  12. 


F^ALM  XLVl 


1  God  is  our  |  refuge  •  and  |  strength, 

A  very  |  present  |  help  in  |  trouble. 

2  Therefore  will  not  we  fear,  though  the  I  earth  .  be  re-  |  moved, 

And  though  the  mountains  be  carried  into  the  |  midst —  |  of  the  |  sea; 

3  Though  the  waters  thereof  |  roar  •  and  be  |  troubled. 

Though  the  mountains  |  shake  •  with  the  |  swelling  •  there-  |  ot 

4  There  is  a  river,  the  streams  whereof  shall  make  glad  the!  city  of  |  God, 

The  holy  place  of  the  tabernacles  |  of  the  |  Most —  |  High, 

5  God  is  in  the  midst  of  her;  she  shall  |  not  be  I  moved ; 

God  shall  |  help  her,  •  and  [  that  right  |  early. 
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C  The  heathen  raged,  the  |  kingdoms  •  were  |  moved : 
He  uttered  his  |  voice,  the  |  earth  —  |  melted.. 

7  The  Lord  of  |  hosts  is    with  us ; 

The  God  of  |  Jacob    is  our  |  refuge. 

8  Come,  behold  the  |  works  •  of  the  |  Lord, 

What  desolations  he  hath  |  made  —  |  in  the  |  earth. 

0  He  maketli  wars  to  cease  unto  the  |  end  •  of  the  |  earth ; 

He  brcaketh  the  bow,  and  cutteth  the  spear  in  sunder ;  he  bumeth  the  |  chariot  | 
in  the  |  fire. 

10  Ec  still,  and  know  that  |  I  am  |  God : 

I  will  be  exalted  among  the  heathen,  I  will  be  ex-  |  alted  |  in  the  |  earth. 


11  The  Lord  of  I  hosts  is 
The  God  of  |  Jacob 


with  us ; 

is  our  I  refbge. 


Selection,  No.  13. 


From  Psalm  XLVJU. 


1  Great  is  the  Lord,  and  ^atly  to  bo  praised  in  the  city  |  of  our  |  God, 

In  the  mountain  |  of  his  |  holi-  |  ness. 

2  Beautiful  for    |  situ-  |  ation, 

The  joy  of  the  whole  |  earth,  is  |  Mount —  |  Zion, 

3  On  the  sides  of  the  north,  the  city  of  the  I  great  —  |  King. 

God  is  known  in  her  |  pala  -  ces  |  for  a  |  re^ge. 

4  We  have  thought  of  thy  loving —  |  kindness,  •  O  |  God, 

In  the  I  midst  of  |  thy  —  |  temple. 

5  According  to  thy  naine,  O  God,  so  is  thy  praise  unto  the  |  ends  •  of  the  |  earth : 

Thy  right  hand  is  |  Ml  of  |  righteous-  |  ness. 

6  Let  Mount  Zion  rejoice,  let  the  daughters  of  |  Judah  •  be  |  glad. 

Be-  I  cause  of  |  thy  —  |  judgments. 

7  Walk  about  Zion,  and  ro  \  round  a  -  bout  |  her : 

Tell  the  |  towers —  [there |  of. 

8  Mark  ye  well  her  bulwarks,  con I  sider  •  her  |  palaces; 

That  ye  may  tell  it  to  the  gener-  f  ation  |  follow-  |  ing. 

0  For  this  God  is  our  God  for  |  ever  •  and  |  ever : 
He  will  be  our  guide  |  even  |  onto  |  death. 
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Selection,  No,  14. 


From  Psalm  LL 


1  Have  mercy  upon  mc,  O  God,  according  to  thy  |  lovine-  I  kindness: 

According  unto  the  multitude  of  thy  tender  mercies  |  blot  out  |  my  trans- 1  gnip 
sions. 

2  Wash  me  thoroughly  from  |  mine  in-  |  iquity, 

And  I  cleanse  mo  |  from  my  |  sin. 

3  For  I  acknowledge  |  my  trans-  J  gressions : 

And  my  |  sin  is  |  ever  •  be-  |  fore  me, 

4  Hide  thy  face  |  from  my  |  sins, 

And  blot  out  |  all  —  |  mine  in-  |  iqnities. 

5  Create  in  mo  a  clean  |  hearty  O  |  God  ; 

And  renew  a  right  |  spirit  •  with-  |  in  —  |  me. 

G  Cast  rac  not  away  |  from  thy  |  presence ; 

And  take  not  thy  |  Holy  |  Spirit  |  from  me. 

7  Restore  unto  me  the  joy  of  |  thy  sal-  |  vation  ; 

And  uphold  me  |  with  thy  |  free  —  |  Spirit 

8  Then  will  1  teach  trans-  |  gressors  •  thy  |  ways ; 

And  sinners  shall  be  con-  |  verted  |  unto  |  thee 

0  Deliver  mo  from  blood-guiltiness,  O  God,  thou  God  of  |  my  sal-  |  vation  : 
And  my  tongue  shall  sing  aloud  |  of  thy  |  righteous*  |  ness. 

10  O  Lord,  open  |  thou  my  |  lips : 

And  my  mouth  shall  |  shew  forth  |  thy  —  |  ptaise. 

11  For  thou  desirest  not  sacrifice ;  |  else  •  would  I  |  give  it : 

Thou  delightest  |  not  in  |  burnt  —  |  oflFering. 

12  The  sacrifices  of  God  are  a  |  broken  |  spirit : 

A  broken  and  a  contrite  heart,  O  God,  |  thou  wilt  |  not  de-  j  spise. 
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Selection,  Ko.  15. 

1  Be  thou  exalted,  0  God,  a-  |  bovc  the  ]  heavens; 

Let  thy  glory  be  a-  |  bove  —  |  all  the  |  earth, 

2  My  heart  is  fixed,  O  God,  my  |  heart  is  |  fixed; 

I  will  I  sing  and  |  give —  |  praise. 

3  Awake  up,  my  glory;  awake,  |  psaltenr  •  and  |  harp : 

I  my-  I  self ,  will  a-  |  wake  —  |  early. 

4  I  will  praise  thee,  O  Lord,  a-  |  mong  the  |  people : 

1  will  sing  unto  |  thee  a-  |  mong  the  |  nations. 

5  For  thy  mercy  is  great  |  unto  .  the  |  heavens, 

And  thy  |  truth  —  |  unto  •  the  |  clouds. 

6  Be  thou  exalted,  O  God,  a-  |  bove  the  j  heavens; 

Let  thy  glory  be  a- 1  bove  —  |  all  the  |  earth. 


From  Psalm  LVII. 


Selection,  No.  16. 


Psalm  LZni.  1-7.. 


1  O  God,  I  thou  art  |  my  God ; 

Early  |  will  1 1  seek—  |  thee: 

2  My  soul  thirsteth  for  thee,  my  fiesh  |  longeth  •  for  |  thee 

In  a  dry  and  thirsty  land,  [  where  no  |  water  |  is ; 

3  To  see  thy  power  |  and  thy  |  glory. 

So  as  I  have  seen  thee  |  in  the  |  sanctu-  |  ary. 

4  Because  thy  loving-kindness  is  j  better  •  than  |  Ufe^ 

My  I  lips  shall  [praise—  |  tnee. 

5  Thus  will  I  bless  thee  |  while  1 1  live; 

I  will  lift  up  my  |  hands  in  |  thy —  |  name. 

6  My  soul  shall  be  satisfied  as  with  |  marrow  •  and  |  fttness; 

And  my  mouth  shall  praise  |  thee  with  |  joyful  |  lips ; 

7  "When  I  remember  thee  up-  |  on  my  |  bed. 

And  meditate  on  thee  |  in  the  |  night —  |  watches. 

B  Because  thou  hast  |  been  my  |  hela 

Therefore  in  the  shadow  of  thy  |  wings  will  1 1  re*  |  joioe. 
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Selection,  No.  17. 


Psalm  LIT. 


1  Praise  waiteth  for  thee,  O  |  God,  in  |  Zion 

And  unto  thee  shall  the  |  vow  —  |  be  per-  I  formed. 

2  O  thou  that  |  hearest  |  prayer, 

Unto  I  thco  shall  |  all  flesh  |  come. 

3  Iniquities  pre-  |  vail  a-  |  gainst  mo  : 

As  for  our  transgressions,  thou  shalt  |  purge  —  |  them  a-  |  way. 

4  Blessed  is  the  man  |  whom  thou  |  choosest, 

And  causest  to  approach  unto  thee,  that  he  may  |  dwell  in  |  thy —  |  courts: 

6  We  shall  bo  satisfied  with  the  goodness  |  of  thy  |  house, 

Even  I  of  thy  |  holy  |  temple. 

C  By  terrible  things  in  righteousness  wilt  thou  answer  us,  O  God  of  |  our  sal- 1  vatioi 
Who  art  the  confidence  of  all  the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  of  them  that  are  a£tf 
oflf  up-  I  on  the  |  sea : 

7  Which  by  his  strength  setteth  |  fast  the  |  mountains : 

Being  |  gird-  |  ed  with  |  power : 

8  Which  stilleth  the  |  noise  •  of  the  |  seas. 

The  noise  of  their  waves,  and  the  |  tumult  |  of  the  |  people. 

9  Tliey  also  that  dwell  in  the  uttermost  parts  are  a-  |  fraid  at  •  thy  |  tokens : 

Thou  makest  the  outgoings  of  the  morning  and  |  evening  |  to  re-  |  joice. 

10  Tnou  visiTEST  the  earth,  and  waterest  it :  thou  greatly  enrichest  it  with  the  riTcr 

God,  which  is  |  full  of  |  water : 
Thou  preparest  them  com,  when  thou  hast  |  so  pro-  |  vided  |  for  it. 

11  Thou  waterest  the  ridges  thereof  abundantly :  thou  settlest  the  |  furrows  •  there-  i  < 

Thou  makest  it  soft  with  showers :  thou  |  blcssest  "  the  |  springing  there- 1  o^ 

12  Thou  crownest  the  year  I  with  thy  |  goodness; 

And  thy  |  paths  —  |  arop  —  |  fatness. 

13  They  drop  upon  the  pastures  |  of  the  |  wilderness: 

^d  the  httlo  hills  re-  |  joice  on   |  every  |  side. 

^Illiepastures  are  clothed  with  flocks ;  the  valleys  also  are  covered  |  over  •  with  |  ^ 
They  shout  for  |  joy,  they  |  also  \  sing. 


Selection,  No.  18, 

gfloD  be  mercifhl  unto  |  us,  and  |  bless  us; 
And  cause  his  |  &ce  to  |  shine  upon  |  us. 

» fhy  way  may  be  |  known  up  -  on  |  earth, 
'^Mving  I  health  a- 1  mong  all  I  nations. 


Psalm  LXVD. 
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X.ET  THE  PEOPLE  TTaJPC      "tW^^    .        T»« 

Let  {  all  iLe    i^opu     iksuk  "iir** 

Oil  let  tlic  nanniif  w.  ^ac  aii     «C3  i-r     j^ 

For  tboii  BJAflk  jaixs'- 11*1  >=:qft=  TgnpanHTL  azii  gic^rs.'ag  _  ^'*^'^'"*  |  rpon  |  cartli 

LsT  THE  PEOPLE  pTUR      "tlkei^  '-        taliL. 

Let  I  all  iLfi  ;  }ie(]pi£:    ieuk  -fie^^ 

Then  filiall  the  eariii    jeiL  jk*    nuLBh,  t 

And  God,  even  |  onr  owi.     -aru'^  suJ.     lue^  i&. 

God  I  shall  —  i  UflB  vt : 

And  all  the  cncb  of  liit     tssriL  aal    iar —  I  ii 


kSusSm,  5^  la  1^1^  Lxxxiv. 


How  A  in  Am  J  xre  ifar  1  xmr  -  la.-     "^ii^^ 

0|Larf— Jrf— !iwtt«: 

Ht  Eonl  loogedi,  tqi,  evec  iumsa.  5:r  tike  {  coarts  •  of  the  j  Lor\l : 
My  heart  and  snr  HaL  as±     --.nc  •  fer  tiM  |  liri^  {  Gchi. 

Tea,  the  tpanxm-  Ihi^  fomit  bl  ju^oae.  aad  the  svallow  a  nest  lor  hor^clC  wUoK  *h. 
mar  |  hx  her    ymn^ 
Even  thine  ahaizi.  O  Ijun.  '\€  ^::^  mj  |  Gng^  •  and  |  my '— '  |  t.n.xi« 

BleBGed  are  ikixj  -^ac     w^  izt  -  thy  {  house : 
Thej  idn  be    tsSL —    itauan^  |  thee. 

Bfeaed  s  the  nn  vur     «rb^  *  .^  ^^  I  thoo; 
In  vhose  |  han  '  mfiut  \  vays  of  |  them, 

THto  pasiiiE  ^avmi.  :ae  vsZey  of  Baca  |  make  *  it  a  |  wt^U ; 
Ihe  xmin  J  ah&    CLea  *  the  |  pools. 


Thej  go  from  ]  itiaetia  v>  |  strength, 
Erery  one  cf  ibaaTa  Z»o  ap-  j  poarcth  •be-  |  foro —  |  ln>d. 

0  LoBD  GoiD  of  hfliftk  I  hear  m\  \  prayer: 
Give  j  est,  O  I  God  of  I  Jacob. 

BdoULO|GoioBr|ih]eld, 
And  look  vpcA  die  |  free  of  |  thine  a-  |  nointcd. 

Porm^wiathrcoaiia  is  better  I  than  a  I  thousand. 
I  lad  other  W  »  doorkeeper  in  the  house  of  my  God,  than  to  dwell  in  the  |  ^^ 
cf  ]«kfaBd- 1  nesB. 
RorAcLorfGodiaalsaiiaiid  [shield:  ^ 

Ihe  Laid  wiD  sire  grace  and  glory  :  no  good  thing  will  he  withhold  from  1 
Afll  I  «a£  tq^  I  righUy. 

HliiTil  k  die  I  man  that  |  trusteth  •  in  |  ttiM.  i 
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Selection,  No.  20.  Pbauc  lxxxv. 

1  Lord,  tlion  hast  been  favorable  |  unto  *  thy  |  land : 

Thou  hast  brought  back  the  cap-  |  tivi-  |  ty  of  |  Jacob. 

2  Thou  hast  forgiven  the  iniauity  |  of  thy  |  people. 

Thou  hast  [covered  |  all  their  |  sin. 

3  Thou  hast  taken  away  |  all  thy  |  wrath : 

Thou  hast  turned  thyself  from  the  |  fierceness  |  of  thine  |  anger* 

4  Turn  us,  O  God  of  |  our  sal-  |  vation, 

And  cause  thine  |  anger  •  toward  |  us  to  |  cease. 

5  Wilt  thou  be  angry  with  |  us  for-  |  ever? 

Wilt  thou  draw  out  thine  anger  to  |  all  —  |  gener-  |  ations  f 

G  Wilt  thou  not  re-  |  vive  us  •  a-  |  gain : 

That  thy  people  |  may  re-  |  joice  in  |  thee  ? 

7  Shew  us  thy  |  mercy,  •  O  |  Lord, 

And  I  grant  us  |  thy  sal-  |  vation. 

8  I  WILL  HEAR  what  God  the  |  Lord  will  |  speak: 

For  he  will  speak  peace  unto  his  people,  and  to  his  saints :  but  let  them  not  |  tarn 
a-  I  gain  to  |  folly. 

9  Surely  his  salvation  is  nigh  |  them  that  |  fear  him ; 

That  glory  may  |  dwell  —  |  in  our  |  land. 

10  Mercy  and  truth  are  |  met  to-  |  gether ; 

Righteousness  and  |  peace  have  |  kissed  •  each  |  other. 

11  Truth  shall  spring  |  out  •  of  the  j  earth; 

And  righteousness  shall  |  look —  |  down  from  |  heaven* 

12  Yea,  the  Lord  shall  give  |  that  •  which  is  |  good; 

And  our  |  knd  shall  |  yield  her  |  increase. 

13  Righteousness  shall  |  go  be-  |  fore  him; 

And  shall  set  us  in  the  |  way  of  \  his; —  |  seeps. 


CHANT.    No.  XV. 
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Selection,  No.  21.       Psalm  lxxxix:  i-is. 

1  1  WILL  SING  of  the  mercies  of  the  [  Lord  for  I  ever : 

With  my  mouth  will  I  make  known  thy  &ithfulne8s  to  |  all  —  |  gener-  |  ations. 

2  For  1  have  said,  Mercy  shall  be  built  |  up  for  |  ever : 

Thy  faithfulness  shalt  thou  establish  |  in  the  |  very  |  heavens. 

3  I  have  made  a  covenant  |  wiUi  my  |  chosen, 

I  have  sworn  unto  |  David  |  my  —  |  servant, 

4  Thy  seed  will  I  es-  |  tablish  •  for  |  ever. 

And  build  up  thy  throne  to  |  all  —  |  gener-  |  ations. 

5  And  the  heavens  shall  praise  thy  |  wonders,  •  O  |  Lord  : 

Thy  faithfulness  also  in  the  congre-  |  gation  |  of  the  |  saints. 

C  For  who  in  the  heaven  can  be  compared  |  unto  •  the  |  Lord  ? 

Who  among  the  sons  of  the  mighty  can  be  |  likened  unto  •  the  |  Lord ! 

7  God  Is  greatly  to  be  feared  in  the  assembly  |  of  the  |  saints. 

And  to  be  had  in  reverence  of  all  |  them  that  |  are  a-  |  bout  him. 

8  O  Lord  God  of  hosts,  who  is  a  strong  Lord  |  like  •  unto  |  thee  ? 

Or  to  thy  faithfulness  |  round  a-  |  bout —  |  thee  ? 

9  Thou  rulest  the  raging  |  of  the  |  sea: 

When  the  waves  thereof  a-  |  rise,  thou  |  stillest  |  them. 

10  Thou  hast  broken  Rahab  in  pieces,  as  |  one  •  that  is  |  slain ;  • 

Thou  hast  scattered  thine  enemies  |  with  thy  |  strong —  |  arm. 

1 1  The  heavens  are  thine,  the  earth  |  also  *  is  |  thine : 

As  for  the  world  and  the  fullness  thereof,  |  thou  hast  |  founded  |  them. 

1 2  The  north  and  the  south  thou  hast  ere-  |  ated  |  them : 

Tabor  and  Hermon  shall  re-  |  joice  in  |  thy  —  |  name. 

13  Thou  hast  a  I  mighty  |  arm: 

Strong  is  tny  hand,  and  |  high  is  |  thy  right  |  hand. 

14  Justice  and  judgment  are  the  habitation  |  of  thy  |  throne : 

Mercy  and  truth  shall  |  go  be-  |  fore  thy  |  face. 

15  Blessed  is  the  people  that  know  the  I  joyful  I  sound : 

They  shall  walk,  O  Lord,  in  the  |  light  of  ]  thy  -t-  |  countenance. 

16  In  thy  name  shall  they  rejoice  |  all  the  |  day : 

And  in  thy  righteousness  |  shall  they  |  be  ex-  |  alted. 

17  For  thou  art  the  glory  |  of  their  ]  strength : 

And  in  thy  &vor  our  |  horn  shioll  |  bo  ex-  |  alted. 

18  For  the  Lord  is  |  our  de-  J  fense; 

And  the  Holy  One  of  [  Israel  |  is  our  |  king. 
B 
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Selection,  No.  22.  Psalm  x( 

1  Lord,  thou  hast  been  our  |  dwelling  |  place 

In  I  all —  I  gener-  |  ations. 

2  Before  the  mountains  were  brought  forth,  or  ever  thou  hadst  formed  the  |  cait 

and  the  |  world, 
Even  from  everlasting  to  ever-  |  lasting,  |  thou  art  [  God, 

3  Thou  turnest  man  |  to  dc-  ]  struction ; 

And  sayest,  lie-  |  turn,  ye  |  children   •  of  |  men. 

4  For  a  thousand  years  in  thy  sight  arc  but  as  yesterday  |  when   •  it  is  [  past, 

And  as  a  |  watch  —  |  in  the  |  night. 

5  Thou  carriest  them  away  as  with  a  flood  ;  they  arc  |  as  a  |  sleep : 

In  the  morning  they  arc  like  |  grass  which  |  groweth  |  up ; 

G  In  the  morning  it  flourisheth,  and  |  groweth  I  up ; 
In  the  evening  it  is  cut  |  down  and  |  wither-  |  cth. 

7  For  we  are  consumed  |  by  thine  |  anger, 

And  by  thy  |  wrath  —  |  are  wo  |  troubled. 

8  Thou  hast  set  our  iniquities  be-  [  fore  —  |  thee, 

Our  secret  sins  in  the  |  light  of  |  thy  —  |  countenance. 

9  For  all  our  days  arc  passed  away  |  in  thy  |  wrath  : 

We  spend  our  years  as  a  |  talc —  |  that  is  |  told. 

10  The  days  of  our  years  are  threescore  |  years  and  |  ten; 

And  if  by  reason  of  |  strength   •  they  be  |  fourscore  [  years, 

1 1  Yet  is  their  strength  |  labor  •  and  1  sorrow ; 

For  it  is  soon  cut  off,  |  and  we  |  fly  a-  |  way. 

12  Who  knoweth  the  power  [  of  thine  |  anger? 

Even  according  to  thy  |  fear,  so  |  is  thy  |  wrath. 

13  So  teach  us  to  |  number  •  our  |  days. 

That  wo  may  apply  our  |  hearts —  |  unto  |  wisdom. 

14  Return,  O  |  Lord,  how  |  long? 

And  let  it  repent  thee  con-  |  corning  |  thy  —  |  servants. 

15  O  satisfy  us  early  |  with  thy  |  mercy; 

That  we  may  rejoice  and  be  |  glad  —  |  all  our  |  days. 

16  Make  us  glad  according  to  the  days  wherein  thou  |  hast  af-  |  flicted  ii8| 

And  the  years  where-  |  in  we  |  have  seen  |  evil. 

1 7  Let  thy  work  appear  |  unto  •  thy  |  servants. 

And  thy  \  glory  |  unto  •  their  (  children. 
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18  And  let  the  beauty  of  the  Lord  onr  God  ]  bo  up-  |  on  us : 

And  establish  thou  the  work  of  our  hands  upon  us ;  yea,  the  work  of  our  |  hands 
cs-  I  tablish  •  tliou  I  it 


PsjULM  XCL  9-10. 


Selection,  No.  23. 

1  Because  thon  hast  made  the  Lord  which  |  is  my  |  ^efuge^ 

Even  the   Most  |  High,  thy  |  habi-  |  tation ; 

2  There  shall  no  |  evil  •  be-  |  fall  thee, 

Neither  shall  any  |  plague  come  |  nigh  thy  |  dwelling. 

3  For  he  shall  give  his  angels  |  charge  —  |  over  thee, 

To  keep  thee  in  |  all —  |  thy —  |  ways. 

4  They  shall  bear  thee  up  [  in  their  I  hands, 

Lest  thou  dash  thy  |  foot  a-  |  gainst  a  |  stone. 

5  Thou  shalt  tread  upon  the  |  lion  •  and  |  adder : 

The  young  lion  and  the  dragon  shalt  thou  |  trample  |  under  |  feet. 

6  Because  ho  hath  set  his  love  upon  me,  therefore  will  I  do-  |  liver  |  him : 

I  will  set  him  on  high,  because  |  he  hath  |  known  my  |  name. 

7  He  shall  call  upon  me,  and  I  will  J  answer  |  him  : 

I  will  be  with  him  in  trouble ;  I  will  deliver  |  him,  and  |  honor  |  him. 

8  With  long  life  will  I  |  satis  -  fy  |  him, 

And  I  shew  him  |  my  sal-  |  vation. 


Selection,  No.  24. 


Pbalh  xcm. 


1  The  I  Lord  —  |  reigneth, 

He  is  I  clothed  .  with  |  majes-  |  ty; 

2  The  Lord  is  clothed  with  strength,  wherewith  he  hath  |  girded  •  him-  |  self: 

The  world  also  is  established,  that  it  |  can  not  |  be  —  ]  moved. 

3  Thy  throne  ises-  |  tablished  •  of  |  old : 

Thou  I  art  from  |  ever-  |  lasting. 

4  The  floods  have  lifted  up,  O  Lord,  the  floods  have  lifted  |  up  their  |  voice; 

The  I  floods  lift  |  up  their  |  waves. 

6  The  Lord  on  high  is  mightier  than  the  noise  of  |  many  |  waters, 
Yea,  than  the  mighty  |  waves —  |  of  the  |  sea. 

6  Thy  testimonies  are  |  very  |  sure : 

Holiness  becometh  thine  |  house,  0  |  Lord,  for  |  ever.  . 
B 
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Selection,  No.  25.  Pbalx  xct. 

1  O  COME,  let  us  sing  un-  [  to  the  |  Lord : 

Let  us  make  a  joyful  noise  to  the  |  Rock  of  |  our  sal |  vatioiu 

2  Let  us  come  before  his  presence  |  with  thanks-  |  giving, 

And  make  a  joyful  noise  |  unto  |  him  with  |  psalms. 

3  For  the  Lord  is  a  I  great  —  |  God, 

And  a  great  |  King  a-  |  bovc  all  |  gods. 

4  In  his  hand  are  the  deep  places  |  of  the  |  earth ; 

The  strength  of  the  |  hills  is  j  his —  |  also. 

5  The  sea  is  his,  I  and  he  |  made  •  it : 

And  his  hands  |  formed  |  the  dry  |  land. 

6  O  COME,  let  us  worship  and  |  bow  —  |  down : 

Let  us  kneel  be-  |  fore  the  |  Lord  our  |  M^er. 

1  For  he  |  is  our  I  God ; 

And  we  are  the  people  of  his  pasture,  and  the  |  sheep  of  |  his —  [  band. 

8  ToKlay  if  yo  will  hear  his  voice,  harden  |  not  your  |  heart, 

As  in  the  provocation,  and  as  in  the  day  of  temp-  |  tation  |  in  the  |  wilderness. 

9  When  your  fathers  |  tempted  ]  mo. 

Proved  |  me,  and  |  saw  my  |  work.  • 

10  Forty  years  long  was  I  grieved  with  |  this  •  gener-  |  ation, 

Aud  said,  It  is  a  people  that  do  err  in  their  heart,  and  they  |  have  not  [  known  my  | 
ways : 

11  Unto  whom  I  sware  |  in  my  |  wrath 

That  they  should  not  |  enter  |  into  •  my  |  rest 


Selection,  No.  26. 

1  O  BiNO  unto  the  Lord  a  |  new —  |  song : 

Sing  unto  the  |  Lord, —  |  all  the  |  earth. 

2  Sing  unto  the  Lord,  |  bless  his  |  name ; 

Shew  forth  his  sal- 1  vation  •  from  |  day  to  |  day. 

8  Declare  his  glory  a-  |  mong  the  J  heathen. 
His  wonders  a-  |  mong  —  |  all  —  |  people. 

4  For  th^  Lord  is  great,  and  greatly  |  to  be  |  praised; 
^e  1^  to  be  I  feared  •  a- |  bove  all  [  gods. 

^     iS^}  ^^^  jS^^  ^  *^®  I  nations  •  are  |  idols : 
^^t^the  I  Lord —  |  made  the  \  heavens. 


Psalm  XCVL 
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6  Honor  and  majesty  |  arc  bo  -  fore  |  him : 

Strength  and  beanty  are  |  in  his  |  sanctn-  |  ary. 

7  GiVB  nnto  the  Lord,  O  yo  kindreds  |  of  the  |  people^ 

Give  unto  the  Lord  |  glory  |  and  —  |  strength. 

8  Give  unto  the  Lord  the  glory  due  |  unto  •  his  J  name : 

Bring  an  offering,  and  come  |  into  |  his  —  f  courts. 

0  O  worship  the  Lord  in  the  |  beauty  •  of  |  holiness : 
Fear  be-  |  fore  him,  |  all  the  |  earth. 

10  Say  among  the  heathen  that  the  |  Lord  —  |  reigneth  : 

The  world  also  shall  be  established,  that  it  shall  not  be  moved :  he  shall  |  judge 
the  I  people  |  righteously. 

11  Let  the  heavens  rejoice,  and  let  the  |  earth  be  |  glad ; 

Let  the  sea  roar,  and  the  |  fullness  |  there ]  of. 

12  Let  the  field  be  jojrful,  and  all  that  |  is  there-  I  in : 

Then  shall  all  the  trees  of  the  wood  re-  |  joice  be-  |  fore  the  |  Lord : 

13  For  he  cometh,  for  he  cometh  to  |  judge  the  |  earth : 

He  shall  judge  the  world  with  righteousness,  and  the  |  people  |  with  his  |  truth. 


Selection,  No.  27. 


Psalm  XCVm. 


1  O  BiNO  unto  the  Lord  a  new  Eong ;  for  he  hath  done  [  marvel  -  ous  |  things : 

Hia  right  hand,  and  his  holy  arm,  hath  |  gotten  |  him  the  |  victory 

2  The  Lord  hath  made  known  |  his  sal-  |  vation  : 

His  righteousness  hath  he  openly  shewed  in  the  sight —  |  of  the  |  heathen. 

3  He  hath  remembered  his  mercy  and  his  truth  toward  the  |  house  of  |  Israel ; 

All  the  ends  of  the  earth  have  seen  the  sal-  |  vation  |  of  our  |  God* 

4  Make  a  joyful  noise  nnto  the  Lord,  |  all  the  |  earth : 

Make  a  loud  noise,  and  re-  |  joice,  and  |  sing —  |  praise. 

6  Sing  nnto  the  Lord  |  with  the  ]  harp ; 

vV ith  the  harp,  and  the  |  voice  —  |  of  a  |  psalm 

C  With  trumpets  and  ]  sound  of  |  comet 

Make  a  joyful  noise  be-  |  fore  the  |  Lord,  the  |  Ejng. 

7  Let  the  sea  roar,  and  the  |  fullness  .  there-  |  of; 

The  world,  and  |  they  that  |  dwell  there-  |  in. 

8  Let  the  floods  |  clap  theur  |  hands : 

Let  the  hills  be  joyful  to-  |  gether  •  be-  |  fore  the  |  Lord; 

9  For  he  cometh  to  |  jndse  the  |  earth ; 

With  righteousness  shall  he  judge  the  world,  and  the  [  people  \  ViiSi —  I,  ^a^q£&3\x 
B 
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Selection,  No.  28.  t^jjm  c 

1  Make  a  joyful  noise  unto  the  Lord  |  all  ve  |  lands. 

Serve  the  Lord  with  gladness :  como  before  his  |  presence  |  with —  |  Bingii^. 

2  Enow  ye  that  the  Lord  |  he  is  |  God : 

It  is  he  that  hath  made  us,  and  not  we  ourselves ;  we  are  his  people,  and  the  | 
sheep  of  |  his  —  |  pasture. 

8  Enter  into  his  gates  with  thanksgiving,  and  into  his  |  courts  with  |  praise. 
Be  thankful  unto  him,  and  |  Uess  —  |  his  —  |  name. 

4  For  the  Lord  is  good ;  his  mercy  is  |  ever-  |  lasting ; 
And  his  truth  endureth  to  |  all  —  |  gener-  |  ations. 


Selection,  No.  29. 


Psalm  CIL  16-28. 


1  When  the  Lord  shall  |  build  up  |  Zion, 

lie  shall  ap-  |  pear  in  |  his  —  |  glory. 

2  He  will  regard  the  prayer  |  of  the  |  destitute, 

And  I  not  de-  |  spise  their  |  prayer. 
8  This  shall  be  written  for  the  ffencr-  |  ation  •  to  |  come : 

And  the  people  which  shall  be  ere-  |  ated  •  shall  |  praise  the  |  Lord. 
4  For  he  hath  looked  down  from  the  height  I  of  his  |  sanctuary ; 

From  heaven  did  the  |  Lord  be-  [  hold  the  |  earth ; 
6  To  hear  the  groaning  |  of  the  I  prisoner,  * 

To  loose  those  that  are  ap-  |  point  —  |  ed  to  |  death ; 
6  To  declare  the  name  of  the  |  Lord  in  |  Zion, 

And  his  praise  |  in  Je-  |  ru  -  sa  -   |  lem ; 
1  When  the  people  are  |  gathered  •  to-  I  gcther, 

And  the  |  kmgdoms,  to  |  servo  the  |  Lord. 
8  He  weakened  my  |  strength  •  in  the  |  way; 

He  I  shortened  |  my —  (  days. 
0  I  said,  O  my  God,  take  mc  not  away  in  the  |  midst  of  •  my  |  days. 

Thy  years  are  throughout  |  all  —  |  gener-  |  ations. 

10  Of  old  hast  thou  laid  the  foundation  |  of  the  |  earth : 

And  the  heavens  are  the  |  work  of  |  thy  —  |  hands. 

11  The^  shall  perish,  but  I  thou  •  shalt  en-  |  dure  : 

lea,  all  of  them  shall  wax  |  old — >  |  like  a  |  garment; 

12  As  a  vesture  |  shalt  thou  |  change  them, 

And  they  |  shall  be  |  chang j  ed; 

13  But  thou  I  art  the  I  same. 

And  thy  |  years  shall  |  have  no  |  end. 

14  The  children  of  thy  servants  |  shall  con- 


And  their  seed  shall  be  cs- 
B 
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Selectioii,  No.  30. 

1  Blsss  the  Lord,  |  O  my  |  soul : 

And  all  that  is  within  me,  |  bless  his  |  holy  * 

2  Bless  the  Lord,  |  O  my  |  sonl, 

And  for-  |  get  not  |  all  his  |  benefits : 
8  Who  forffiveth  all  |  thine  in-  |  iquitics ; 
Who  f  healeth  •  all  |  thy  dis-  |  eases; 

4  Who  redeemeth  thy  life  |  from  dc-  |  struction ; 

Who  crowneth  thee  with  loving  |  kindness  •  and  |  tender  |  mercies ; 

5  Who  satisfieth  thy  mouth  with  |  good  —  |  things ; 

So  that  thy  youth  is  re-  |  new  -  cd  |  like  the  |  eagle's. 
G  The  Lord  executeth  |  righteousness  •  and  (  judg-  |  ment 

For  I  all  that  |  are  op-  |  pressed ; 
*J  He  made  known  his  ways  |  unto  |  Moses, 

His  acts  mito  the  |  children  ,  of  |  Isra-  |  el. 

8  The  Lord  is  |  merciful  •  and  |  gracious, 

Slow  to  anger,  and  |  plenteous  |  in  —  |  mercy. 

9  Ho  will  not  I  always  |  chide  : 

Neither  will  he  |  keep  his  |  anger  .  for  |  ever. 
He  hath  not  dealt  with  us  |  after  •  our  |  sins ; 

Nor  rewarded  us  ac-  |  cording  •  to  |  our  in-  |  iquitics. 

1 1  For  as  the  heaven  is  high  a-  |  bove  the  |  earth, 

So  great  is  his  mercy  toward  |  them  that  |  fear —  |  him. 

12  As  &r  as  the  east  is  |  from  the  |  west, 

So  £Eir  hath  he  removed  |  our  trans-  |  gressions  |  from  us. 

13  Like  as  a  father  |  pitieth  his  |  children, 

So  the  Lord  |  pitieth  |  them  that  |  fear  him. 

14  For  he  |  knoweth  •  our  |  frame ; 

He  remembereth  that  |  wo —  |  are —  |  dust 

15  As  for  man,  his  |  days  •  are  as  |  grass : 

As  a  flower  of  the  field  |  so  he  |  flourish-  |  eth. 

16  For  the  wind  passeth  over  it,  |  and  •  it  is  |  gone ; 

And  the  place  there-  |  of  shall  |  know  it  •  no  |  more. 

17  But  the  mercy  of  the  Lord  is  from  everlasting  to  everlasting  upon  |  them  that 

huD, 
And  his  righteousness  |  unto  |  children's  |  children ; 

18  To  such  as  |  keep  his  |  covenant, 

And  to  those  that  remember  his  com-  |  mandments  to  |  do-»  |  them. 

19  The  Lord  hath  prepared  his  |  throne  •  in  the  |  heavens; 

And  his  kingdom  |  ruleth  |  over  |  all. 

20  Bless  the  Lord,  ye  his  angels,  that  ex-  |  eel  in  |  strength, 

That  do  his  commandments,  barkening  unto  the  |  voice  of  |  his —  |  word. 

21  Bless  ye  the  Lord,  all  |  ye  his  I  hosts ; 

Ye  ministers  of  |  his,  that  |  do  his  |  pleasure. 

22  Bless  the  Lord,  all  his  works,  in  all  places  of  (  his  do-  \  m\mss^\ 

Bless  the  Lord,  /  0  —  |  my  —  \  souL 
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Selection,  No.  31.  Psaui  cxl 

1  Praiss  I  ye  the  I  Lord. 

I  will  praise  the  Lord  with  my  whole  heart,  in  the  assembly  of  the  upright,  and  | 
in  the  |  congre-  |  gation. 

2  The  works  of  the  |  Lord  are  |  great, 

8ought  ont  of  all  them  that  have  |  pleasure  |  there |  in. 

3  His  work  is  honorable  and  |  glo |  rious ; 

And  his  righteousness  en- |  dureth  |  for —  |  ever. 

4  He  hath  made  his  wonderful  works  to  |  be  re-  I  membered  t 

The  Lord  is  gracious  and  |  full  —  |  of  com-  |  passion. 

5  Ho  hath  given  meat  unto  |  them  that  |  fear  him : 

He  will  ever  be  |  mindful  |  of  his  |  covenant. 

6  He  hath  shewed  his  people  the  |  power  of  •  his  |  works, 

That  he  may  give  them  the  |  hcri  -  tage  |  of  the  |  heathen« 

7  The  works  of  his  hands  are  |  verity  •  and  |  judgment  • 

All  his  com-  |  mandments  |  are  —  |  sure. 

8  They  stand  fast  for  1  ever  •  and  |  ever. 

And  are  done  in  |  truth  and  |  up |  rightness. 

0  He  sent  redemption  unto  his  people :  he  hath  commanded  his  |  covenant ,  for  |  ever: 

Holy  and  |  rever  -  end  |  is  his  |  name. 
10  The  fear  of  the  Lord  is  the  |  be^nniog  ,  of  |  wisdom  : 

A  good  understanding  have  all  they  that  do  his  commandments :  his  |  praise  en- 1 
dureth  •  for  i  ever. 


SelectioD,  No.  32. 


From  Psalm  CXV. 


sake. 


ever  |  he  —  |  pleased. 


1  Not  unto  us,  O  Lord,  |  not  •  unto  |  us, 

But  unto  thy  name  give  glory,  for  thy  mercy,  and  |  for  thy  |  truth*8  — 

2  Wherefore  should  the  heathen  say,  Where  is  |  now  their  |  God  ? 

But  our  God  is  in  the  heavens  :  he  hath  done  whatso- 

3  O  Israel,  trust  thou  |  in  the  |  Lord: 

He  is  their  |  help  and  |  their  —  (  shield. 

4  O  house  of  Aaron,  |  trust  •  in  the  |  Lord : 

He  is  their  |  help  and  |  their —  |  shield. 
6  Ye  that  fear  the  Lord,  |  trust  •  in  the  |  Lord  : 

He  is  their  |  help  and  |  their  —  |  shield. 
6  The  Lord  hath  been  mindful  of  us :   I  he  will  I  bless  us ; 

He  will  bless  the  house  of  Israel ;  he  will  |  bless  the  |  house  of  |  Aaron. 
1  He  will  bless  them  that  |  fear  the  |  Lord, 

Both  I  small —  |  and —  |  great. 
8  The  Lord  shall  increase  you  more  and  more,  I  you  •  and  your  |  childron. 

Ye  are  blessed  of  the  Lord  I  which  made    heaven  and  |  earth. 
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9  The  heaven,  even  the  heavens,  |  are  the  |  Lord's : 

But  the  earth  hath  he  given  |  to  the  |  children  .  of  |  men. 

10  The  dead  |  praise  •  not  the  |  Lord, 

Neither  any  that  go  |  down  —  |  into  |  silence. 

11  But  we  will  bless  the  Lord  from  this  time  forth  and  for  |  ever-  |  more. 

Praise  |  —  |  the —  |  Lord. 


Selection,  No.  33. 


From  Psalm  CXVI. 


1  I  I  love  the  I  Lord, 

Because  he  hath  heard  my  |  voice  •  and  my  |  suppli-  |  cations. 

2  Because  he  hath  inclined  his  ear  |  unto  |  me. 

Therefore  will  I  call  upon  him  as  |  long  as  |  I  —  |  live. 
S  The  sorrows  of  death  compassed  me,  and  the  pains  of  hell  gat  |  hold  up-  |  on  me : 
I  found  I  trouble  |  and —  |  sorrow. 

4  Then  called  I  upon  the  |  name  of  the  |  Lord ; 

0  Lord,  I  beseech  thee,  de-  |  liver  |  my —  |  soul. 

5  Gracious  is  the  |  Lord,  and  |  righteous; 

Yea,  our  |  God  is  |  merci-  |  ml. 

6  The  Lord  pre-  |  serveth  .  the  |  simple : 

1  was  brought  low,  and  |  he  —  |  helped  |  me. 
Y  Return  unto  thy  rest,  I  O  my  |  soul ; 

For  the  Lord  hath  dealt  |  bounti-  |  fully  |  with  thee. 

8  For  thou  hast  delivered  my  |  soul  from  |  death. 

Mine  eyes  from  tears,  and  my  |  feet —  |  from-r—  |  fallmg. 

9  What  shall  I  render  |  unto  the  |  Lord 

For  all  his  |  bene  -  fits  |  toward —  |  me? 
10  I  will  take  the  |  cup  of .  sal-  |  vation. 

And  call  upon  the  |  name  —  |  of  the  |  Lord. 
Ill  will  pay  my  vows  |  unto  •  the  I  Lord 

Now  in  the  |  presence  •  of  |  all  his  |  people, 

12  Precious  in  the  |  sight .  of  the  |  Lord 

Is  the  1  death  of]  his —  |  saints. 

13  0  Lord,  truly  I  am  thy  servant ;  I  am  thy  servant,  and  the  |  son  of  •  thine  |  handmaid : 

Thou  hast  |  loos  -  ed  |  my—  |  bonds. 

14  I  will  offer  to  thee  the  sacrifice  of  |  thanks- —  |  giving. 

And  will  call  upon  the  |  name  —  |  of  the  |  Lord. 

15  I  will  pay  my  vows  |  unto  •  the  I  Lord 

Now  in  the  |  presence  •  of  |  all  his  |  people, 

16  In  the  courts  of  the  Lord's  house,  in  the  midst  of  thee,  |  0  Je»  | 

Praise  |  ye—  |  the—  |  Lord. 
B 
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Setoctton,  No.  34. 


Psalm  CayjIL  14-2J 


1  The  Lord  is  my  |  strength  and  |  song, 

And  is  be-  |  come  — |  my  sal-  |  vation. 

2  The  voice  of  rejoicing  and  salvation  is  in  the  tabernacles  |  of  the  |  righteous : 

The  right  hand  of  the  |  Lord  —  |  doeth  |  valiantly. 

3  The  right  hand  of  the  |  Lord  .  is  ex-  I  alted : 

The  right  hand  of  the  |  Lord  —  |  doeth  |  valiantly. 

4  I  shall  not  |  die,  but  |  live, 

And  declare  the  |  works —  |  of  the  |  Lord. 

6  The  Lord  hath  |  chastened  ,  me  |  sore : 

But  he  hath  not  given  me  |  over  |  unto  |  death. 

6  Open  to  me  the  |  gates  of  |  righteousness : 

I  will  go  into  them,  and  |  I  will  |  praise  the  |  Lord : 

7  This  I  gate  •  of  the  |  Lord, 

Into  I  which  the  |  righteous  «  shall  |  enter. 

8  I  will  I  praise —  |  thee : 

For  thou  hast  heard  nic,  and  art  be-  |  come  —  |  my  sal-  |  vation. 

9  The  stone  which  the  |  builders  ,  re-  |  fused 

Is  become  the  |  head  stone  |  of  the  |  comer. 

10  This  is  the  |  Lord's —  |  doing; 

It  is  I  marvel  -  ous  |  m  our  |  eyes. 

11  This  is  the  day  which  the  |  Lord  hath  |  made; 

We  will  rejoice  |  and  be  |  glad  in  |  it. 

12  Save  now,  I  beseech  thee,  |  O  —  |  Lord : 

O  Lord,  I  beseech  thee,  |  send  —  |  now  pros- 1  perity, 

13  Blessed  be  he  that  cometh  in  the  |  name  •  of  the  |  Lord : 

We  have  blessed  you  out  of  the  |  house  —  |  of  the  |  Lord. 

14  God  is  the  Lord,  which  hath  I  shewed  •  ns  |  li^ht : 

Bind  the  sacrifice  with  coras,  even  unto  the  j  horns —  |  of  the  |  altan 

15  Thou  art  my  God,  and  |  I  will  |  praise  thee  : 

Thou  art  my  God,  |  I  —  |  will  ex-  |  alt  thee. 

16  O  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord ;  for  |  he  is  |  good : 

For  his  |  mercy  •  en-  |  dureth  •  for-  |  ever. 

B 


i 


NEW  SABBATH   HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 
CHANT.    NcXXVL 


447 

Taixis. 


m 


=g: 


:^^ 


^ 


rrr=f 


^ 


321 


221 


221 


Z2:: 


^^^ 


Selection,  No.  35. 

1  I  WILL  lift  np  mine  eyes  |  unto  the  |  hills, 

From  I  whence  —  |  cometh  .  my  |  help. 

2  My  help  cometh  |  from  the  |  Lord, 

Which  I  made  —  |  heaven  .  and  |  earth. 

8  He  will  not  suffer  thy  |  foot ,  to  be  |  moved ; 
Ho  that  I  keepeth  •  thee  |  will  not  |  slumber. 

4  Behold,  he  that  keepeth  |  Isra-  |  el 

Shall  neiUier  |  slumber  |  nor —  |  sleep. 

5  The  Lord  |  is  thy  |  keeper : 

The  Lord  is  thy  shade  up-  |  on  thy  |  right —  |  hand. 

6  The  sun  shall  not  |  smite  thee  .  by  |  day. 

Nor  the  |  moon  —  |  by  —  |  night. 

7  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thee  from  |  all —  |  evil ; 

He  I  shall  pre-  |  serve  thy  |  soul. 

8  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thy  ^oing  out  and  thy  |  coming 

From  this  time  forth,  and  [  even  •  for  |  ever-  |  more. 

Selection,  No.  36. 


Psalm  CXXL 


in 


Psalm  CXXTI. 


1  I  WAS  glad  when  they  said  |  unto  |  me, 

Let  us  go  into  the  |  house  —  |  of  the  |  Lord. 

2  Our  feet  shall  stand  with-  |  in  thy  |  gates, 

O —  I  — Je-  I  rusa-  |  lem. 

S  Jerusalem  is  builded  |  as  a  |  city 
That  I  is  com-  |  pact  to-  |  gether: 

4  Whither  the  tribes  go  up,  the  tribes  |  of  the  |  Lord, 

Unto  the  testimony  of  Israel,  to  give  thanks  unto  tho  |  name—  |  of  the  |  Lord. 

5  For  there  arc  set  |  thrones  of  |  judgmeyt, 

The  thrones  of  the  |  house —  |  of —  |  David. 

6  Pray  for  the  peace  of  Jc-  I  rusa*  |  lem : 

They  shall  |  prosper  .  tnat  |  love —  |  thee. 

7  Peace  be  with-  |  in  thy  I  walls, 

And  prosperity  with-  |  in  thy  |  pala-  j  ces. 

8  For  mj  brethren  and  com- 1  panion's  |  sakes, 

I  will  now  say,  |  Peace  —  |  be  with-  |  in  thee. 

0  Because  of  the  house  of  the  |  Lord  our  |  God 
I  will  I  seek —  |  thy—  |  good. 
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Selection,  No,  37.  Psalm  cjstl 

t  IfPfeis  tie  Lofd  tunned  again  the  cap-  [  tivity  •  of  |  Zion, 
We  were  j  like —  j  them  that  |  dream, 

2  Then  was  our  mouth  |  filled  •  with  |  laughter. 

And  our  |  tongue  —  [  with  —  |  singing  : 

3  Then  said  they  a-  1  mong  the  |  heathen, 

The  Lord  hath  done  |  great  —  |  things —  [  for  them* 

4  The  Lord  hatli  done  great  1  things  Jot  |  us  ; 

Where-  |  of  —  |  wc  arc  ]  glad* 

5  T0EN  AOAiN  our  captirityj  |  O  — *  |  Lcrd, 

As  the  I  streams  —  )  m  the  |  sontiu 

6  Hiey  that  |  sow  in  |  tears 

Shall  I  reap —  [in —  1  joy- 

7  He  that  goeth  fortli  and  wecpeth^  bearing  |  preeioua  |  seed. 

Shall  doabtless  come  again  with  rejoicing,  f  bringing  •  his  |  alieai^es —  |  withlitti 

SelectioD,  No-  38.  tbmm  csxl 

1  Out  I  of  the  |  depths 

Have  I  cried  |  unto  [  thee,  0  |  Lord- 

2  Lord,  I  hear  my  I  voice : 

Let  thine  ears  be  attentive  to  the  |  voice  of  •  my  |  snppU^  |  c&tbns* 

3  If  tboii,  Lord,  shouldst  I  mark  in*  |  iquiti^ 

0  1  Lord  —  I  who  shall  )  stand  ? 

4  But  there  is  for-  |  giveness  -  with  |  thee^ 

That  thou  |  may  est  j  be  —  |  feared, 

5  I  wait  for  the  Lord,  my  I  soul  doth  ]  wait, 

And  in  his  |  word  do  |  I  —  [  h<^P^- 

6  My  soul  waiteth  for  the  Lord  more  than  tboy  that  I  watch  ,  for  the  [  inonujig; 

"l  say,  more  than  they  that  [  watch  —  |  for  the  ]  momliig, 

7  Let  Israel  |  hope  •  in  the  [  Lord: 

For  with  the  Lord  there  is  mercy,  and  with  him  is  [  plen —  [  teous  ro-  |  demptioi- 

8  And  he  shall  redeem  [  Isra-  |  el 

From  I  all  —  I  Ilia  in-  |  iquitie^ 


Selection,  No.  39, 

1  Arise,  0  Lord,  |  into  •  thy  I  rest; 

Thou,  and  the  |  ark  —  |  of  thy  ]  strength. 

2  Let  tbypriesU  be  clothed  with  |  righteous-  |  neas; 

And  let  thy  saints  |  shout —  \  iot  —  \  ^o^, 
M 
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8  For  thy  serTant  |  David^s  |  sake, 

Tarn  not  away  the  |  &ce  of  |  thine  a- 1  nointecL 

4  For  the  Lord  hath  |  chosen  |  Zion ; 

He  hath  desired  it  |  for  his  |  habi-  |  tation. 

5  This  is  my  I  rest  for  |  ever : 

Here  will  I  dwell ;  |  for  I  |  have  de-  |  sired  it. 

6  I  will  abundantly  bless  |  her  pro-  I  vision : 

I  will  satisfy  her  |  poor  —  ]  with  —  |  bread. 

7  I  will  also  clothe  her  priests  |  with  —  |  sal-  I  vation 

And  her  saints  shall  |  shout  a- 1  loud  for  |  joy. 

Selection,  No.  40. 

1  Ob,  oitb  thanlcs  nnto  the  Lord ;  for  |  he  is  |  good : 

For  his  |  mercy  .  en-  |  dureth  .  for  |  ever. 

2  Oh,  give  thanks  unto  the  |  God  of  |  gods : 

For  his  |  mercy  .  en-  |  dureth  ,  for  |  ever. 

8  Oh,  give  thanks  to  the  |  Lord  of  |  lords : 

For  his  |  mercy  •  en«  |  dureth  ,  for  |  ever. 

4  To  him  who  alone  |  doeth  •  great  |  wonders : 

For  his  |  mercy  .  en-  |  dureth  ,  for  |  ever. 

5  To  him  that  by  wisdom  I  made  the  |  heavens : 

For  his  |  mercy  .  en-  (  dureth  •  for  |  ever. 

6  To  him  that  stretched  out  the  earth  a-  |  bove  the  |  waters: 

For  his  |  mercy  •  en-  |  dureth  •  for  |  ever. 

f  To  him  that  |  made  great  I  lights : 

For  his  |  mercy  •  en-  |  aureth  •  for  |  ever. 

8  The  son  to  |  rule  by  |  day: 

For  his  |  mercy  •  en- 1  dureth  •  for  |  ever. 

0  The  moon  and  stars  to  |  rule  bv  |  night : 
For  his  |  mercy  •  en-  |  dureth  •  for  |  ever. 

10  Who  rbmxhbxred  us  in  our  |  low  es-  |  tate : 

For  his  |  mercy  •  en- 1  dureth  •  for  |  ever. 

11  And  hath  redeemed  ns  |  from  our  |  enemies : 

For  his  |  mercy  •  en- 1  dureth  .  for  |  ever. 

12  Who  dveth  food  to  |  all—  |  flesh : 

For  liis  I  mercy .  en-  |  dureth  •  for  |  ever. 

18  Oh,  give  thanks  nnto  the  |  Ood  of  I  heaven : 
For  his  |  mercy  •  en- 1  dureth  •  for  |  ever 
»  29 
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Selection,  No.  41.  Psalm  cxxxvm. 

1  I  WILL  priuse  thee  ^-ith  my  |  whole  —  |  heart : 

Before  the  gods  will  I  sing  |  praise  —  |  unto  |  thee. 

2  I  will  worship  toward  thy  holy  temple,  and  praise  thy  name  for  thy  loying-kixidiMS 

and  I  for  thy  |  truth : 
For  thou  hast  magnified  thy  word  a-  |  bove  all  |  thy  —  |  mime« 

3  In  the  day  when  I  cried  thou  |  answer  -  edst  I  me, 

And  strengthenedst  me  with  |  strength  —  [  in  my  |  soul. 

4  All  the  kings  of  the  earth  shall  praise  |  thee,  O  |  Lord, 

When  they  hear  the  |  words  of  |  thy —  |  mouth. 

5  Yea,  they  shall  sing  in  the  |  ways  •  of  the  |  Lord : 

For  great  is  the  ]  glory  |  of  the  |  Lord. 

6  Though  the  Lord  be  high,  yet  hath  he  respect  I  unto  •  the  |  lowly : 

But  the  proud  he  |  knoweth  •  a-  |  far  —  |  off. 

1  Though  I  walk  in  the  midst  of  trouble,  thou  |  wilt  re-  I  vive  me : 

Thou  shalt  stretch  forth  thine  hand  against  the  wratn  of  mine  enemies,  and  |  thj 
right  I  hand  shall  |  save  me. 
8  The  Lord  will  perfect  that  which  con-  |  cemeth  |  mo : 

Thy  mercy,  O  Lord,  endureth  for  ever :  forsake  not  the  |  works  of  |  thine  own  | 
hands. 

Selection,  No.  42.        from  Pbalm  cxxxel 

1  O  Lord,  thou  hast  searched  me,  and  |  known  —  |  me. 

Thou  knowest  my  downsitting  and  mine  uprising,  thou  onderstandeet  my  |  thoo^ 
a-  I  far —  |  off. 

2  Thou  compassest  my  path  and  my  |  lying  |  down, 

And  art  acquainted  with  |  all  —  |  my  —  |  ways. 

3  For  there  is  not  a  |  word  .  in  my  |  tongue, 

But  lo,  O  Lord,  thou  |  knowest  •  it  |  alto-  |  gether. 

4  Thou  hast  beset  me  be-  |  hind  ,  and  be-  |  fore, 

And  I  laid  thine  |  hand  up-  |  on  me. 

6  Such  knowledge  is  too  |  wonder  -  ful  |  for  me ; 
It  is  high,  I  can  not  at-  |  tain  —  |  unto  |  it. 

6  Whither  shall  I  go  from  |  thy  —  |  Spirit  ? 

Or  whither  shall  I  |  flee  from  |  thy —  |  presence. 

7  If  I  ascend  up  into  heaven,  |  thou  art  |  there : 

If  I  make  my  bed  in  hell,  be-  |  hold, —  |  thou  art  |  there. 

8  If  I  take  the  wings  of  the  morning,  and  dwell  in  the  uttermost  |  paitB  •  of  the  |  80I1 

Even  there  shall  thy  hand  lead  me,  and  thy  |  right  hand  |  shail  —  |  hold  me. 

9  If  I  say.  Surely  the  |  darkness  .  shall  |  cover  me ; 

Even  the  |  night  .  shall  be  |  light  a-  |  bout  me. 
10  Yea,  the  darkness  hideth  not  from  thee;  but  the  night  shineth  |  aa  the  i  day: 
The  darkness  and  the  light  are  \  both  ar  [  like  to  ( thee. 
21  lod,  and  \  know  my  \  \ieat\.\ 

know  —  \  my —  \  t\ioM|^\&\ 
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12  And  see  if  there  be  any  |  wicked  •  way  |  in  me, 
And  lead  me  in  the  |  way —  |  ever-  |  lasting. 

Selection,  No.  43. 

1  I  WILL  extol  thee,  my  |  God,  O  |  King ; 

And  I  will  1>lcss  thy  |  name  for  |  ever  •  and  |  ever. 

2  Every  day  will  I  |  bless  —  |  thee ; 

And  I  will  praise  thy  |  name  for  |  ever  •  and  |  ever. 

3  Great  is  the  Lord,  and  greatly  I  to  be  |  praised ; 

And  his  |  greatness  f  is  un-  [  searchable. 

4  One  generation  shall  praise  thy  |  works  •  to  an-  |  other. 

And  shall  do-  |  clare  thy  |  mighty  |  acts. 

5  I  will  speak  of  the  glorious  honor  |  of  thy  |  majesty, 

And  I  of  thy  |  wondrous  |  works. 

6  And  men  shall  speak  of  the  might  of  thy  |  terrible  |  acts : 

And  I  I  •  will  de-  |  clare  thy  |  greatness. 

7  They  shall  abundantly  utter  the  memory  of  |  thy  great  |  goodnei^ 

And  shall  |  sing  of  •  thy  |  righteous-  |  ness. 

8  The  Lord  is  gracious,  and  |  full  •  of  com-  |  passion ; 

Slow  to  anger,  |  and  of  |  great  —  |  mercy. 
0  The  Lord  is  |  ^ood  to  |  all : 

And  his  tender  mercies  are  |  over  |  all  his  |  works. 

10  All  thy  works  shall  praise  I  thee,  O  |  Lord; 

And  thy  |  saints  snail  |  bless  —  |  thee. 
]  1  They  shall  speak  of  the  glory  |  of  thy  |  kingdom, 
And  I  talk  of  |  thy —  |  power; 

1 2  To  make  known  to  the  sons  of  men  his  |  mighty  |  acts, 

And  the  glorious  |  majes  -  ty  |  of  his  |  kingdom. 

13  Thy  kingdom  is  an  ever-  |  lasting  |  kingdom. 

And  Ay  dominion  cnduretli  throughout  |  all  —  |  gener>  | 

14  The  Lord  upholdeth  J  all  that  |  fall, 

And  raiseth  up  all  |  those  that  |  be  bowed  |  down. 

15  The  eyes  of  all  |  wait  up  -  on  |  thee ; 

And  thou  givest  them  their  |  meat  in  |  due  —  |  season* 

16  Thou  I  openest  •  thine  |  hand. 

And  satisfiest  the  desire  of  |  every  |  living  |  thing. 

11  The  Lord  is  righteous  in  |  all  his  |  ways. 

And  I  holy  «  in  [  all  his  |  works. 

18  The  Lord  is  nigh  unto  all  them  that  |  call  upon  |  him. 

To  all  that  |  call  up  -  on  |  him,  in  |  truth 

19  He  will  fulfill  the  desire  of  |  them  that  |  fear  him: 

Ho  will  also  hear  their  cry,  |  and  will  |  save —  |  them* 

20  The  Lord  preserveth  all  |  them  that  |  love  him : 

But  all  the  |  wicked  .  will  |  he  de-  |  strov. 

21  My  month  shall  speak  the  |  praise  •  of  tho  \  I/ytd*. 

And  let  all  fcab  bless  his  holy  |  name  foT  \  evet  vn^L  \  «<«• 
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Selection,  No.  44.  Psalm  cxlyl 

1  Praise  |  yo  the  |  Lord. 

Praise  the  Lord  |  O  —  |  my  —  |  souL 

2  While  I  live  will  I  |  praise  the  |  Lord : 

I  will  sing  praises  unto  my  God  |  while  I  |  have  any  |  being. 

3  Put  not  your  |  trust  in  |  princes, 

Nor  in  the  son  of  man,  in  |  whom  there  |  is  no  |  help. 

4  His  breath  goeth  forth,  he  retumeth  |  to  his  I  earth ; 

In  that  very  |  day  his  |  thoughts  —  |  perish. 

5  Happt  is  he  that  hath  the  God  of  Jacob  |  for  his  |  help. 

Whose  hope  is  |  in  the  |  Lord  his  |  God : 

6  Which  made  heaven,  and  earth,  the  sea,  and  all  that  |  therein  |  la: 

Which  I  keepeth  |  truth  for  |  ever : 

7  Which  executeth  judgment  |  for  the  •  op-  |  pressed: 

Which  giveth  |  focS  —  |  to  the  |  hungry. 

8  The  Lord  |  looseUi  •  the  I  prisoners : 

The  Lord  openeth  the  |  eyes —  |  of  the  |  blind : 

9  The  Lord  raiseth  them  that  are  I  bow  -  cd  |  down : 

The  Lord  |  loveth  |  the  —  |  righteous : 

10  The  Lord  preservcth  the  strauffers;  he  relieveth  the 

But  the  way  of  the  wicked  he  j  turneth  |  upside 

11  The  Lord  shall  reign  for  ever,  even  thy  God,  O  Zion,  unto  |  all  *  gener-  |  atioiifl. 

Praise  |  ye  —  |  the  —  |  Lord. 

Selection,  No.  45.        Psalm  cxlyil  i»-2a 

1  Praise  the  Lord,  O  Je-  |  rusa-  |  lem ; 

Praise  thy  |  God,—  |  O—  |  Zion. 

2  For  he  hath  strengthened  the  |  bars  of ,  thy  |  gates ; 

He  hath  blessed  thy  |  children  |  with |  in  thee. 

3  He  maketh  peace  |  in  thy  |  borders, 

And  fiUeth  thee  with  tiie  |  finest  |  of  the  |  wheat. 

4  He  sendeth  forth  his  commandment  |  upon  |  earth : 

His  word  |  runneth  |  very  |  swiftly. 

5  lie  giveth  |  snow  like  J  wool : 

He  scattereth  the  |  hoar-frost  |  like  —  |  ashes.- 

6  He  casteth  forth  his  |  ice  like  J  morsels ; 

Who  can  |  stand  be-  |  fore  his  |  cold  ? 

7  He  sendeth  out  his  I  word,  and  |  melteth  them : 

He  causcth  his  wmd  to  blow,  |  and  the  |  waters  |  flow. 

8  He  showeth  his  word  |  unto  |  Jacob, 

His  statutes  and  his  judgments  |  unto  |  Isra- 1  el. 

9  He  hath  not  dealt  so  with  any  nation :  and  as  for  his  jodgmentSi  they  |  haT6  not  | 

known  them. 
Praise  I  ye —  I  the  —  I  Lord. 
B 


fatherless  •  and  |  widow: 

down. 
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Selection,  No.  46. 


Pbalm  cxLvm. 


1  Praise  |  ye  the  I  Lord. 

Praiso  ye  the  Ix>rd  from  the  heavens  :  |  praise  him  |  in  the  |  heights. 

2  Praise  ye  him,  |  all  his  I  angels : 

Praise  ye  |  him,  all  |  nis  —  |  hosts. 

3  Praise  ye  him,  |  sun  and  |  moon : 

Praise  him,  |  all  ye  |  stars  of  |  light. 

4  Praise  him,  ye  |  heavens  of  |  heavens, 

And  ye  waters  that  |  he  a-  |  bove  the  |  heavens. 

5  Let  ihem  praise  the  name  |  of  the  |  Lord : 

For  he  commanded,  |  and  they  |  were  ere-  |  ated. 

6  He  hath  also  established  them  for  I  ever  •  and  |  ever. 

He  hath  made  a  de-  |  creo  whicn  |  shall  not  |  pass. 

7  Praise  the  Lord  from  the  earth,  ye  dragons,  and  |  all  —  |  deeps: 

Fire,  and  hail ;  snow,  and  vapors ;  stormy  |  wind  ful  -  |  filling  •  his  |  word  t 

8  Mountains,  and  all  hills ;  fruitful  trees,  and  |  all  —  |  cedars : 

Beasts,  and  all  cattle ;  creeping  |  things,  and  |  fiying  |  fowl: 

9  Kings  of  the  earth,  and  |  all  —  |  people ; 

Princes,  and  all  |  judges  |  of  the  |  earth : 

10  Both  young  men,  and  maidens ;  |  old  •  men,  and  |  children : 

Let  them  praise  the  |  name —  |  of  the  |  Lord : 

11  For  his  name  ar  |  lone  is  I  excellent ; 

His  glory  is  a-  |  bove  tne  |  earth  and  |  heaven. 

12  He  also  cxalteth  the  |  horn  of  •  his  |  people. 

The  I  praise  of  |  all  his  |  saints ; 

13  Even  of  the  children  of  Israel,  a  people  |  near  •  unto  |  him. 

Praise  |  ye —  |  the —  |  Lord. 

Selection,  No.  47.  Psalm  CL 

1  Praise  |  ye  the  I  Lord. 

Praise  God  in  his  sanctuary :  praise  him  in  the  \  firma  -  ment  |  of  his  |  power, 

2  Praise  him  for  his  |  mighty  [  acts : 

Praise  him  according  to  his  |  excel  -  lent  |  great —  |  ness. 

3  Praise  him  with  the  |  sound  •  of  the  |  trumpet : 

Praise  him  with  the  |  psalter-  |  y  and  |  harp. 

4  Praise  him  with  the  |  timbrel  •  and  |  dance : 

Praiso  him  with  stringed  |  in  -  stru-  |  ments  and  |  organs. 

6  Praise  him  upon  the  |  loud —  |  cymbals: 

Praise  him  upon  the  |  high  —  ]  sounding  |  cymbals. 
6  Let  every  thing  that  hath  breath  |  praise  the  |  Lord. 

Pnuse  I  ye —  |  the  ^  |  Lord.  ^a^^ 

B 
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Selection,  No.  48.       i  Chron.  y^iy.  lo-is. 

1  Blessed  be  thou,  Lord  God  of  |  Israel  •  our  |  father. 

For  I  ev  -  er  I  and —  |  ever. 

2  Thine,  O  Lord,  is  the  greatness,  |  and  the  |  power, 

And  the  gloiy,  and  the  |  victo  -  ry,  |  and  the  |  majesty : 

3  For  all  that  is  |  in  the  |  heaven 

And  I  in  the  I  earth  is  |  thine ; 

4  Thine  is  the  |  kingdom,  .  O  I  Lord, 

And  thou  art  exalted  as  |  nead  a-  |  bove —  |  alL 

5  Both  riches  and  honor  J  come  of  |  thee, 

And  thou  |  reignest  [  over  |  all : 

6  And  in  thine  hand  is  [  i>ower  •  and  |  might ; 

And  in  thine  hand  it  is  to  make  great,  and  to  give  |  strength —  |  nnto  |  aH 

7  Now  therefore,  our  God,  we  |  thank —  |  thee. 

And  I  praise  thy  |  glorious  |  name. 


Selection,  No.  49. 


Frox  Isaiah  XH 


1  O  Lord,  |  I  will  |  praise  thee : 

Thouj^h  thou  wast  angry  with  me,  thine  anger  is  turned  away,  |  and  thou  | 
tortedst  |  me. 

2  Behold,  God  is  |  m j  sal-  (  vation ; 

I  will  I  trust  and  |  not .  be  a  •  |  fraid : 

^  For  the  Lord  JEHOVAH  is  my  strength  |  and  my  |  song; 
He  also  is  be-  |  come  —  |  my  sal-  |  vation. 

4  Therefore  with  joy  shall  ye  |  draw  —  |  water 

Out  of  the  I  wells  —  j  of  sal-  |  vation. 

5  And  in  that  day  I  shall  ye  |  say, 

Praise  the  Lord,  |  call  up-  |  on  his  |  name, 

6  Declare  his  doings  a-  |  mong  the  |  people. 

Make  mention  that  his  |  name  —  |  is  ex.  |  alted. 

7  Sing  unto  the  Lord ;  for  he  hath  done  |  excellent  |  things ; 
^is  is  I  known  in  |  all  the  |  earth. 


OODh 


out  and  shout,  thou  in-  |  habitant .  of  |  Zion  : 
great  is  fhe  Holy  One  of  lurael  j  in  the  |  midst  of  |  thee* 
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Selection,  No.  50. 


Isaiah  LII.  7-9. 


JL  Up- 

;  of  hi 


Arc  the  feet  of  him  that  brmgeth  good  |  tidings,  •  that  |  publish  -  eth  |  peace ; 

2  That  bringeth  good  tidings  of  good,  that  publisheth  |  sal-  —  I  vation ; 

That  saith  unto  |  Zion,  Thy  |  God  —  |  reigneth ! 

3  Thy  watchmen  shaU  lift  |  up  the  |  voice ; 

With  the  voice  to-  |  gether  |  shall  they  |  sing : 

4  For  they  shall  see  |  eye  to  |  eye, 

When  the  Lord  shall  |  bring  a-  |  gain  —  |  Zion« 

5  Break  |  forth  into  |  joy, 

Sing  together,  ye  waste  places  |  of  Je-  |  rusa-  ]  lem<: 

6  For  the  Lord  hath  |  comforted  •  his  |  people. 

He  hath  re-  |  deem  -  cd  •  Je-  |  rusa-  |  lem. 

7  The  Lord  hath  made  bare  his  holy  arm  in  the  eyes  of  |  all  the  |  nations ; 

And  all  the  ends  of  the  earth  shall  see  the  sal-  |  vation  |  of  our  |  God. 


From  Isaiah  LHL 


Selection,  No.  51. 

1  He  IS  despised  and  re-  |  jected  •  of  J  men ; 

A  man  of  sorrows,  |  and  ac-  |  quamted  •  with  |  grief: 

2  And  we  hid  as  it  were  our  |  fiEU^es  |  from  him ; 

He  was  despised,  and  |  we  es-  |  teemed  •  him  |  not. 

8  Surely  he  hath  borne  our  griefs,  and  |  carried  •  our  I  sorrows : 

Yet  we  did  esteem  him  stricken,  |  smitten  •  of  |  God,  •  and  af«  |  flicted. 

4  But  he  was  wounded  for  |  our  trans- 1  gressions, 

He  was  I  bruised  •  for  |  our  in-  |  iquities; 

5  The  chastisement  of  our  peace  |  was  up-  I  on  him ; 

And  with  |  his  stripes  ]  we  are  |  healed. 

6  All  we  like  sheep  have  |  cone  a-  |  stray ; 

We  have  turned  every  |  one  to  |  his  own  |  way; 

7  And  the  Lord  hath  |  laid  on  |  hun 

The  in-  |  iqui  •  ty  |  of  us  |  all. 

8  When  thou  shalt  make  his  soul  an  |  offering  •  for  I  sio. 

He  shall  see  his  seed,  he  |  shall  pro-  |  long  his  |  aays, 

0  And  the  pleasure  of  the  Lord  shall  prosper  I  in  his  |  hand. 

He  ahaU  see  of  the  travail  of  his  soul,  ana  |  shall  be  |  satis- 1  fledt 
B 
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Selection,  No.  52.  Lun  i.  es-fs, 

1  Blessed  be  tho  Lord  |  God  of  |  Israel ; 

For  he  hath  visited  and  re- 1  deem  -  ed  |  his  —  |  peoplci 

2  And  hath  raised  up  an  horn  of  sal-  J  ration  |  for  us 

In  the  I  house  •  of  his  |  servant  |  David ; 

3  As  he  spake  by  the  mouth  of  his  |  holv  |  prophets. 

Which  have  been  |  since  the  |  world  be-  |  gan : 

4  That  we  should  be  saved  |  from  our  j  enemies. 

And  from  the  hand  of  |  all  that  |  hate  —  |  us; 

5  To  perform  the  mercy  promised  to  our  fathers,  and  to  remember  his  |  holy  |  covenant; 

The  oath  which  he  sware  to  our  |  &ther  |  Abra- 1  ham, 

6  That  he  would  grant  unto  us,  that  we,  being  delivered  out  of  the  |  hand  of  •  oar  | 

enemies, 
Might  serve  |  him  with-  |  out —  |  fear. 

7  In  holiness  and  righteousness  be-  |  fore  —  |  him, 

All  the  I  days  of  |  our —  |  life. 

Selection,  No.  53.         From  BByBLAnoN  XY.  &  T. 

1  Holy,  holy,  holy.  Lord  |  God  al-  |  mighty. 

Which  was,  and  |  is,  and  |  is  to  |  come. 

2  Thou  art  worthy,  O  Lord,  to  receive  glory,  and  I  honor  •  and  |  power ; 

For  thou  hast  created  all  things,  and  for  thy  pleasure  they  |  are  and  |  were  ere- 1 
ated. 

3  Worthy  is  the  Lamb  |  that  was  |  slain. 

To  receive  power,  and  riches,  and  wisdom,  and  strength,  and  |  honor,  •  and  | 
glory,  •  and  |  blessing. 

4  Blessikg,  and  honor,  and  |  glory,  •  and  |  power. 

Be  unto  him  that  sitteth  upon  the  throne,  and  unto  the  |  Lamb  for  (  ever  •  and  | 
ever. 


Te  Deum  Laudamus.* 


Selection,  No.  54. 

1  WBpraise  |  thee,  0  |  God : 

We  acknowledge  |  thee  to  |  be  the  |  Lord. 

2  All  the  earth  doth  |  worship  |  thee, 

The  I  Father  |  ever-  |  lasting. 

3  To  thee  all  angels  I  cry  a-  |  loud. 

The  heavens,  and  |  all  the  |  powers  there-  |  in. 

IIP  have  b^en  toHU^n  by  Ambrote  qf3tilat^  at  the  bapiUm  <ffAuguttk^  o^oiit  A.D.Ztk 


NEW  SABBATH  HYMN  AND  TUNE  BOOK. 
CHANT.    N0.X3DCVL 


457 


4  To  thee  |  cherabim,  •  and  I  Beraphim^ 

Con-  I  tina  -  al-  |  iy  do  |  cry, 

5  Holy,  I  holy,  |  holy, 

Lord  I  Ood  of  |  Saba-  |  oth; 

6  Heaven  and  |  earth  are  |  full 

Of  the  I  majes  -  ty  |  of  thy  |  glory. 

1  The  glorious  company  of  the  apostles  I  praise —  |  thee. 

The  goodly  fellowship  of  the  |  propnets  |  praise  —  |  thee. 

8  The  noble  army  of  martyrs  |  praise  —  |  thoc. 

The  holy  church  throughout  all  the  world  |  doth  ac-  |  knowledge 

9  The  Father,  of  an.  |  infi  •  nite  I  majesty ; 

Thine  adorable,  |  true  and  |  only  |  Son ; 

Ghost, 
fort [ 


thee^ 


er. 


10  Also  the  I  Holy 

The  I  Com  — 

11  Thou  art  the 

Thou  art  the 

12  Wlien  thou  tookest  upon  thee  to  do-  I  liver  | 

Thou  didst  humble  thyself  to  be  |  born  — 


King  of  I  glory,  O  |  Christ, 

he  everlasting  |  Son  •  of  the  |  Fa-  —  |  ther. 


man, 
|ofa 


virgin. 


13  When  thou  hadst  overcome  the  |  sharpness  •  of  |  death, 

Thou  didst  open  the  kingdom  of  |  heaven  to  |  all  be-  |  lievera. 

14  Thou  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  God,  in  the  glorv  |  of  the  |  Fathen 

We  believe  that  thou  shalt  |  come  to  |  be  our  f  judge. 

16  We  therefore  pray  thee,  |  help  thy  |  8er\ant8, 

Whom  thou  hast  redeemed  |  with  thy  |  precious  |  blood. 

16  Make  them  to  be  numbered  |  with  thy  |  saints, 

In  I  glory  |  ever-  |  lasting. 

17  O  Lord,  save  thy  people,  and  |  bless  thine  |  heritage ; 

Govern  them  and  |  lift  them  |  up  for  |  ever. 

18  Day  by  day  we  |  magni  -  fy  |  thee; 

And  we  worship  thy  name  ever,  |  world  with  |  out —  |  end. 

19  Vouchsafe,  0  Lord,  to  keep  us  this  day  |  without  |  sin ; 

O  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  us,  have  \  mer  -  cy  up-  [  on-^-  ( 11% 

20  O  Lord,  let  thy  mercy  be  up-  |  on—  |  us, 

As  our  I  trust —  |  is  in  [thee. 

21  O  Lord,  in  thee  |  have  I  |  trusted;  ^ 

Let  me  |  never  |  be  con-  |  founded. 
B  . 
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CHANT.    No.  XXXVm.        (For  5th,  6th,  1th,  and  Sth  verses.) 
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Gloeia  IK  Exonsi.* 


Selection,  No.  55. 


1  Glort  be  to  I  God  on  |  high, 

And  on  earth  |  peace,  good  |  will  towards  |  men. 

2  We  praise  thee,  wo  bless  thee,  we  |  worship  |  thee. 

We  glorify  thee,  we  give  thanks  to  |  thee,  for  |  thy  great  |  glory, 

8  O  Lord  God,  J  heavenly  |  King, 

God  the  I  Father  |  Al |  mighty. 

4  O  Lord,  the  only  begotten  Son,  |  Jesus  |  Christ, 

O  Lord  God,  Lamb  of  God,  |  Son—  |  of  the  |  Father, 

5  That  takest  away  the  |  sins  •  of  the  |  world, 

Have  I  mer  •  cy  up-  |  on  —  |  us. 

6  Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins  •  of  the  |  world, 

Have  I  mer  -  cy  np-  |  on  —  |  us. 

7  Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins  •  of  the  |  world, 

Re-  I  ceive —  |  our —  |  prayer. 

8  Thou  that  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  |  God  the  |  Father, 

Have  I  mer  -  cy  up-  |  on  —  |  us. 

9  For  thou  |  only  art  I  holy ; 

ITiou  I  only  ]  art  tne  |  Lord ; 

10  Thou  only,  O  Christ,  with  the  |  Holy  I  Ghost, 

Art  most  high  in  the  glory  of  God  tne  |  Father.  |  A-  —  |  men. 


Selection,  No.  56. 

1  Glort  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  to  the  |  Son, 

And  I  to  the  I  Holy  |  Ghost; 

2  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  *  shall  |  be, 

World  I  without  |  end.    A-  |  men. 


GU^biaPatrl* 


•  A§erib6d  to  TOuphtn-ut,  BUhop  of  Rom^,  A.  D,  1984101 
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Selection,  No.  57. 

;  Matt  6:  9-18. 

1  OuB  Father  who  |  art  in  |  heaven, 
Hallowed  |  be  —  |  thy  —  |  name ; 

. .  2  Thy  I  kiDgdom  |  come. 

Thy  will  be  done  in  earth  |  as  it  |  is  in  |  heaven. 

8  Give  ns  this  day  onr  |  daily  |  bread ; 

And  forgive  us  our  debts,  as  |  we  for-  j  give  onr  |  debtors; 

4  And  lead  us  not  |  into  •  temp-  |  tation. 

But  de-  I  liv  -  er  |  us  from  |  ev-il ; 

5  For  thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  |  power,  and  the  |  gloiy, 

For  I  ever,  |  A |  men. 

B 


Tbs  Lord's  Prater. 
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BRATTLE  STREET.    C.  M.  D. 


I       .    j  While  theo     I    Beck,   pro -tect-inff  Power  1  Be    mj  vain  wisb-es       stilled; 

I   And  may    this  con  -  bc  -  crat-ed   hour      [Omit ]      Witl 
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Thy  mer  -  cy  o'er     my   life   has  flowed ;  That  mer  -  cy 
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JTaUtwil  Devotion, 


1  Whilb  thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power! 

6e  my  vain  wishes  stilled ; 
And  may  this  consecrated  hour 
With  better  hopes  be  filled ! 

2  Thy  love  the  power  of  thought  bestowed ; 

To  thee  my  thoughts  would  soar : 
Thy  mercy  o  er  my  life  has  flowed ; 
That  mercy  I  adore. 

3  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  I  see ! 
Each  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear, 

Because  conferred  by  thee. 
B 


In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 

In  every  pain  I  bear. 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise, 

Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

When  cladness  wings  my  fieivored  honr, 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  riiall  fill ; 
Resigned,  when  storms  of  sorrow  lower, 

My  soul  shall  meet  thy  will. 
My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear, 

The  gathering  storm  shall  see ; 
My  ste^fast  heart  shall  know  no  fear; 

That  heart  will  rest  on  thee. 
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Al  -  might -y     hand. 

I 


119. 

1  The  spacious  firmament  on  hifi^h, 
With  all  the  bine  ctherial  sky. 

And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame, 
Their  great  Original  proclaim. 

2  Th'  unwearied  sun,  from  da^  to  day, 
Does  his  Creator's  power  display, 
And  publishes  to  every  land 

The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand. 

8  Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale. 
And  nightly  to  tho  listening  earth 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth ; 


*  Th€  hand  that  made  U9  U  Divine.** 


4  While  all  the  stars  that  round  her  burn. 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn. 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll. 

And  spread  tho  truth  from  pole  to  polo. 

5  What  though,  in  solemn  silence  all. 
Move  round  this  dark,  terrestrial  ball  ? 
What  though  no  real  Toice  nor  sound 
Amid  their  radiant  orbs  bo  found! 

6  In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice ;, 

For  eVCT  «\Tl\gLTV\£^^  «&  ^«^  ^vcv^         ^ 
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431. 

1  Awake,  my  Boni,  to  joyful  lays, 

And  sing  the  great  Redeemer's  praise ; 
He  justly  claims  a  song  from  me  : 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  free  ! 

2  He  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall, 

Yet  loved  me,  notwithstanding  all ; 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate : 
His  loving-kindness,  oh«  Iiow  great ! 

3  Tliough  numerous  hosts  of  mighty  foes. 
Though  earth  and  hell  ray  way  oppose. 
Ho  safely  leads  my  soul  along : 

His  loving  kindness,  ob,  how  strong  1 


•  nu  LovinQ'kindn€9»r 


When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  clond, 
Has  gathered  thick  and  thundered  loo 
He  near  my  soul  hath  always  stood: 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  good! 

Soon  shall  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale ; 
Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  must  fkil : 
Oh,  may  mv  last  expiring  breath 
His  loving-kindnesa  sing  la  death ! 

Then  let  mo  mount  and  soar  away 
To  the  bright  world  of  endless  day  ; 
And  sing,  with  rapture  and  snrprise, 
His  loving-kindness  in  iho  skies ! 


PALESTINE.    L.  M.    6  lines. 


jM^Wf^^^TOf!'''  i''ii''tfy,>i  ifi^ 


1   Peaee,  troubled  80ul,who8e  plaintive  moan  Hath  taught  each  scene  the  notes      of      woe ; 

JL    J.  JTV, 
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Bars  for -get   to     flow: 


Cease  thy  complaint,  suppress  thy    groan,  And   let 

^J.,r.j  l.rJ  J-    ■    ^  -^ 


m. 
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thy   tears  for -get   to 


i 
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Ig 
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found,     To    luU 

J..       J.  ^. 


Be -hold,  the     pre-cioos  balm  is 


^\  {'  rC  If 


fe 


thy    pain,  to  heal  thy  wound. 


i 


1 


E 


± 


^ 


^ 


**  Come  unto  Jr«,  aS  y«  thai  labor** 


511. 

1  Peace,  troubled  soul,  whoso  plaiutivc 
moan 
Hath  taught  each  scene  the  notes  of  woo ; 
Cease  thy  complaint,  suppress  thy  groan. 
And  let  thy  tears  forget  to  flow  : 
Behold,  the  precious  oalm  is  found, 
To  lull  thy  pain,  to  heal  thy  wound. 

REO.    CM. 


Come,  freely  come,  by  sin  oppressed ; 

On  Jesus  cast  thy  weighty  load  ; 

In  him  thy  refuge  find,  thy  rest, 

Safe  in  the  mercy  of  thy  God  : 

Thy     God's     thy     Saviour  —  glorious 

word! 
Ohy  hear,  believe,  and  bless  the  Lord ! 


^^ff^^^FW 


r  r  r  -i-'c  r  r  r 

1.  With  joy  wo  med  •  i  -  tate  the  grace 


Of    our   EGgh  Priest  a  -  bove : 


J: 


m^r\'^''^rrt\^r^rt^ 


His  heart  is 


^ 


'^^^^^^^m 


r 

ten-demess — It  melts  with  pityinir  love. 


made  of  tcn-dcmess,  His  heart  is  made  of 


^ 


F^H^g  c  rwt; |[ '  ^1^  cTlfflc^l 


r 


4  He'll  never  quench  the  smoking  flax, 
But  raise  it  to  a  fiame ; 
The  bruised  reed  he  never  breaks. 
Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 


4:Zi  4:«  **  In  aU  poinU  tempted  Ukeaewe  are: 

2  Touched  with  a  sympathy  within. 
Ho  knows  our  feeble  frame ; 
He  knows  what  sore  temptations  mean. 
For  he  hath  felt  the  same. 


3  He,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh, 
Poured  out  his  cries  and  tears ; 
And,  in  bis  measure,  feels  n fresh 
What  every  member  bears. 


5  Then  let  our  humble  faiUi  address 
His  mor^^^his  power ; 

^         lui  vet. 
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,^iiJAfl^r\.^-^\))\\^\JJf\frflffT^ 


1.  1  would  not  live  alwaj:  1   ask  not  to   stay  Where  storm  after  storm  lises  dark  o*er  the  inr: 


The  few  lurid  momiiigs  that  dawn  on  us  hero  Are  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for  its  che«r. 


^ 


rnr^rirrf  ircril 


i 


lg- 


^^^F^ 


F^ 


rf"  c'  Tgri 


1176. 


*  7  would  not  live  aiway."— Job  T :  18. 


1  I  WOULD  not  live  alway :  I  ask  not  to  stay 
"Whore  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  tne  way ; 
The  few  lurid  mornings  that  dawn  on  ns  here 

Are  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for  its  cheer. 

2  I  would  not  live  alway :  no,  welcome  the  tomb ! 
Since  Jesus  hath  lain  there,  I  dread  not  its  gloom ; 
There  ^wcet  be  my  rest,  till  he  bid  me  arise 

To  hail  him  in  triumph  descending  the  skies. 

B  Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his  God, 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  tbat  blissful  abode, 
Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the  bright  pUungp 
And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns. 

4  Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet, 
Their  Saviour  and  brethren  transported  to  greet; 
While  the  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly  roll, 
And  the  smile  of  the  Loi^  is  the  feast  of  the  soul ! 

BENEVENTO.    7s.    Double. 


T: 


t 


^^ 


;  ^  rj m  m  m  m  -^ 


F^ 


1.  Wliile  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun  Hasted  thro'  the  former  year,  Many  souls  their  race  have  ran. 

D.  8.  We  a  lit -tie    longer  wait 


i  .1  .1  .i.^-J  i  ■■^^^^>-^"'-.y 
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mm. 
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Never  more  to  meet  us  here :    Fixed  in  an  e  -  ter  -  nal  state,  They  have  done  with  all  below ; 
But  how  lit-tle,  none  can  know. 


^^^^^ 


jjjj.  j.j;  J 
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*^  Spared  to 

\\  While  with  ceaseless  coarse  the  sua 
!:         Hasted  through  the  former  year, 
Many  souls  their  race  have  run, 
Never  more  to  meet  us  here : 
Fixed  in  an  eternal  state, 

They  have  done  with  all  below ; 
We  a  little  longer  wait, 

But  how  little,  none  can  know. 

2  As  the  winged  arrow  flies 

Speedily  the  mark  to  find, — 
As  the  lightning  from  the  skies 

Darts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind,— 


see  another  year,^ 

Swiftly  thus  onr  fleeting  days 
Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  stream  : 

Upward,  Lord,  our  spirits  raise ! 
All  below  is  but  a  dream. 

Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive, 

Pardon  of  our  sins  renew ; 
Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live, 

With  eternity  in  view ; 
Bless  thy  word  to  young  and  old ; 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love ; 
When  our  life's  short  tale  is  told. 

May  we  dwell  with  thee  above. 


MORNING  STAR.    7s.    Double. 


ifVj^'v'/A"v-"v'^r7M:V^V^'^'^ 


1.  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night,  What  its  Bigne  of  promise  are.    Traveler,  o*er  yon  mountaia'» 
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J-J-i 


1  1.  1 
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g*         \ 


^ga 
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'  "  '  'light  of 
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height,    Seo  that  glo  -  ry-beam-ing  star  t  2.  WatcbimiD,  doos  its  beaateous  ray 


J- 


:d=A: 
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ore  -  tell  ?    Traveler,  yes :  it  brineB  the  day,   Promised  day  of  Is  -  ra  -  el. 


]oj    or  hope  fore  -  tell  ? 


Traveler,  yes ;  it  brings  the  day,   Promised  day 

j_jl  A.    \  A  A 


^r^i;:ii;/i/;;ii.ii;i.ir^i^;ii^ 


276. 

1  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night. 

What  its  signs  of  promise  arc. 
Traveler,  o'er  yon  mountain's  height. 
See  that  glory-beaming  star ! 

2  Watchman,  does  its  beauteous  ray 

Aught  of  joy  or  hope  foretell  ? 
Traveler,  yes :  it  brings  the  day, 
Promised  day  of  Israel. 

3  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night : 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. 
Traveler^  blessedness  and  light, 
Teace  nnd  troth,  ita  coarse  portends. 


•*  Watchman,  what  of  the  night  T'— Isaiah  21 :  11. 


4  Watchman,  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth  ?' 
Traveler,  ages  are  its  own  : 

See !  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth  I 

5  Watchman,  tell  us  of  the  night, 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn.. 
Traveler,  darkness  takes  its  flight. 
Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 

6  Watchman,  let  thy  wanderingiy 

Hie  thee  to  thy  qniet  ho 
Traveler^  lo  I  the  Prlnei^  of ' 
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I.  Around  the  thruuc  of  Gud  iu  heaveoThouBaDds  of  children  Btand, — Children,who8e  una  BrealIfoq;nft 
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A     Eo-ly,  hap-py    band.    Singing  glo-ry,        glo-ry,         Glo-ry  be  to     Ood  oa  lugb. 


^ 


^^ 


^^ 
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Rlo-ry. 
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Glo-ry  be  to     Ood  oa  laA, 

2.21:^  A  ^  J, 


g-f4^^irrii^'^^girrU 
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1  Around  tbo  throne  of  God  in  heaven 

Thousands  of  children  stand, — 
Children,  whose  sins  are  all  forgiveD| 
A  holy,  happy  band. 

Singing  glory,  &c. 

2  What    brought    them    to    that  world 

above, 
Tliat  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 
Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  ? 
How  came  those  children  there  f 
Singing  glory,  &c. 


SELVIN.    S.M. 


*  0/  such  U  the  kingdom  ttf  A«ar«n.* 


3  Because  the  Saviour  shed  his  blood 

To  wash  away  their  sin  ; 
Bathed  in  that  pure  and  precions  flood. 
Behold  them  white  and  clean. 
Singing  glory,  dec. 

4  On  earth   tlicy  sought  their  Saviooi^!' 

grace, 
On  eaitli  they  loved  his  name : 
So  now  they  see  his  blessed  face, 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb. 
Singing  glorv,  <fec. 
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1 .  If  through  unruffl  ed  seas  Toward  heave 
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1.  If  through 
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'oward  heaven  we  calmly  sail,  With  grateful  hearts,  O  God,  to  tbce. 
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We^ll  own  the  fostering  gale ;  With  grateful  hearts,  O  God,  to  thee,  We'll  own  the  foetering  gale. 
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2  But  should  the  surges  rise, 
And  rest  delay  to  come, 
Bifig^bc  the  sorrow,  kind  the  storm, 
" '  I  drives  us  nearer  home, 
oar  doubts  and  fcar^ 
io  thy  control; 
B 


Living  hy  Faith  only. 

Thy  tender  mercies  shall  illuma 
The  midnight  of  the  souL 
4  Teach  us,  in  every  state. 

To  make  thy  will  our  own ; 
Awd^  NvVv<iw  the  ioys  of  sense  depart, 
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WORSHIP    OF    GOD.— (htmns  1-95.) 

Worship  in  General.— (hym^'s  1-42.) 

81  All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell ....2^  Old  Hundredth IT 

83  Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne thtU  Strtet,  Park  Stre$t &3 

86  Bejoyfulin  God,  all  ye  lands  of  the  earth Ord, 79 

86  Come,8oand  his  praise  abroad Brighton^  Dover,  Silver  SiresL..  8T4 

19  Far  as  thy  name  is  known Kane,  Badea,  Golden  HUl 50 

21  Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  begone Hebron,  Malvern 43 

fi  For  thee,  O  God,  our  constant  praise, Pileegrove,  Berne, 819 

10  Forth  from  the  dark  and  stormy  sky.... Ly£e,  SUmefield liT 

29  Glad  was  my  heart  to  hear Bremen,  8L  Thomae, 33 

15  Great  God,  attend,  while  Zion  sings Park  Street,  Duke  Street 63 

7  Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord Winfield,  Roe^field. <l 

S2  How  charming  is  the  place. Field,  Olmutz,  Laban H 

27  How  did  my  heart  r^oice  to  hear Laneing,  Stephene. 9S 

13  How  lovely  are  thy  dwellings  fair. Ohrietmae  {Handle),  do.  iOld)..  18 

26  How  pleased  and  blest  was  I Daleton 46 

14  How  pleasant,  how  divinely  fair Park  Street,  Duke  Street « 

42  Jesus,  where'er  thy  people  meet Lyte,  Hamburg S9S 

40  Let  all  the  lands,  with  shouts  of  joy Laneing,  Stephene 96 

8  Lo,  God  is  here  I— let  us  adore Stonefield,  Lyte 146 

0  Lord,  in  the  temples  of  thy  grace. Anvern,  Federal  Street 888 

16  Lord  of  the  worlds  above SwUne,  ZebuUm Ill 

6  My  God,  accept  my  early  vows  AU  Sainte,  Berry. 27T 

17  O  God  of  hosts,  the  mighty  Lord Holbein,  Abridge 69 

80  Oh,  haUowed  is  the  land  and  blest Dtike  Street,  Park  Street 53 

28  Oh!  'twas  a  joyful  sound  to  hear MaiUland,  Leon 142 

1  Our  Father,  God,  who  ar4;  in  heaven JHermon,  Phuvah 393 

6  Our  Father,  in  heaven fiaUe 323 

2  Our  heavenly  Father,  hear Durer,  Seir,  Boyieton 176 

89  Praise  ye  Jehovah's  name Norman,  America 406 

88  Sing  to  the  Lord,  Jehovah's  name Lcmeing,  New  York  Tune 7i 

25  Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang Ivee,  White 283 

11  Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King ,Grooe,  Roekingham S6 

12  Sweet  is  the  work,  O  Lord Field,  Olmutz,  Laban 22 

24  Sweet  the  time,  exceeding  sweet  I Aeton,  Morning 387 

20  The  Lord  of  glory  is  my  light Alpheus,  Dedham 38 

23  This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made. Howard,  Chrietmae  iHandere)..  34 

41  When  as  returns  this  solemn  day SL  Martine,  Windeor. 274 

4  While  thee  I  seek,  protecting  Power .  IBrattle  StreH,  p.  460.].Bl/rd,  Eran 370 

18  Withjoy  we  hail  the  sacred  day. Alpheu*,  Dedham     88 

62  With  one  consent  let  all  the  earth The  Old  Hundredth. 17 

87  Unto  the  Lord,  unto  the  Lord "Duke  Street,  Park  Street 53 

84  Ye  nations  round  the  earth,  rejoice The  Old  Hundredth IT 

liioming  "Worship.— {hymns  43-6I.) 

67  Again  the  day  returns  of  holy  rest Savannah 227 

60  Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light Howard,  Chrietmae  (HandtVe)..  34 

CI  Another  six  days'  work  is  done Retreat,  Minion 238 

48  Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun Migdoi,  TaUis'e  Evening  Hjimn.  49 

63  Awake,  ye  saints,  awake Murrwj,  Lenoz 24 

63  Blest  morning  I  whosj  young  dawning  rays Palmer,  St.  Martine 44 

44  Early,  ray  God !  without  delay Laneeboro\  Hardy 54 

45  Great  God  !  indulge  my  humble  claim Hebron,  Malvern. 42 

61  In  sleep's  serene  oblivion  laid Federal  Street,  Anvem 339 

60  Jesus,  Sun  of  righteousness. ,, Cave 269 

43  Lord,  in  the  morning  thou  Shalt  hear Alpheus,  Dfdham 38 

46  OChrist,  with  each  rcturningmom Seaeone,  Ernan, 116 

62  O  God,  my  heart  is  fully  bent Chrietmae  {Old),  do.  {HandeTe).  19 

65    Safely  thro' another  w.vk Sabbath,  Roeefield 136 

5C  TAe  festei  morn,  my  God,  is  come. '^^Ul^^I^ ^ 

49  TTe /m  our  benrts  to  thee. j^^^fcBto^  !*«»»». *ft. 

5i  We/como,  delightful  room 

63    Welcome,  Bweei  day  of  T9BX '. 

47    HTbdikstrauDli^  from  the  eMterniklM. 
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73  Dread  Sovereign  I  let  my  evening  fong Downa^Slim 803 

63  Father  of  love  and  poirer TtaUan  Hymn^  2^orman 144 

V   Frequent  the  day  of  God  retoma Dundee^  Naomi. 807 

65  Glory  to  thee,  my  God,  thia  night *MigdoU  7bJU^9  Btfening  Ht/mn^  49 

66  GreatGodI  to  thee  my  evening  song Emarij  Seaaona 114 

64  I  love  to  steal,  awhile,  away OUOy  Woodstock. 214 

67  Lord,  thou  wilt  hear  me  when  I  pray Henwm^  Phuvah 858 

74  Mllliona  within  thy  courts  have  met G'rova,  Rockingham. SO 

62   My  God,  how  endless  la  thy  love  I Hebrm^  Windham. S41 

69  Savionr,  breathe  an  evening  blessing Anley,  SieHy. 284 

7G    Sofllyfades  the  twUlght ray -..Onland^  Seymour 209 

65  Sunofmysoull  thon  Saviour  dear. Hebron,  Malvern 49 

75  Sweet  is  the  light  of  Sabbath  eve MinUm,  Betreat 289 

72    Thou  seest  my  feebleness In9emeM,^ifis8bury,BoyUton..  840 

70  Through  the  day  thy  love  has  spared  us. HanoeU 892 

71  Thus  fiar  the  Lord  has  led  me  on Hebron,  Jfaloem.,,., 43 

Dpening  of  Worship.— (hymns  78-85 ) 

80  Again  our  earthly  cares  we  leave Hermon,  Phuvah 358 

79    God  in  his  temple  let  us  meet Federal  Street,  RotedaU 876 

82  now  sweet  to  leave  the  world  awhile Federal  Street,  RimdaU. 870 

84  Kindred  in  Christ,  for  his  dear  sake Anoemf  Federal  Street 381 

78    O  thou  that  hearest  prayer. Betheeda,  Zehulon 278 

83  Oh,  come,  load  anthems  let  us  sing HuU,  Rockingham. 70 

85  Stealing  from  the  world  awhile Aeton,  Morning 3$7 

81  To  thy  temple  I  repair Hendon,  N-wrernburg 28 

Closing  ofWorship.— (irnncs  86-89.) 

89    Come,  dearest  Lord  I  descend  and  dwell Lyte^  Haimburg. 292 

8T    Dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing.  Lord Migdol,  TaUit^e  Evening  Hymn.  4D 

83    Keep  us.  Lord,  oh,  keep  as  ever Atvan,  Hamden. 204 

86  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing. Alvan,  Bavaria. 40T 

Benedictions.— (htmn-s  90-96.) 

01    May  the  grace  of  Christ,  the  Saviour Greenville,  Jaynee 863 

93    Now  may  he,  who  flrom  the  dead Aeton,  Morning 387 

04    Now  may  the  God  of  peace  and  love *CMmee,  Peterboro" 3S0 

90    Now  may  the  Ix)rd,  our  Shepherd,  lead The  Old  Hundredth,  Duke  Street.  82 

92    Peace  be  to  this  sacred  dwelling ^'Nettleton,  Barttmeue 172 

95    The  God  ofpeace,  who  from  the  dead Siloamt  I^terboro'' 182 


BEING,  ATTRIBUTES,  AND  WORKS  OP  GOD.— (hymns  9G-242.) 
General  Prayer  and  Praise  to  God.— (hymns  96-ii6.) 

104  All  ye  nations,  praise  the  Lord WinJUld,Nur&nburg^AUxm....    160 

114  Angels,  assist  to  sing Murruy,Lenoa 24 

lOO  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God The  Old  Hundredth,  HuU. 80 

110  Begin,  my  soul,  th*  exalted  Uy jOangea <T 

109  Come,  let  our  v5ices  join  to  raise Migdol,  TaXUe'e  Evening  Hymn,      48 

103  From  all  that  dweU  below  the  skies The  Old  Hundredth,  Hull 80 

98  Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord Winfleld,  Roeefteld «6 

107  Let  all  the  earth  their  voices  raise yaehville,  Neveourt 69 

112  Loud  haUeliUahs  to  the  Lord Rockingham,  Orove 65 

97  O  holy,  holy  Lord Haddam,  Fleet  Street 41 

115  Oh,  worship  the  King,  aU  glorious  ahove. l^fona 58 

105  Praise,  oh,  praise  the  Name  divine WinJUld,yuremburg,  Atbon....    160 

108  Praise  the  Lord,  his  glories  show. Wamot,Eltham IW 

106  Praise  to  God  on  high  be  given Roaefteld,  HaUe 372 

99  Praise  to  thee,  thou  great  Creator Harwell,  Greenville 84 

111  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  my  heart  shaU  join Migdol,  TaOitre  Evening  Hymn.      48 

113  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord. Ldban,  WnUohman,  Rayner 107 

116  The  God  of  Abraham,  praise Nod '^ 

96  Thee  we  adore,  eternal  Lord TKAOUTLuxATtdSaw^BNOa.. ^ 

102  Thy  name,  almighty  Lord 8i.TWwM»^lSst«^«^' 

20t  TTorehip,  honor,  glory,  blessing |S«U3UUiivBat\*i«M»ft 
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Being  and  Natural  Attributes  of  Gkxi.— (hymns  in,  133-146.)  * 

HTMH  TnntS.  PACK 

138  Beyond,  beyond  that  bonndless  sea Etim,  Clarendon e$i 

1 4 1  Ood  ia  a  Spiri t,  j ust  and  wise Siloatn^  Peterboro* is* 

13T  God  of  almighty  pover Badea,  Kane^  GoldenHiU. 51 

142  GrcatGodl  how  infinite  art  thou St.  MarHna^  Windsor 274 

136  In  all  my  vaat  concenw  with  thee JSL  Martins,  Windsor T.i 

IIT  I  sing  of  God,— the  world  he  made Gretna,  Ariel t\ 

139  Jehovah,  GodI  thy  gracious  power. Holbein,  Abridge c> 

146  Jehovah  reigna  I    He  dweUs  in  light HtM,  The  Old  Hitndredth Si 

134  Lord,  thou  haat  searched  and  Been  me  thro* Windham,  Hebron S4> 

136  Lord,  where  ahall  gnilty  souls  retire Dundee,  Naomi sot 

140  O  Lord,  how  fall  of  sweet  content ^Anvem,  Federal  Street SSS 

146  Our  God,  oar  help  in  ages  past Canterbury,  Windsor 290 

133  The  Lord,  the  God  of  glory  reigns Ucsbridge,  Wimbome % 

143  Tlirough  endless  years  thou  art  the  same Dundee,  ThOlis 7e 

144  Through  every  age,  eternal  God **UlmtHamibwrg, 357 

Moral  Attributes  of  God.— (hymns  147-18I.) 

160    Amid  the  splendors  of  thy  state Alpheus,  MdrUno 1?4 

178  Begin,  my  tongue,  some  heavenly  themo Wayne,  Melodtj. r.6 

159  Bless,  O  my  soul  I  thollvlngGod Erfurt,  Park  StreeL '* 

153  Eternal  Power  I  almighty  God Abridge,  Holbein «^ 

164  Give  thanks  to  God;  he  reigns  above Migdol,  TaXUds  Evening  Hymu,  4S 

1C3  Give  thanks  to  God  mosthlgh Haddam,  Fleet  Street ,41 

166  Give  to  our  God  immortal  praise Grove,  Rockingham G4 

151    Godislove;  his  mercy  brightens. KeiMn,  Jaynes IX! 

173  Uallelujahl  raise,  oh,  raise Hendon,  Nuremburg SS 

167  High  In  the  heavens,  eternal  God Migdol,  TdHis^s  Etenii  g  Hi  mn.  4? 

156  Holy  and  reverend  is  the  name. Dundee,  Naomi VH 

180  How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  tli  j  Lord Portuguese  Hymn,  Goshen 37o 

149  I  can  not  always  trace  the  way Unwin Sfi 

163  I'll  bless  the  Lord,  1 11  bless  the  Lord Lansing,  New  York  Tune. 75 

156  Jehovah  reigns :  let  all  the  earth HuU,  Roekinghetm T^> 

177  Let  all  the  Just,  to  God  with  joy New  York  Tune,  Lansing. 72 

164  Lord,  1  will  bless  thee  all  my  days Anoem,  Federal  Street 385 

17*2  My  God,  how  wonderful  thou  art Phuvah,  Herman SS) 

160  My  soul,  inspired  with  sacred  love 7^is*s  Evening  Hymn,  Ji^fdcl,  4tk 

161  My  soul,  repeat  bis  praise Shirland,  Thatcher 33& 

165  Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  song Erfurt,  Park  Street T3 

163  Oh,  for  a  shout  of  Joy Fleet  Street,  Zebulon C' 

171  O  Lord,  our  heavenly  King Olmtiti,  Iowa,  Kane ^ 

167  Oh,  praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  good Christmas  (old),  do.  iHandeVa)..  !• 

IS  I  Oh,  render  thanlcs  to  God  above Uzbridge,  Winibome SJ 

170  O  thou,  to  whom  all  creatures  bow Palmer,  St.  Martins *4 

179  Praise,  everlasting  praise  bo  paid Rockingham,  Grove ^ 

147  Sweet  Is  the  mem*ry  of  thy  grace Abridge,  Holbein O 

163  TheLordI  how  wondrous  aro  bis  ways Malvern,  Hebron 4S 

163  The  pity  of  the  Lord Durer,  Seir,  BoyUton l'^ 

176  The  promises  I  sing Stow,  Zebulon 15> 

143  Thy  goodness.  Lord,  our  soula  confess New  York  Tune,  Lansing. TS 

174  Up  to  the  Lord  who  reigns  ou  high Federal  Street,  Anoem ^^ 

175  What  secret  place,  what  distant  star HttU,  The  Old  Hundredth 21 

169    When  God  revealed  his  glorious  name Otto,  Woodstock S14 

Wisdom,  Incomprehensibleness,  and  Majesty  of  God.— (hymns  182-iol) 

183    Awake,  my  tongue,  thy  tribute  bring Erfulrt^  Par':  Street ^= 

190  EtemalGodI  etemalKlngI losco,WelUm *'>' 

183  Eternal  wisdom  I  thee  we  praise Melody,  Wayne U' 

184  How  wondrous  great,  how  {^orloua  bright Avon,  Phuvah S3 

1S9  Jehovah  reigns ;  his  throne  16  high Duke  Street,  The  Old  Hundredth.  S3 

157  Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  God  belong HuU,  Rockingham TO 

191  The  Lord  is  great !  yo  hosts  of  heaven  adoro  him Sivan <3 

1S3    The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns Haddam,  Fleet  StreeL     4t 

136    Thy  way,  O  T^rd,  is  In  the  sea Phuvah,  Hemum 8r.9 

185  Whatfinite  power,  with  ceaseless  toll Hamburg,  Ulm , S38 

Ood,  the  Creator  and  Govemor.-<HY3txs  118-132,) 

^  129    Come,  O  my  soul,  in  sacred  Uys J%e  Old  Hundredth,  HsM 3" 

133    Give  to  the  Lord,  ye  sons  of  fame .U^^ftVl^  WemMm«» 9t 

123     Great  is  tbo  Lord  1  what  tonguo  cux  f xa.m«^ BacJdwjWriv,  Qtwe. ^ 6 
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127    Great  Ruler  of  aUnatore'B  frame Hernum^  Pkuvah 'mS 

118  I  ring  the  almighty  power  of  God LanHng,  Sttphena.....,/..,'...,      S6 

124  The  Lord  descended  from  ahove Avon,  Phuvah 80 

125  The  Lord  ia  King  I  lift  up  thy  voice /lo£Aweil,  Jfendon..... !!..]....      6T 

121  The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns DalgUm \'.,\      4Q 

130  The  Lord  our  God  in  full  of  mjght DundM,  IMis 70 

131  TheLordour  Godig  Lordofall Dundee^  Tbllia 70 

119  The  ipacious  firmament  on  high iCfpha%,  j^  401.]  •  •  ^Grove,  hzbridge ...'.  90 

132  With  reverence  let  the  sahita  appear. ^hrutiruu  (OW),  do.  {HandeVH).      1 3 

122  Where'er  through  all  hia  works  we  send ^(,  Martins^  WuuUor. 274 

120  Ye  hoata  of  heaven,  ye  mighty  ones Christnuu  {om,  do.  iuaiideiH)..  ID 

120    yetrlbesof  Adam  join ^enox,  Murray, 85 

God  the  Protector  and  Reftige.— (hymn-s  192-201.) 

10s    God  la  our  refuge  and  defcnac. Hebron,  Windham. 241 

100    God  la  our  refuge  and  our  strength ChHttmat  {Old),  do.  (HandeVs)..      18 

200  God  la  our  refuge  ever  near Monmouth 401 

102    God  is  the  refuge  of  his  saints Grove,  UdMdgB..... 90 

193  Just  are  thy  ways  and  true  thy  word. Migdol,  Hebron 163 

199  O  God,  my  Refhgc,  hear  my  cries Dundee,  Tallia 70 

195    Up  to  the  hills  I  lift  mine  eyes «... .HoVbHn,  Abride. 63 

194  Upward  Illft  mine  eyca stow,   Zebulon ir^S 

197    When  overwhelmed  with  grief. Athol,  Olmutz COS 

201  Ye  humble  Boula.  approach  your  God McAOand,  Niw  York  Tune, 210 

Providence  of  God.— ("ymn-s  202-232.) 

S13    Almighty  Father,  gracious  Lord Bvan,  Byrd 871 

213  Almlgh^  Father  of  mankind Fhuwxh,Hermon 850 

Sl.-S    Father,  I  know  that  all  ray  life Elwi,  Clarendon SS.") 

214  Father  of  mercies,  Godoflove .^rd,  N<umi 190 

207    Father!  thypatemal  care Mtrming, Aeion SSJ 

220  God,  in  the  high  and  holy  place StMartin;  TaUU 834 

201    Great  God !  let  all  my  tuneful  powers SJlngham,  Wellt, 93 

203    How  are  thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord China,  Dunfermline 813 

221  I  *]1  praise  my  Maker  with  my  breath Na»hvillt,  Newcouri 83 

223    Let  us,  with  a  gUdsome  mind St  Nicolai,  WilmoL 120 

20J    My  Maker  and  my  King Shirland,  Theon,  SL  Thomas...  130 

210    O  God  of  Bethel,  by  whoso  hand Phuvah,  Herman SCO 

2-24    Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul.  His Bremen,  SL  Thomas. 83 

223    Oh,  bless  the  Lord  my  soul.  Let Bremen,  St.  Thomas. 33 

233    Oh,  why  despond  in  life's  d*rk  vale £tfld,  Evan 870 

203    Return,  my  souU  and  sweetly  rest Wineheeter,  Bosedale 824 

281    Thank  and  praise  Jehovah's  name 8U  Nicolai,  Wilmot 120 

209  Thee  will  Ilovc,  O  God,  and  own Ptirk  Street,  Duke  Street 53 

218  The  Lord  himself,  the  mighty  Lord Bvan,  Byrd 871 

219  The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare Albee,  Federal  Street 809 

217    The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is Bonar,  St.  Michael 100 

220  The  Lord's  my  Shepherd,  I'll  not  want Dui^ermtine,  China 313 

210  Tlie  mereiea  of  my  God  and  King Bradford,  Barby W 

227    Thou,  who  dwell'st  enthroned  above '. Hendon,  Nuremburg 28 

230   ThroaghaU  the  changing  scenes  of  life 8U  Ann's,  Christmas  (Old) 178 

229  To  God,  the  mighty  Ix»rd Liseher,  Lenox IW 

232  To  heaven  Illft  my  waiting  eyes Barrow,' Warvriek. 838 

200  To  thy  pastures  fair  and  large , Onland,  Seymour. 203 

225   Up  to  the  hUls  I  lift  mine  eyes Uxbridge,  Grove. W 

211  When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God Byrd,  Evan W^ 

205   Yas,  I  will  bless  thee,  O  my  God Wayne,  HOir 3^ 

Sovereignty  and  Decrees  of  God.— (hymns  233-242.) 

233  Ere  earth's  foundations  yet  were  laid Ward,Eman,    331 

230  God  moves  In  a  mysterious  way, JLvon,  Phuvah 80 

235    Keep  silence,  aU  created  things Elim,  Downs 802 

234  Lord,  how  mysterious  are  thy  wa3rs Hamburg,  Ulm 830 

237  Lord,  my  weak  thought  in  vain  would  climb Htbron,  Windham. 241 

238  May  not  the  sovereign  Lord  on  high Imoo^Baird 103 

240    OGiftofglftsI  O  Grace  of  faith  1 'jHHU^?^ ^^' 

243    Since  all  the  varying  scenes  of  time ^^^^^^ftt ^^^ 

289    T  is  not  that  I  did  choose  thee --^ 9^ 

24)    WalliOiiv«>nl,  thy  Maker's  will - ^»SC 
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THE    GOD- MA N.— (hymns  243-446.) 
General  Adoration  of  Christ  as  QocL— (hymns  243-254.) 

HTMir  nrm,  paci 

243  BrigbtEingof  glory!  dreadful  God Ussbridge^  Wifnborne, ST 

24Q    Crown  his  head  with  endless  blessing Kelvin^  Jmjnet 1% 

2M   Ere  tho  blue  heavens  were  stretched  abroad LiMvan^  Mistionary  Chant 3fi( 

251  Go,  worship  at  lounanuers  feet Usbridge^  Wimbomi, 5? 

244  Jesus,  hail!  thoagreatlAM Toptadp^  LonUne. IM 

252  Now  be  my  heart  inspired  to  singv Ilgfnghamt  WeUs 99 

247    Oh,  for  a  thousand  tongaes  to  sing 8L  Ann%  ChrigtmoM  {old) liB 

253  Thou  hidden  Source  of  calm  repose YoakUy^OUan SIT 

240    To  God,  the  only  wise SL  Thoinas^  Bremen S 

245  To  him  who  loved  the  sools  of  nkon Phuifah^  Avon SI 

243    Wo  shig  to  thee,  thou  Son  of  God SL  Ann%  CkrittmoB  {old) m 

250    With  tran^ort,  Lord,  our  souls  proclaim Duke  Street,  Th$  Old  HvndndtK  63 

Origin  of  CJhrist's  Mission.— {hymxs  255-202, 350.) 

253    Come,  happy  souls,  approach  your  God Wayne,  Melody IK 

850    Father,  how  wide  thy  glory  shines Phuvah^Avon Si 

256  Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  praiso Antioeh,  AJw  York  l^ne, SW 

261  Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme Hendxm,  SurtmXmrg tt 

257  O  all  ye  lands,  r^iceinGod Cambridge,  Balerma »• 

269  O  Lord,  how  infinite  thy  love Palmer,SL  Martine 41 

260    O  thon  who  hast  redeemed  of  old jLithUme,  Meribah S6 

262  Plunged  in  a  gulf  of  dark  despair Antioeh,  New  York  lyme SM 

255   Raise  your  triumphant  songs Rayner,  Laban,  Watchman. ... .  1« 

Advent  of  Christ.— {hymns  263-278.) 

263  All  praise  to  thee,  eternal  Lord Eman,  Seaeone 1U 

864    Bles86d  night,  when  first  that  plain Knight W 

266  Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning FoUom. 79 

265    Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory Kelvin,  Jaynee Its 

273  Calm,  on  the  listening  ear  of  night Heber,  Wayne. 2S1 

278   Hail,  the  night,  all  hail  the  morn Nuremburg,  Hendon !9 

873    HarkI  hark!  the  notes  of  Joy Fleet  Street,  ZebuUtn 69 

274  Hark,  the  glad  sound !  the  Saviour  comes Melody,  Wayne 11T 

270  Hark,  the  herald  angels  sing Morning,  Martyn. 391 

271  Hark,  what  celestial  sounds Stoaine,  Zebulon HI 

263    Hark,  what  mean  those  holy  voices Worthing,  Ovio -t3 

277    Joy  to  the  world !  the  Lord  is  come Antioch,  New  York  Tane. 2« 

275  Not  to  condemn  the  sons  of  men Uabridge,  Qrove. 91 

267  To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  bom Aniioeh,jrew  YorkTune *» 

276  Watchman,  tell  ns  of  the  night. .  ,i3foming  Star,  p.  465] . .  .Morning,  Martyn 391 

268  While  shepherds  watched  their  flocks  by  night CAristmaf,  (Old)  Coronation. . .  •  •  ^^ 

Life  and  Example  of  Christ  on  Earth.— (h^^^^s  279-290.) 

281    Behold,  where  is  a  mortal  form Chimee,  Ptterboro* 889 

286    Did  Christ  o*er  sinners  weep Badea,  OlmuU,  Ell 281 

290    Go  to  dark  Gethscmane Horton,  Elden 1® 

888  How  beauteous  were  the  marks  divine JSioTteJUld,  Lyte, 146 

880    My  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord Eman,  Zephyr, ISI 

879    Oh,  where  is  he  that  trod  the  sea JLthene,  OrtonviUe. 132 

887    O  Lord,  our  Lord,  how  wondrous  great Chrietmae  (old),  SL  Ann'e 1T5 

284  O  Lord,  when  we  the  path  retrace Elim,  Doume 303 

889  Ride  on,  ride  oninmt^esty Sionejldd,  Lyte, 146 

285  **  See  how  he  loved  !*'— exclaimed  the  Jews .Eman,  Setuone 114 

283    The  Saviour!  what  a  noble  flame £van,  Byrd 371 

883    Whatgrace,  O  Lord,  and  beauty  shone. J*re8ton,  DenJUH 103 

Atoning  Pains  and  Death  of  Christ.— {hymns  291-322.) 

811    Anddidthe  Holy  and  the  Just Downt,EUm 906 

809    Come,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes Melody,  Wayne 117 

303    Dearestof  aU  the  names  above. Dw\fermUne,  China 31S 

310    Deep  in  our  hearts  let  us  record Ulm,  Hamburg 8S« 

821    Despisdd  is  the  Manof  grief Baird,loeeo 1« 

815   JTsther,  thy  Son  bath  died .Clo^a ill 

808    0<Mrs  holy  law,  transgressed JHwoer>Sft^  BoAwk 98 

S9T    Hark/  the  voice  of  love  and  mercar .%...%. ,  JLVoaiv,  H,o!^^^«^ ».«  1B^ 
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rmnoL                             paqb 

SIS   HmrheaTT  lithe  night MmerhUly  BadM 98 

806    Hotr  shall  the  BOOB  of  men  appear I'edertd  Street^  EotedaU S70 

817  In  the  croes  of  Christ  I  glory Bartim&M^  XeUUion, ITS 

806  In  vain  we  nek  for  peace  with  God JElim,  Clarendon 280 

814    I  thought  upon  my  sins,  andl  waa  aad Savannah 227 

818  Jesoal— harmonious  name FleetStreety  Zebulon 03 

291    Many  woes  had  Christ  endured HortonjElden 1C3 

296    Near  the  cross  our  station  taking Mara 898 

299    Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts Shirland^  Tkeon,  St.  Thonuts..,  130 

807  O  Christ,  our  eyer-bless6d  Lord jLlpheus^  Dtindee 120 

S98    O  sacred  Head,  now  wounded Canonbwry^  Goodwin 80G 
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294    There  is  a  dear  and  hallowed  spot £rooiayn^  Downs 148 
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B38  Come,  every  pious  heart Haddam,  Fleet  St 40 
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476  Now,  OOod,  thine  own  I  am ,.,JBtMefield.  StMiath 13T 
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I.  Around  the  tbruncof  God  iu  heavenThousaDds  of  children  stand, — Children^wbose  sins  areallforgirei, 
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^lo  -  r  J,         Glo-ry  be  to     God  on   lugii. 
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"  0/  9uch  U  the  kingdom  of  hMven,"^ 


1 


Around  tLo  throne  of  God  in  heaven 
Thousands  of  children  stand, — 

Children,  whose  sins  ai-o  all  forgiven, 
A  holy,  happy  band. 

Singing  glory,  &c. 

2  What    brought    them    to    that  world 
above, 
That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 
Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love? 
How  came  those  children  there  f 
Singing  gloiy,  &c. 


SELVIN.     S.M. 


8  Because  the  Saviour  shed  his  blood 
To  wash  away  their  sin  ; 
Bathed  in  that  pure  and  precious  flood, 
Behold  them  white  and  clean. 
Singing  glory,  &c. 

4  On  earth   tlicy  sought   their  Saviom^* 
grace, 
On  earth  they  loved  his  name : 
So  now  they  see  his  blessed  face, 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb. 
Singing  glory,  &c. 
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1.  If  through  unruffled  seas  Toward  heaven  we  calmly  sail,  With  grateful  hearts,  O  God,  to  Umc, 
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We'll  own  the  fostering  gale ;  With  grateful  hearts,  O  God,  to  thee,  We'll  own  the  foeterii^gale. 
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I   I  O*  Lie i Hi/  by  Faith  only, 

2  But  should  the  surges  rise, 
And  rest  delay  to  come, 
Blest  be  the  sorrow,  kind  the  storm, 
Which  drives  us  nearer  home, 
S  Soon  sbaH  our  doubts  and  fearB 
AU  yield  to  thy  control  •, 


\ 


Thy  tender  mercies  shall  illumo 
The  midnight  of  the  souL 
4  Teach  us,  in  every  state, 

To  make  thy  will  our  own ; 
kn^^  nnVv^tv  llwi  Yiya  of  sense  depart^ 
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Ob,  if  my  soqI  wen  formed  for  iroe CorlrUh^  Pretton 1 75 

Cll    Ob,  speak  that  graciouR  word  again Martyr§^  Woodstoet, 343 

681  Oh  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone Baniburg^  Ware, 213 

C23    Oh,  these  eyes,  how  dark  and  blind DidUts,  Noncieh 261 

6:4   O  thou  God,  who  heareil  prayer JSTof^  BoteJUld 246 

£05   O  thou  that  hear*Bt  when  sinners  ery Windham^  Ward 345 

693    Othou  that  wooldst  not  have MomingUm,  BoyUton 23$ 

620    Othou  whose  tender  mercy  hears Ora/ton^  Naomi 251 

608    Oh,  turn,  great  Ruler  of  the  skies Ulm,  Hamburg. 337 

600    Outof  the  depths  of  long  distress Ifaomit  Chrcifton 250 

690    Out  of  the  depths  of  woe Badea^EU,  Olmutz. SS6 

600   Setom,  my  roving  heart,  return Jfafoem,  TTard. 404 

678  Sayiour,  Prince,  enthroned  above EnevOy  Anuterdam 860 

6W    Show  pity,  Lord  1  O  Lord,  forgive Windham^  Ward 345 

603    Sovereign  Ruler,  Lord  of  all Nonoieh^  PUyd 408 

622    Still  wilt  thou.  Lord,  be  found AyUtitntry.BoyUfJon^  Internet. .  Za 

61T    Sweet  was  the  time  when  first  I  felt Downs^  Bond, S33 

607    Thou,  Lord  of  all  above AthoU  Olmutz 293 

616   Thou,  Prince  of  glory,  slain  for  mo Windhanij  Hebron, 240 

605   Thou  that  didst  hang  upon  the  tree Ssatona^  Ernan. 115 

61 4    Trembling,  before  thine  awful  throne. . . . .' Ward^  Nilo 1G5 

637    Turn  not  thy  face  away,  O  Lord Bond^  Down» S28 

653  When,  my  Saviour,  shall  I  be Botefield,  Winfidd, 67 

603    When  thou,  my  righteous  Judge,  shaltcomo Jferibah,  AithUnu 840 

C06    With  broken  heart  and  contrite  sigh Jfatocn:,  Windham. 254 

679  With  tears  of  anguish  I  lament Xaomit  Orafton 290 

Struggles  against  Relapses  into  Sin,— {imiNs  627-G38.) 

037    Alas,  what  houriy  dangers  rise Canterbury,  Windsor 2W 

630  1 1 0  w  oft,  alas,  thU  wretched  heart Woodstock,  Martyrs 34-3 

636    My  soul  I  be  on  thy  guard Laban,  Bayncr,  Watchman If^ 

634  O  God,  my  Strength,  my  Hope Athol,  Olmutz 203 

627  Oh,  for  a  closer  walk  with  God JSyrd,  A'aomi    190 

635  Oh,  for  a  prindplo  within Woodland^  Mear 304 

628  Oh,  where  Is  now  that  glowing  love Eman^  Ward 230 

632  Once  I  thought  my  mountain  strong Halle,  BoteJUld 246 

633  Our  hearts,  O  Lord,  with  grief  are  rent Aton^  Downs ...  232 

631  Weary  of  wandering  from  my  God YoakUy,  Otean 216 

633    When  silent  steal  across  my  soul Malvern,  Wlndhttm^ 254 

629  Why  is  my  heart  so  far  from  thee Elim^  Clarendon 2S1 

Love  to  G-Od.— (HYMNS  639-655.) 

646  Ah,  happy  hours  I  when  e*er  npsprings Ward,  Xilo 1C5 

654  As  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  stream& Barby,Brad/ord 1^ 5 

643  Come,  thou  Fount  tf  every  blessing Bartimmu,  Kettleton, 173 

644  God,  my  supporter  and  my  hope SuHnueiekj  Downs 22S 

647  I  love  my  God,  but  with  no  love  of  mine Laneton. . . . .  ^ 397 

650  I  love  the  Lord :  he  heard  my  cries TalliSyDundee. 77 

640    I  will  love  thee,  all  my  treasure HanoeU 392 

640  I  would  love  thee,  God  and  Father. Worthin^^  Otio. 213 

639    Lord  of  earth  I  thy  forming  hand DaUaSt  Bdgrave ^6!) 

645  My  God,  my  Life,  my  Love Thatcher,  SkirUmd 831 

643    My  God,  my  Portion,  and  my  Lore »Abridge,  Holbein C9 

652    O  God,  thou  art  ray  God  alone Zephyr,  Ernan. IS** 

6.'»    Oh,  that  I  knew  the  secret  place Martyrs,  Woodstock 343 

663    Oh,  who  is  like  the  mightyOne Christmas  (old)  ^  8L  Ann's 179 

651  O  Lord,  I  would  delight  in  thee Byrd,  DenfieUL 233 

641  We  love  thee.  Lord,  because  when  we Athens,  OrtowriUe. 133 

642  Whom  have  we.  Lord,  in  heaven,  but  thee Clarendon^  EUm 281 

Trust  in  Grod.— («ymns  656-^4.) 

682  AfBietion  is  a  stormy  deep Byrd,  Naomi 1^ 

661    Along  my  earthly  way Bonn,  St.  Michael,  Boylston.,.,  SS4 

660   AuthorofgoodI  totheewotum Downs,  Brooklyn 149 

677    CaU  the  Lord  thy  sure  salvation Ovio,  Worthing 219 

675    Commit  thou  aU  thy  griefs Bonar,  St.  Michael 160 

668    Dear  Refhge  of  my  weary  soul Mardy,  Lanctbonf 65 

6TI    From  lowest  depths  of  woe Olmutz,  Athol 299 

ere    Glreto  the  winds  thy  fears St  HUfciwl,  Batwr *...  161 

ero    God  of  my  life!  to  thee  I  call .V«rd,  Moijoem «S 

067    Great  Source  of  boundless  power  and  enM 4l«rtyta» '^«A'*««'^ "^"^ 
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673  In  hearenly  lore  abiding ^IhtUj/,  Goodwin 180 

CCS  In  vain  I  trace  creation  o'er Dowm^  Brooklyn 149 

C81  I  stand  on  Zlon's  mount Brighton^  Dover,  Silver  Street, . .  374 

C53  Lord,  what  is  man  I  that  child  of  prido. Corinthy  Preston 175 

CS4  MyGodI  the  spring  of  all  my  J078 Cfowper,  Bartow, 00 

603  My  soul  doth  long  for  thee MUen,  WUU. 265 

666  My  times  are  in  thy  hand Athol,  Olmutz 209 

669  No  change  of  time  shall  ever  shock TalUs,  Dundee 77 

679  Oh,  let  him  whoso  sorrow Severn 283 

674  Soon  as  I  heard  my  Father  say Hardt/,  Lanetboro* 55 

657  Sovereign  Ruler  of  theskies Winjleld,  JRoaefiOd 60 

672  Their  hearts  shall  not  be  moved JSebitlon,  Swaine 110 

662  Thou  hid  den  Love  of  God,  whose  height Olean,  YoaHey 211 

666  Thou,  O  Lord,  wilt  never  leave  me. Bavaria,  Alvan. 406 

6S3  Though  waves  and  storms  go  o'er  my  head OUan,  Petersburg 204 

C59  Vainly  through  night^s  weary  hours Sicily,  Anley, 2S5 

678  While  foes  are  strong,  and  danger  near Zephyr^  Eman, 186 

664  Whither,  oh,  whither  shall  I  fly Zephyr,  Eman 18S 

680  Your  harps,  ye  trembUng  saints Eane^  Olmutz^  Iowa 882 

Love  and  Q-ratitnde  to  Christ.— {«ymns  cs5-720.) 

717  All  that  I  was,  my  sin,  my  guilt BuOer,  Evan 170 

712  And  can  mine  eyes,  without  a  tear QrafUm,  Naomi 951 

CSS  Blesstid  Saviour,  thee  I  love Tbplmfy,  Loraine 100 

700  Blest  Jesus  I  whoi  my  soaring  thoughts Leon,  MctUland. 143 

715  c/iosen  not  for  good  in  me HalU,  RaseJUld S78 

701  Ckunpared  with  Christ,  in  all  beside Manoah,  Arlington. 200 

COS  Do  not  I  love  thee,  O  my  Lord Wayne,  ffebsr 220 

719  EternalRock!  to  theo  I  flee. Wells,  Ejfingham 03 

713  Flow  taait,  my  tears  I  the  cause  Is  great Ware^  Hamburg SIS 

695  For  mercies  countless  as  the  sands Avon,  Downs. S33 

700  Hark,  my  soul  I  it  is  the  Lord. Winfield,  yuremburg,Albon...,  150 

710  Holy  Lamb,  who  thee  receive Winftsld,  EosefiOd 66 

697  How  wondrous  was  the  burning  zeal Alpheus,  Dttndee 120 

601  I  love  the  Lord,  who  died  for  mo Rosedale,  Winehest^ 385 

685  Hove  thee,  O  my  God,  but  not Butler,  Arlington 151 

70S  I  thirst,  but  not  as  oneo  I  did Ward,  Malvern. 405 

690  I  would  not  wish  to  dwell  on  earth Barrow,  Wartoiek. 838 

6S7  Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  thee Alpheus,  Dundee 180 

689  Jesus,  those  eyes  have  never  seen Bartwff,  Warwick 838 

686  Jesus,  thou  Joy  of  loving  hearts Zephyr,  Eman. 185 

604  Jesus,  thy  boundless  love  to  me Petsreburgh,  Zephyr 140 

716  Jesus,  whom  angel-hosts  adore WeiUs,  ejfingham, 08 

699  Lord,  should  my  path  through  sniTering  lie Iosco,  WeUon 197 

701  More  hard  than  marble  Is  my  heart YoaHey,  Olean S16 

C92  Mybless6d  Saviour,  is  thy  love Brooklyn,  Litchfield 883 

705  My  God,  my  God,  to  thee  I  cry Byrd,  Jiaomi 128 

600  Not  with  our  mortal  eyes SMrland,  Theon,  SL  Thomas...  130 

707  Oh,  could  I  find,  from  day  to  day Warxciek,  Barrow 880 

TOO  OJesusI  thou  the  beauty  art Dundee,  Alpheus 121 

703  O  love  divine,  how  sweet  thou  art Oretna,  Ariel 86 

713  Oh,  not  my  own,  these  verdant  hills Berne,  Pilesgrove. 818 

720  O  thou  best  gift  of  heaven Italian  Hymn,0!ivet 864 

711  Pity,  Lordi  this  chHd  of  clay BoeefiOd,  Halle S47 

C03  When  on  Sinai's  top  I  see Martyn,  Homing 890 

714  Allien  this  passing  world  Is  done HdUs,  Bosefteld 878 

703  Ve  earthly  vanities  1  depart Ferry,  Dsnfisld. 186 

Faith  in  Christ's  Atonement.— {htmns  721-757.) 

755  As  when  the  weary  traveler  gains Hinton,  Betreat 2S0 

729  Before  thy  cross,  my  dying  Lord Baird,  Joseo 103 

731  Before  thy  throne,  with  tearftil  eyes Baird,  loseo 102 

736  BlestJesus!  while  in  mortal  flesh Downs,  BrooHifn. 1^ 

757  Faith  is  the  polar  sUr Jfotttton 266 

723  Father  of  mercies,  God  of  love Lyte,  StomfiOd 147 

728  God  of  my  salvation,  hear Eneva,  AmtlUrdam, .  .^^ 860 

749  Hail,  sovereign  Love  I  that  formed  the  plan JCotipan,  JgwJtmofyCTgit......  TO4 

746  lUymysinsonJesns IVinpls,  JBj^ii«^Mfc^  8TO 

T34  I  left  the  God  of  truth  and  light -"^'^••^  ??!52^^^^^^  ri 

747  IseethacrowdinPlIate*shall JMkr^  AfVmm^^T  V  * 

753  IfJesns  be  my  Friend St,MiAaA 

744  Iftboaimpitfttbysolftoiiio .XoKMft.^ 
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735  Jeius,  my  AH,  to  hettren  i«  gone Ihians  Strmt,  Mendon, m 

727  Jesus,  the  liaoer'tf  Friend,  t^  thoe Windham^  Hebron, Sir) 

745  Jesus,  irhaooiJfiLlT'ry'ff  nn^untald. OreenviUe,  Jc^/nu tf& 

730  Lord^  dldjt  thou  dbi^but  Dot  forme Wilton,  JotetK IX 

728  My faltb look-up  to thci],              OUvH^ltaiian  Htfmn. Sw 

751  Mj  thougbts  Kurmonet  tbeie  lct««r  sJeScs. Bvan^  Butler 171 

724  Nom&re^niyGtJd,    boaitflomoro. .UAmtttirg^  Ware.  213 

754  OK  for  HJi  flTOPMmlng  faitb,             ^Miarlote,  Aipheta IS 

733  OLord,  hoirvlla  iiin                             BfjtjlgtitfK  Mormn0oj\. 2ST 

748  Oppreaa'd  with  Etxinday'a  teorchtng  heat mja(Ut<ich,  Mfirtifr^ 3iS 

725  O  thou,  who  bcir'at  thu  prtjcr  of  &lth* v,rfM»r^  .Aah^^n^ S0 

72t  Bock  of  o^eft  clfrfl  for  me.      Loralne,  Toplad^ 101 

740  SATlaur,  whea  f;Q  duBt  to  thee MoteJMd^  HaUs SC 

741  SoBofGod    totbeelcfT Roee/Uld,  HaOe 211 

743  fiuff '  liag  ao&  of  Man,  ba  ntat  me flret-nnlh,  Jaipies JC 

743  The  boly,  meet,  nnjipollisd  Laaib Jfjftpfol,  flifrrvn*     1« 

737  Thou  who  ^iastBtoop  below                  -iVduL                      SB 

766  *Tlil)f  the  faith  of  Joys  to  eome,                  ..menthorpt,  JT^dbridfia S« 

753  Weary  with  iia,  lliJttnme  eyes...*..,.                ...Et^phifw^  PtUr^tf^k., 141 

732  Wh«i  tbJeet  with  thuttramiportiPB  Tie  w             JliiM-rA,  jCHin^jn 9K 

750  Wh  c  [I  Btna  an  rl  feam  prevailing  riao,.»» *  * .  Zt-pki^,  Ptitr^ttr^h* , 141 

733  Whereshall     ImIe  for  holy  calm..,.*.., Gratitud*^  Bmmi.,., IM 

720  Wherewith,  O  God,  shall  I  draw  near TFelton,  loeeo 196 

780  Why  droops  my  Boul,  with  grief  oppressed Retreal,  JUnton iS8 

Prayers  of  Trust  in  Christ,— (htjikb  'J58-783.) 

701  And  wilt  thoo  now  fomkfl  mc,  I^rd    Ifaomi,  Byrd 19 

707  tteny thee f  wliat    denytheway (Hden,  Hetron 2M 

760  Do  not  I  tmst  In  thee,  O  Lord Oleaii,  YocMey SIT 

759  GenUy,  Lord,  oh,  genUy  lead  us AfiUy,  Sieily, 04 

778  I  f  thru  a-^h  iinrii  tW  trd  ecuts iSdvin,  p.  466.] . . .  /;  ,:d^:>,  a. ,  nrem^w 2SS 

776  Jesus,  fyU  of  truth  and  love      Fteyet,  yonticK 4W 

774  Jesus,  in  aicttHpaaadd  In  pain Woodetoek,  Martyre. MS 

781  Jesus,  in  whom  but  thee  above PUetffrove,  Berne S19 

765  JeausI  aitrfftiaUii^splrits  cry >,..DaiitM^£lim..       SOS 

779  Lord,  I  belle iFGi  thy  power    owti Wanoiek^  Hiirrow S39 

763  Lord.UbdorigaiiotUnaycaro M»Uer,  AHin*jtifn 164 

775  Mltic<?ye» and  tny  desire Htivrrhill,  BiSdta,     « 

777  My  only  Saviour!  when  I  feel Maipism,  Ward         404 

763  My  spirit,  on  thy  care 'Thiuher,  SMrlmd  J31 

763  My  suff*ring8  aU  to  thee  are  known GraHtude,  Errutn 134 

782  O  cyc^  that  artj  wmiTj,  sin rl  heart*  that  aro  sore , » /\jrfii jur a#  Hr_fTnfr »  Ooaken. 2T0 

758  Oh,fcjr4failhth*t  will  not  shrink SL  Martim,  l^tUU S54 

770  Oh,  help  na.  Lord    each  hour  of  Hood  ****ApoTh  Do^fis- 2S 

771  O  holy  Saviour,  Friend  unseen Wwi^^Mlml.     333 

778  OppreiMd  with  stn  and  woe Botjlttlon,  Mftrain^n 237 

764  Saviour,  happy  would    be ^**Liirmn$^  Ti^j^ady         101 

733  3f>t<  a  pMr  sin aer,  dearest  Lord Witrf.  liamburff 219 

769  Thou  vt.'Typrea«nt  aid                St.  MicMfl,  B'ynar ,      ICl 

780  When  darkncsa  long  baa  veiled  my  mind iuacrt,  Wdiofi.              197 

766  When  earthly  comfortodio.           BoyUUm,  Momingtim 2ST 

772  When  I  listen  to  thy  word Hamden,  Alvoat 2» 

Communion  and  Union  with  Christ.— («ymks  784-796.) 

791  BlessMbeOod    for  c!v^r bloat.             Dundee,  Alphmie 121 

TOO  DearSuvIour    wcaratyTic.                   fhiJifr,  S'rfr,  Jfenifton 1T5 

735  Let  mo  ba  with  thee,  wbi'T^thoii  art OraiUudt^  E^nan.. 134 

739  Lor^l  Jeans,  are  wo  ona  with  thco rrmtan,  iJmJietd  lOS 

792  Oh!  tUFab  may  oei^tn  tills  hoQflo  of  clay .Difnjield^  Prtet&fi  100 

733  Oh,  tUn.tr,  I  could  far  ercrd  If  ell ,  .WimhetUr,  liasBdaU S24 

786  Our  h^^avenly  Fftthor  cftUfl.                  , Dennis,  Of rar^  Pekin. 255 

794  Planted  in  Chri It,  the  living  vino.      ^Arlingion,  EtOter        155 

787  Saviour,  ti»  mo  thyself  reveal .         MfJnaak,Ariimjton 90S 

796  goon— «>on  and  fbnrverfiiirotiiaa  shall  bo ..Ltifider.                      26'! 

784  Smi  with  thee,  O  my  God.              BremcfK  ^^M^f^ 222 

798  Thou,  to  our  woe  wbodldstcDin^  down. .DfnfUJdt  Prv^^>n 109 

795  Who,  when  beneath  afaiotion*s  rod .AriingUfnt  BiUier 155 


\. 


Shame  for  Christ. — (H™«a  n^n-%^^.^ 


«    And  art  thoa,grmclottB  Master,  gone .XN««r^wgV«aat^... 

*>    Dflor  Lord,  and  wiU  thy  pMdoBlng  love JHftm*T,  SU  Hiirtta^. 

B 


INDEX    OP    SUBJECTS. 

amoc  

800  Didst  thon*  dear  Jesus,  suflfer  shame ArUngUmt  ButUr, 

797  I  *m  not  ashamed  to  own  my  Lord Chriatmaa  {ffandeV»\  Hovoard. 

798  Jesns  I  and  shall  it  ever  be Mendon,  BoikweU. 

801  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone Jfoitlond,  Brown 


aitation  of  Christ.— {imcfs  803-809.) 

807  Apilgrim  through  this  lonely  world ^von^Doums, 

606    Dear  Lord,  amid  the  throng  that  pressed Hebron^  Windham 

808  Ever  patient,  genUe,  meek Sabbath,  BoaefiOd^ 

804    I  feel  within  a  want NUUn,  WiUz. 

603    Oh,  arm  me  with  the  mind Bonn,  St.  Michael,  Boyltton... 

BOD    OJesus!  King  most  wonderful Dundee,  Alphme 

605    Wo  tread  the  path  our  Master  trod MaiOand,  Bromi 


bioice  of  Spiritual  rather  than  Earthly  Gkx)d.— {nrMNs  810-8I8.) 


813  Almighty  Ood,  in  humble  prayer DenJUid,  Dundee 

818  As  by  the  Ught  of  opening  day Arlington,  Manoah. 

814  I  ask  not  now  for  gold  to  gild Lecn,  Maitiand 

815  I  send  the  Joys  of  earth  away Duane  Street,  Mendon.. 

817  Let  sinners  take  their  course Momington,  BoyUton. . . 

811  My  God«  permit  me  not  to  be Bambtirg,  L\fie, 

812  To  thee,  O  Ood,  my  prayer  ascends Denfield,  Pretton. 

8!0  Up  to  the  fields  whore  angelslio Federal  Street,  Anoem. 

81G  What  sinners  value,  I  resign Betreat,  ifinton..,..,.. 


ows  of  Consecration  to  God  and  Christ.— {hymns  8X9-841.) 

834  And  must  I  part  with  all  I  have DenJMd,  Dundee , 

833  Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the  Ground fHnfield,  Nxtremburg,  Albon.. 

631  Come,  ye  that  fear  the  Lord Bonn,  SL  JRehael^  Boyltton,. , 

619  Eternal  Father,  Ctod  of  Loye J)enfield,  Dundee 

821  How  can  1  sink  with  such  a  prop Ferry,  Denfidd, 

827  I  love  the  Lord ;  he  lent  an  ear Bt/rd,  DenJUld 

830  Jesus,  all-atoning  Lamb Boee/leld,  Winfield. , 

635  Jesus,  take  me  for  thine  own RoeefUHd,  WinJUUi , 

641  Jesus,  who  upon  the  tree Pleifel,  Norwich, 

63$  Let  me  dwell  on  Golgotha Dallae,  NorwieK , 

825  Long  asl  live,  1*11  bless  thy  name St.  Martina,  Palmer , 

639  Lord,  when  my  thoughts  delighted  rove Hebron,  Olden 

62S  My  dearest  Lord,  whose  changeless  lore Hebrtm,  Migdol , 

624  My  God,  my  King,  thy  various  praise Ussbridife,  WimJbome 

632  MyGod,l  own  thy  right Silo,  Ward 

622  O  Lord,  thy  heavenly  grace  Impart Hebron,  Olden 

837  Oh,  sweetly  breathe  the  lyres  above Nilo,  Ward 

829  O  thou,  who  hast  at  thy  command Gratitude,  Sman. 

640  The  promise  of  my  Father's  love....* Denjleld,  Dundee. 

823  Thee  will  I  love,  my  Strength  and  Tower Petereburgh,  Olean, , 

826  Thou  art  my  portion,  O  my  God Dotene,  Swanurick 

820  What  shall  I  render  to  my  God Byrd,  DenJMd. 

830  While  in  the  hours  of  blooming  youth Zqi>hyr,  Petertlbwgh. 


Tayer. — (hymns  842-856.) 

848   And  Shan  I  sit  aloDo Ell,  Olmutx,  Badea 

854    Behold  the  throne  of  grace Shirkmd,  Theon,  8L  Thomaa. 

643    Dlest  hour  I  when  mortal  man  retires Olden,  Hebron 

846  Dear  Father,  to  thy  mercy-seat Naomi,  Byrd 

845    From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows Mintan,  Betreat 

848    Go,  when  the  morning  shineth Tally,  Goodwin 

851    I  wilted  patient  for  the  Lord Athena,  OrtowvOU 

844    MyOodI  Is  any  hour  so  sweet Wigner,SlHot 

850    Now  shaU  my  solemn  vows  be  paid Meor,  Woodland 

847  No,  never  shaU  my  heart  despond Leon,  MaUland. 

840    OblessMOod!  totheelraise FadanA8kmi,Ammn - 

866   Prayer  is  the  sonl's  sincere  desire. JfarUno,  Avottyn... %«««%. 

868   There  is  an  eye  that  never  deepB .OttowjNftA^BaatfwV^*. 

atf8   What  TSftootMndnmees  we  meet .WUwSawiU^Wija^^ 

8BS  Wtarah^faflMlMKrflDtytanpUita&Ai , *Wmbw%^w»^*- 

B 
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Mutual  Love  and  Ssrmpathy  of  Christians.— (h^hb  85t-876.) 


881    Blent  are  the  Bona  of  peaoe J^ek(n,  Cferar,  DmnU S 

871    Blest  be  the  deiir,  aniting  love Ifev)  York  Tune,  MaiUand W 

857  Blest  be  the  Ue  that  binds Mimar,  EU^  ShawnuU. m 

875  Blestisthe  man  whoso  softening  heart .BvafKButler m 

873    Father  of  mercies,  send  thy  grace Jfew  York  Tune,  MaiOaMd. fit 

869  Had  I  the  tongues  of  Greeks  and  Jews JRltnthorp&,  Udbridge M 

858  Happy  the  heart  where  graces  reign .£r«ter,  Wayne m 

870  Happy  the  BouU  to  Jesus  Joined ,2few  York  Tune,  Maitlnd W 

864    How  blest  the  sacred  tie  that  binds .JAnton,  Retrmt tS 

860    How  pleasant  *t  is  to  see DaUton H 

659    How  sweet,  how  hearenly  is  the  sight •Jfotttond,  firoton. 131 

869    Let  sainU  below  in  concert  sing DoujMe,  Brooklpn HI 

674    Lord,  what  offering  shall  we  bring •••DaUos,  Bdfffme !■ 

667    Meek  and  lowly,  pure  and  holy -Jaynee,  GreeaMe, SB 

8CS    Not  to  the  mount  that  burned  with  flame Olean,  FMgr^mrgh. W 

672    One  sole  baptismal  sign Lenos,  Liaeher 19 

862  Splritofpcace!  celestial  Dore ArUngton,  Manoah » 

863  The  Spirit,  like  a  peaceful  Dore Oratitude,  Eman !« 

665    Wlthlovethe  Sayioor's  heart  overflowed •ifear,  Woodlaad. 8S 

Christian  Activity.— («yiins  876-881.) 

890    Awake,  my  soul  I  stretch  every  nerve. ChrtBtnuuiBandO'g),  Howan.,  S 

873    Go,  labor  on;  spend  and  be  spent JtoCAwsO,  Jfendon. 87 

879    GOflaboron;  your  hands  are  weak Jlothwtll,  Mmdon K 

877    Lot  the  storms  of  life  are  breaking Jioble, 9 

8S1    Sow  in  the  mom  thy  seed tLiebon,  State  Street,  Bimar.....  W 

876  Teach  me,  my  God  and  King •Boim.iSre.  JOdkwl,  Bc^ytsfon.....  B4 

The  Bold  Virtues.— {hymns  882-904.) 

855  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross SUphent,  Lanaing ST 

803    Arise,  ye  saints,  arise .Rajfner,  Laban,  Waickman.....  IM 

901  Awake,mysoulI  lift  np  thine  eyes J\trk  Street,  Mr/urt 74 

830  Awake,  our  souls  I  away  onr  fears J^k  Street,  ErA^rL 74 

004    Cheer  up,  desponding  Bonl XiUen,  Wittz 9R 

899  Fear  not,  O  little  flock,  the  foe JQangee  47 

900  Fight  the  good  flgfat  I  lay  hold JMmdon^Stew 19 

6S2    Firm  as  the  earth  thy  go^el  stands SL  Martine,  Palmer 45 

834   God  is  my  strong  salvation Tiffig,  MimiomoTf  H^mn SM 

635    HarkI  how  the  gospel  trumpet  sounds UtmundL 191 

856  Let  me  but  hear  my  Saviour  say ^Oenihorpe,  UstbHdge M5 

892    Mysonll  weigh  not  thy  life ^Brighton,  Dover,  SOieer  StreH...  374 

694    O  faint  and  feeble-hearted Mieeionary  Hpmn W 

696  Oft  in  sorrow,  oft  In  woe White,  Ivee IS 

903    Oh,  speed  thee,  Christian,  on  thy  way JtaiOani,  Brown 18S 

697  Saints,  for  whom  the  Saviour  bled XHley,  BoekoaU m 

831  Sleep  not,  soldier  of  the  cross WMU,Ivee. fSS 

698  Soldiers  of  Christ  I  arise Dover,  SOfoer  Street,  Brightim,,,  m 

689    Stand  np,  my  soul!  shake  off  thy  fears Park  Street,  Brfurt T4 

902  Standupl— stand  op  for  Jesus Tipng,  Miatiomary  Hjpnn M 

888   Unshaken  as  the  sacred  hlU New  York  Turn,  MaMmd HI 

6SS   When  waves  of  sorrow  round  me  swell J^erry,  Dei^UUL 181 

837    Whence  do  onr  monmfkil  thoughts  arise TaUU,  Duniee. IT 

The  Mild  Virtues.— (hymns  905-913.) 

906  Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm ^,,Preeton,Med{/iad, Ml 

913    Far  from  the  world,  O  Lord,  I  flee Athene,  OriomoilU ISI 

910  Jesus,  cast  a  look  on  me .Hiiiil,  Sorwick M 

907  Let  not  your  heart  be  faint '.....!....  JVWtH  Oerar,  I>iimfi SSI 

912    Oh,  see  how  Jesus  trusU  hlmsdf .!.!!...!..'"!!!..*!jlrKivtoisifa»oaA.. ...!!!!!!!!!  W 

908  PrinceofPeace!  controlmywill Jiorwieh, JPieyei 4» 

909  Quiet,  Lord,  my  froward  heart BoeeJUU,  Satibath IS? 

905    Think  gonUy  of  the  erring  one JSTsber,  Wayne «1 

911  Thy  home  is  with  the  humble.  Lord Urlinoton,  Mameah. M 


*% 


Paithftilness.— (HTMNs  914-925.) 

A  charge  to  keep  I  have. J\oeed,  Memtngtem^  ObmiCi....   m 

,  Oo  np,  go  op,  my  heart NiUe$i^  WOtg,^ » 

Now,  OmyOod^thoubaitmyiotA ,Q!Viiwa^'Y«dlia% .x......   W 

Ml,  that  the  Lord  would  guide  my  xra7» .Prartwa,  Ito^A^,,^ ^««, 

'Lord,  our eamal mind eoatnU..... J>ta|AA^Pf«to^,.*• Ni 
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mntv  mnm.  taqh 

OIB  Shall  we  go  on  to  iln JTmed^  Mombiffton,  OlmuU.,,.  27*i 

923  So  let  oar  lips  and  lives  ezpreu Mamburg,  LyU 893 

918  Thouart,  O  Christ,  the  Waj Jiomington^  Olmutz^  Tweed.,,,  273 

919  We  praise  and  bless  thee,  gradons  Lord PrtHUm^  MedfidA 26'J 

924  Walk  in  the  light  I  so  sbalt  thou  know Dedham,  Alphtui 39 

922  Who,  O  rx)rd,  when  life  is  o'er Nurembmrg^  AUbwiy  WinfiM,,.,  151 

921  Who  shall  ascend  thy  heavenly  place ,AU,  Saints^  Berry 277 

Teachings  in  Aflfliction.— ("ymns  938-956.) 

944  Blest  is  the  man  whom  thon,  O  Lord. J)DiMU,  Swawuick, 229 

952  Come,  ye  disconsolate  I  where'er  yon  langoish Come  ye  ditoonwaHaU 158 

953  Every  human  tie  may  perish Banariti,  Alvan 406 

940  Fatherl  who  in  the  olive  shade Hextoti 800 

941  GenUy,  genUy  lay  thy  rod HorUm^Elden 163 

947  1  can  not  call  a£aietion  sweet Byrd^  Naomi 189 

945  I  heard  the  voice  of  love  d  i vine EUard 859 

938  In  the  dark  and  doudy  day Zeta 851 

949  Long  unafflicted,  undismayed RoaedaU,  Federal  Street 87T 

955  My  spirit  looks  to  God  alone Hamlmrg,  Ware 213 

950  Mysky  was  once  noon-bright WilU^  NUUn 264 

939  O  thou,  from  whom  all  goodness  flows J/aKoio,  Herman 820 

943  ^O  thou,  whose  mercy  guides  ray  way Ariington,  mtOer 155 

943  Oh,  deem  not  they  are  blest  alone .All  Sfotnfe,  Berry 277 

954  To  GodI  made  my  sorrows  known. •Marlow^  Herman 880 

951  What  though  no  flowers  the  fig-tree  clothe. Heber^  Wayne 881 

942  Where  is  my  Saviour  now ZetmUm,  Betheeda 879 

946  Why  should  I  murmur  or  repine Berry^  All  Sainte 876 

966  With  all  my  powers  of  heart  and  tongue Erfurt,  Park  Street 75 

Submission  to  God. — (hymns  920-937.) 

933  Father,  oh,  hear  me  now. Lynch 244 

926  Fatherl  whatever  of  earthly  bliss Naomi,  Byrd 101 

934  ItU  the  Lord,~enthroned  in  light Litchfield,  Brooklyn 888 

932  It  is  thy  hand,  my  Grod Momingtont  Boyleton 286 

929  My  God,  my  Father,  while  I  stray Unwin 828 

931  MyGod!  thecov'nantofthylove Litchfield,  Brooklyn 888 

936  My  Jesus,  as  thou  wUt , WOtz,  NUlen. 264 

935  Naked  as  fh>m  the  earth  we  came Chimes,  Peterboro' 830 

927  O  Lord,  my  best  desire  fulfiU Brooklyn,  Litchfield 388 

928  Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord NUUn,  WHU 265 

930  Welcome  to  me  the  darkestnight Rockingham,  Hull 71 

937  When  I  can  tmst  my  all  wi£h  God RundeU 267 

Blessedness  of  the  Christian.— (="^^8  957-975.) 

957  Blessed  are  the  sons  of  God Sabbath,  Roeefield 186 

970  Come,  humble  souls,— ye  mourners,  come Rayford,  Ortonvitte 104 

968  Come,  we  who  love  the  Lord St.  Tkomae,  Bremen 83 

961  Godofroylife!  through  all  my  days Bfalvern,  Hebron 43 

964  IlearwhatGod,  the  Lord,  hath  spoken NetOeton,  Bartimeue 17i 

960  IfGodis  mine,  then  present  things Wayne,  Heber S^ 

972  In  holy  contemplation Miationary  Hymn,  Temple 878 

966  Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  token NeOleto n,  Bartimeue 1 72 

967  Know,my8oul,  tbyfiill  salvation Harwell,  OreenoiUe 84 

968  Oh,  happy  is  the  man  whohears Cambridge,  Balerma 296 

974  Oh,  happy  soul  that  lives  on  high Lilehfield,  Brooklyn 833 

971  Sing,  ye  redeem6d  of  the  Lord -Coronation,  Chrietmae 118 

966  Source  and  Giver  of  repose Seymour,  Onland 208 

975  Sweet  peace  of  consdence,  heavenly  guest Ward,  Eman 231 

902  Tliat  man  is  blest  who  stands  in  awe. -Mieeionary  Chant,  Loutan 806 

963  Tb ere  is  a  safe  and  secret  place 'Ortoswille,  Athene 183 

973  Through  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour Walee ^67 

960  What  cheering  words  are  these Bonar,  Ell,  Shawmut 194 

969  When  languor  and  disease  invade Eoan,BtUUr 171 


116 


Perseverance  in  Holiness.— (hymns  976-988.) 

983  Ah    wretched,  vile,  ungrateftil  heart Seaeone,  Eman 

986  And  dost  thou  say,  "  Ask  what  thou  wUt AU  SaifUe,  Berry «T 

979  Arise,  my  soul!  my  Joyful  powers Maittand,  Brown l^ 

980  Clouds  and  darkness  round  about  thee HarwU, ^ 

981  Faint  not.  Christian,  though  the  road •.». WWU^li>*a "'_ 

977    Hcr»  I  can  flrmly  rest ..,BT«m«a,  Bcr^atoi^ V.V.«- 

935  How  ioi^tbsClmo  since  Christ  begMi Boi^I>wa'^ 

B 
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HTMN  TUKO,  PASB 

98T  I  did  thee  wrong,  my  God i WOtz^  KilUn 8U 

978  I  know  thjr  thoagfata  aro  peaco  towards  me PrtaUm,  MedJMd iCS 

983  Mj  soul  before  thee  prostrate  lies Lute^  Hamburg 29d 

084  Retonu  my  soul,  unto  thy  rest Ware^  Hamburg 212 

083  Though  faint,  jret  porsoing,  we  go  OQ  oar  way QoBhm^  PtMrtutfUMe  Htfmn STI 

976  Who,  who  can  part  our  ransomed  souls Wwidttoek,  Oiio 2U 

Progress  in  Holiness.— {hymns  989-996.) 

993  Breast  the  ware,  Christian,  whenitia  strongest PavX 896 

994  Father  of  eternal  grace HwUm^  JSldm le 

995  For  ever  here  my  rest  shall  be Ferry^  DenJMd ISt 

990  Like  the  eagle,  upward,  onward BttrUmetu^  NettUton ITS 

989  Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee Bethany^  Oak S44 

991  Purer  yet  and  purer S$tfem i85 

992  Supreme  in  wisdom  as  in  power 8L  Martin%  JtOlit 3S4 

996  Try  us,  O  God,  and  searoh  the  ground, Ferry,  JMf^fiM ISC 


THE  PRIVILEGES  OF  THE  CHRISTIAN.— (hymns  997-lOlG.) 
Indwelling  of  Qod  in  the  Christian.— ("ymns  997,  998.) 

993    Blest  are  the  pure  in  heart i^Hn,  (7«nif,  DennU SG3 

997    Love  divine,  all  love  excelling Jaynes^  Kelvin 1 93 

Adoption.— (HYMNS  999-1002.) 

1003  Behold,  what  wondrous  grace Boyldon,  Bremen 229 

1000  Lord,  I  address  thy  heavenly  throne Tappan^  Mear 348 

1001  My  God,  my  Father,  blissful  name Xaomi^  Byrd 191 

999  The  whole  creation  groans  and  waits Tappan^  Mear 616 

Justification  by  Faith.— -hymns  loos-iooe.) 

1006  I  once  was  a  stranger  to  grace  and  to  God Parlugueee  Hyimi,  GoeKen STl 

1003  Jesus!  thy  blood  and  righteousness POeegrove,  Berne 319 

1004  Thy  works,  not  mine,  O  Christ Zebulon,  SUne 130 

1005  Who  shall  the  Lord*s  elect  condemn Uzbridge,  EUenihorpe S« 

Salvation  by  Grrace.— (hymns  1007-1016.) 

1015  Amazing  grace  I  (how  sweet  the  sound !) Woodttoek,  Otto 815 

1014    Grace!  *tis a  charming  sound Dover,  SUver  Street,  Brighton.,,    815 

1009  Great  God  of  wonders!  all  thy  ways Xyte,  Stone/leld IIT 

1011  Hail,  my  cver-ble8s6d  Jesus .GreenoiUs,  Harwell $5 

1013    In  vain  wo  lavish  out  our  lives Jfiirlots,  BrooUyn 3% 

1007  Joyful  be  the  hours  to-day Jlorton,  JBlden ,....    l& 

1012  Lord,  we  confess  our  numerous  faults .Bond^  Downe SH 

1008  Now  to  the  power  of  God  supreme UzMdge,  Elienthorpe £49 

1016  Salvatk>n!  oh,  the  Joyful  sound Chrietmae  iHandeVe),  Howard,,     35 

1010  Thy  Father*s  house  l—thino  own  bright  home vfioMiioIe,  ITtncAMeer ^ 


THE    CHURCH  .—(hymns  1017-1075.) 
Delight  in  the  Church.— (hymns  ion,  lois.) 

1017    I  love  thy  kingdom.  Lord Boyletonj  Bremen f& 

lOlS    Praise  ye  the  Lord;  exalt  his  name Mendon^Duane  StreU d 

The  Church  in  Aflaiction.— (hymks  1019-1012.) 

1019   Far  down  the  ages  now Bonar^  liAon,  SiaU  Street 8« 

1081  Great  Shepherd  of  thine  Israel Wate,Hamhmrg «J 

1082  O  Christ,  the  leader  of  that  waT.woTu\vQi!t JlttT6«ft «• 

1080    Wlian  we  our  wearied  Unba  to  leKl ^Wotd^ltea^^r^* «**.«*««-. *» 

B 
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,  the  Strength  of  the  Church.— (hymnb  1023-1031.) 

nTMK 

1030  Daughter  of  Zion !  ftwake  from  thj  sadness JMtom. 

1023  Glorloos  things  of  thee  are  spoken Worthing,  Ovio 

1026  Great  is  the  Lord  onr  God OlmuU,  Laban^  Field 

1029  Happy  the  church,  thou  sacred  place Mmdon,  Duane  Street 

1028  How  honored  is  the  sacred  place Christmae,  Howard 

1026  Lo  I  what  a  glorious  comer>Btone Mendon^  Duane  Street. 

1031  On  the  mountain's  top  appearing Zion 

1027  Bee  what  a  Uring  stone Kane,  Badea,  Golden  HiU,. 

1034   Triumphant  Zion  I  liftthyhead Mendon^  Bothvoell 


Church  Enlaxged.— {HTinra  1032-1047.) 

1047  Behold,  the  mountain  of  the  Lord Dundee,  Den/lald. 

1032  Church  of  the  erer-Uving  God 2bUis,  8L  Martin^e 

1033  Gird  on  thj  conquering  sword ^Liaeher,  Lenox, 

1042  **  GiTo  us  room,  that  we  may  dwell** Morning,  Martyn, 

1046  Great  God,  is  not  thy  promise  pledged Dundee,  Denfidd 

1039  HaU  to  the  Lord*8  Anointed Goodwin,  Tally 

1043  Jesus,  immortal  King,  arise Denfieid,  Dundee 

1034  Let  Zion  and  her  sons  r^oioe Laming,  New  York  Tune.. 

1038  Oh,  where  are  kings  and  empires  now iTbppan,  Meat 

1(M0  Onward  speed  thy  conquering  flight Bochvale 

1044  See  the  ransomed  minions  stand '  Fleyel,  Korwieh.. , . , 

1045  Shine,  mighty  God,  in  Zion  shine Dundee,  Denfidd , 

1035  Sing  to  the  Lord  in  Joyful  strains Coronation,  ChriUmae 

1036  The  praise  of  Zion  waito  for  thee Mendon,  Duane  Street 

1087  Though  now  the  nations  sit  beneath Mendon,  Duane  Street 

1041  Why,  on  the  bending  wniowa  hung -Boaedale,  Winchester 


itism.— (htmns  1291-1321.) 

1319  Almighty  Saviour,  here  we  stand Peterboro*,  Arlington. . 

1315  Baptized  into  our  Saviour's  death Arlington,  Peterboro*,. 

1313    Behold  the  grave  whero  Jesus  lay Hebron,  Eman 

1301    Buried  beneath  the  yielding  wave Downs,  Evan 

1307  Come,  happy  souls,  adore  the  Lamb Eman,  Hebron, 

1291  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Dove  divine Hebron,  Eman , 

1296  Come,  saints,  adore  your  Saviour,  God Helnron,  Errum 

1318    Dear  Lord,  and  will  thy  pardoning  love Peterboro*,  Arlington, . 

1293  Dear  Saviour,  we  thy  will  obey Hebron,  Eman 

1294  Descend,  celestial  Dove Lenoss 

1297  Down  to  the  sacred  wave BoylsUm,  Olmutz 

1295  Go,  teach  the  nations  and  baptize Hebron,  Eman 

1316  Gracious  Saviour,  we  adore  thee Alvan , 

1299  How  calmly  wakes  tlio  hallowed  mom Evan,  Douns 

1292  How  great,  how  solemn  is  tho  work Evan,  Downs 

1320  In  all  my  Lord's  appointed  ways « Peterboro\  Arlington. 

1309  Insuch  agraveasthis Boyleton,  Oimutz 

1303  Jesus,  mighty  King  in  Zion Sieay 

1321  Let  plenteous  grace  descend  on  those Peterboro*,  Arlington. 

1298  Meekly  in  Jordan's  holy  stream Evan,  Downe 

1305  Our  Saviour  bowed  beneath  the  wave Hebron,  Eman 

1304  Saviour,  thy  law  we  love Boyletcn,  Olmutz 

1306  Saviourl  we  seek  the  watery  tomb Down$,Evan 

1311    See  how  the  willing  converts  trace Eman,  Hebron 

1310  The  great  Redeemer  wo  adore Eman,  Hebron 

1308  Thus  was  the  great  Redeemer  plunged Arlington,  Peterboro^ . 

1317  'T  is  God  the  Father  we  adore Arlington,  Peterboro* . 

1313  To  Jordan's  stream  the  Saviour  goes Downs,  Evan 

1 300  We  long  to  move  and  breathe  In  thee Evans,  Downs 

1314  While  hi  this  sacred  rite  of  thine Arlington,  Peterboro\ . 

1303    With  willing  hearts  we  tread Boylston^  Olmutz 


Lord's  Supper.— (HYMNS  1048-1057.) 

1060  Aeeording  to  thy  gradoas  word Downs,  Bond 

1052    Bread  of  heaven  I  ontheelfeed Lorains,  Toplady ^ 

1057    How  condescending  and  how  kind. EUzabethtown,  Evan 

1065  How  sweet  and  awfnl  is  the  place Downs,  Avon 

1066  If  human  kindness  meet!  refcorn EUzabethtown,  Emm,,.. •^t^ 

1049  LambofQodl  whose  bleeding  love. Amsterdam,  Ens9a,,,.^mj»44 

1063  Lord,  at  thy  table  I  behold Pstsrboro\Siloaim.,.     ' "^ 

1048  Now,  my  sonl,  thy  Toiea  upraising AtvoHii,  JllWMi..„« 

1061  O  Bread,  to  pUgrlms  given • Misiiawir^  B^gmm 

lOM  Pntpann^  Lord,  to  Timr  thy  CVQM • *»**Mii%«iiP«Bar 

B 
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The  Christian  Ministry.— ao58-i064) 

HTMK  TirirXS.  PAGI 

lOBO  Father  of  mercies,  bov  thino  car Hebron^  Migdol 1(9 

1062  How  beanteomi  are  their  feet Kane,  Badta,  Golden  HiU » 

1061  Let Zion*fl watchmen  aUawake PeUr\)oro\ Chimes 3S1 

1053  Pour  ont  thy  Spirit  from  on  high Rockingham,  HuU n 

1 064  We  bid  thee  welcome  in  the  name Hetron,  Migdol IfiO 

1063  With  hearenly  power,  O  Lord,  defend The  Old  Hundredth,  Duke  StrtH     «Ji 

1060   Yeeerrantsof  the  Lord ioita,  OlmuU,  Kane :& 

Joining  the  Church.— (hymns  iog5-io7o 

lOTO  Comein,  thou  bleaa6d  of  the  Lord Peterboro\  Chtmee 881 

1067  Lord,  I  am  thine,  entirelytUne JSmon,  OntUiude 13 

1065  Oh,  happy  day,  thatfixed  mychoice Ward,  Nilo 10 

1069  People  of  the  UTingOod Aeton,  Morning £« 

1068  WhUe  to  thy  table  I  repair Mehnm,  Migdol 1© 

106C    Witness,  ye  men  and  angels,  now Peterboro",  Siloam 1S3 

The  Sanctuary,  Dedication,  Laying  of  Comer-Stone.— (htmks  107i-10T5.) 

1075  Arisel  O  King  of  pn^ce,  arise Marlow,  Alpheue IfJ 

1071  Blestbothou,  O  God  of  Israel GreenviUe,  Haneell ® 

1074  Christ  is  oar  corner-stone Jjieeher,  Lenox 198 

1073  O  thou,  whose  ovrn  yast  temple  stands £i.  Martine,  Palmer 45 

1072  When  in  these  courts  wo  seek  thy  face  federal  Street,  Roaedale ^« 

OBJECTS   OF  SPECIAL  INTEREST  TO  THE  CHRISTIAN.— 
(hymns  1076-1139.) 

Children  and  Youth.— {htmns  io76-io92.) 

1033  Aronnd  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven .  .  [Otnaan,  p.  466.] .  .Broum,  MaiUand. 1» 

1083    By  cool  Siloam's  shady  riU Eayford,  OrUmvilU 104 

10T7    Dear  JcsuB,  ever  at  thy  side Bai/ton,  Evan 3SS 

1056    Dear  Saviour,  if  these  himbs  should  stray Ward,  Malvern *» 

1092  From  yon  delusive  scene Zebulon,  Stoains IW 

1076  Glory  to  the  Father  give. yurembwrg,  Hendon » 

1087  Happy  the  home,  when  God  is  there Dedham,  Alpheue S9 

lOSO  How  glorious  is  our  heavenly  King Dayton,  Evan SW 

1078  I  thank  the  goodness  and  the  grace Broum,  Maitland 15) 

1085   Jesus,  tliou  Shepherd  of  the  sheep Roeiangham,  Hull Tl 

1090  Let  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds Marlow,  Alpheue 1^ 

1079  Ohappylandl  O  happy  land Brown,  Maitland 159 

1091  Remember  thy  Creator  now Peterboro\  Siloam 1© 

1091  See  the  kind  Shepherd,  Jesus,  stands Bayton,  Evan 393 

1034  Shepherd  of  tender  youth Italian  Hymn,  Olivet 354 

1083  There  is  a  glorious  world  of  light Evan^Bayton 8» 

1083  There  is  a  lltUe,  lonely  fold Bc^/tan,  Evan 89ft 

The  Aflaicted  and  the  Erring.— {htmns  1093-1100.) 

1096  Bright  Sonrce  of  everlasting  love DenJUId,Byrd S39 

1106    Hasten,  O  Lord,  that  happy  time Dube  Street,  Hie  Old  Hundredth     S3 

1101  Jesus,  my  Lord,  how  rich  thygraoe Denftdd,  Ferry 181 

1094  Lord,  as  to  thy  dear  cross  we  flee ^Ryrd,  Jfaomi 190 

1100  Lord,  lead  the  way  the  Savioorwent Denfield,  Ferry 1S7 

1095  Lord,  may  our  sympathixing  breasts JknfUld,  Byrd 233 

1104  Lord,  when  thine  ancient  people  cried The  Old  Hundredth,  Duke  Street  S) 

1097  Not  only  when  ascends  the  song Mariow,  Brooklyn 93S 

1103  O  gracious  Lord !  whose  mercies  rise Ortonville,  Athena 13$ 

1099  OSaviourl  whom  this  holy  mom Evan,  Bayton 899 

1106  Oh,  if  thy  brow  serene  and  calm Woodetodt,  Otto US 

1093  Oh,  not  to  fill  the  mouth  of  ikme .« Warwick,  Barrow 39 

1093    Saviour!  what  gracious  words .Boylelon,  St.  Michael,  Bonn 338 

1102  With  my  substance  I  will  honor OUo,  Worthing 219 

Seamen.— (HTMNS  1107-1  lOO.) 

1108  Starofpeacel  to  wanderers  wnry Btttaw M 

1109  When  through  the  torn  sail  the  wild  tempest  is  streaming. .^eoCtoul V.!'! '.!!!!!!!!!!    Ml 

1107  While  o*er  the  deep  thy  servants  sail Ward,Srnan .*..\™!!I1   Bl 
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National  Sins  and  National  Blessings— (Hriora  1110-1120.) 

HYMN  TmOBB.  PAOK 

1119  DreadJehovah  I  Ood  of  nations (hvenviUe,  JctynM 863 

1112  From  foes  that  would  the  land  devour Nile 257 

1111  God  UeM  our  native  land ^meriea^  Norman 401 

1120  My  country,  *tU  of  thoe ^merioa^  Norman 4At 

1115  O  Ood,  beneath  thy  guiding  hand BuUy  The  Old  Hundrtdth 81 

1116  OLord,  oorfathert  ofthavetold St  Martin^s^ Palmer 45 

1117  On  thee,  O  Lord  our  Ood,  ire  call Joaco,  Babrd 103 

1118  See,  gradouB  Ood,  before  thy  throne Downe^Avon .' 233 

1114  Swell  the  anthem,  raiae  the  song Morning^  Martyn 891 

1110  Thy  footatepo.  Lord,  with  Joy  we  trace Jhike  Street,  The  OH  Hundredth  83 

1113  When  Ifrael,  of  the  Lord  beloved JUKkbngham,  Hull 71 

The  Conversion  of  the  "World.— {hymns  1121-1139.) 

1134  Daughter  of  Zion  I  from  the  dust McdiUmd,  New  York  Time 210 

1133  From  Greenland*  ■  ley  mountains Miwionary  Hymn^  Tijng 895 

1135  "Go,  preach  my  gospel,"  saith  the  Lord Uzbridge,  BUenthorpe 249^  ' 

1126  GreatGodl  the  nations  of  the  earth Dowm,  Swanaiek 229 

1123  Great  God!  whose  universal  sway Hull,  Rockingham, 70 

1122  Indulgent  sovereign  of  theskies Joeco^  Baird 103 

1129  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun Loumn^  MieeUmary  Chant 301 

1125  Let  the  seventh  angel  sound  on  high The  Old  Hundredth^  Duke  Street  83 

1128  OLordourGodI  arise JJadca,  Oolden Httl, Kane 51 

1133  Oh  that  the  Lord's  salvation ^ieeionary  Hifmn,  Tyng 89.1 

1127  O'er  the  gloomy  hnis  of  darkness  .,*...•..••• Zion 205 

1137  RoU  on,  thou  mighty  ocean Miaeionary  Hpmn,  limpU 878 

1121  Soon  may  the  last  glad  song  arise ^MieeUmary  Chant,  Louvan 805 

1138  Sound,  sound  the  truth  abroad Norman,  America 400 

1124  Sovereign  of  worlds!  display  thy  power Eoeedale,  Federal  Street 377 

1130  Wake  the  song  of  Jubilee Eltham,  Wilmot 167 

1131  When  shall  the  voice  of  singing Qoodvoin,  Tully 181 

1136  Ye  Christian  heralds!  go,  proclaim MieeUmary  Chant,  Lwtvan 306 

1139  Yes,  my  native  land  1 1  love  thee Baoaria,  Alvan 406 


^HE  YEAR  AND  THE  SEASONS,  OR  SEASONS  OF  THE  YEAR.— 

(hymns  1140-1161.) 

1159  Awake,  ye  saints!  and  raise  your  eyes Neio  York  Turn,  AnHoeih 901 

1161    Ck>me,  let  us  anew  our  Journey  pursue Com^  let  ue  anew 897 

1156  Great  Ood !  we  sing  that  mighty  hand HuU,  The  Old  Hundredth 81 

1160  My  few  revolving  years AyMmry,B€iifiston,Inoeme9t.,  841 

1151  Our  Helper.  God  I  we  bless  thy  hand Malpem,  Hebron 43 

1155   The  God  of  harvest,  praise Ameriea,  Norman 401 

1157  Thee  we  adore,  eternal  Name J)owne,  Avon 233 

1152  Thou  art,  O  Ood,  the  life  and  light J'ieterelnirgh,  Clean, 206 

1154    Thy  mighty  working,  mighty  God Ariel,  Oretna 87 

1150    *T  is  by  thy  strength  the  mountains  stand Jiarlow,  Alpheue 126 

1153  When  brighter  suns  and  milderskles .Brown,  Maltland 159 

1159    Whilewitheea8eIes8coursetheBun...CBm«vento,  p.  464.].Jfar^^  Jfomiti{7 890 

1149    With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud %,*,»,*,Chri§tma$^  Coronation US 


THE   HUMAN    LOT   AS   MORTAL.— (hymns    162-1219.) 
[lie  Brevity  of  Life.— (hymns  1162-1168.) 

1163  Almighty  Maker  of  my  frame Ulm,  Hamburg 88T 

1164  How  short  and  hasty  is  our  lifiB Jiaomi,  Dundee 806 

1163    How  vain  is  all  beneath  the  skies Jteireat^  Minton 988 

1165  Let  others  boast  how  strong  they  be ,BUtabethiown,  Evan 816 

1166  ShaU  the  vUe  race  of  flesh  and  blood Windham,  Malvem S66 

1108    Teach  me  the  measure  of  my  days Jfaomi,Byrd 199 

1167  Time  is  winging  us  away ^nuterdam,  Enmt 861 

Meditations  on  Death.— (hymns  1169-1186.) 

1170    Death  may  dissolve  my  body  now Downt,  SmamBUk.. .....: 999 

1183    Father,  when  thy  child  isdying Aeion Vj^flUfe*"  '^ 

1183    Gently,  my  Saviour,  let  me  down Jtossdoti,  Ji- '  877 

1176    Iwonldnollivea]wayssIasknotco.[Frs((sric£,p.i64.1..itatet...,.  823 
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HTMK  TUim.  PASf 

1171  If  Imustdie,  ohi  letmedie .' -SUzabethtown,  Evan Hi 

11T8  It  IB  not  death  to  die • Sherman,  MM,  Bomar U 

1177  No,  no,  it  is  not  dying AbtUle 1« 

1169  One  sweetly  solemn  thought .Sherman,  Fidd,  Bonar Hk 

1172  Stoop  down,  my  thoaghts,  that  need  to  rUc .Naomi,  Dundee W 

1184  Tarry  with  me,  O  my  SaTioor Sicily,  AhUjf m 

1174  That  solemn  hour  will  oomeforme Herman,  Jforiov 3S1 

1173  Thou  must  go  forth  alone,  my  soul Herman,  Marlaw JK 

1179  Though  I  walk  the  downward  shade Dallae,  Bdgntve. . .  ^ 10 

1185  When  bending  o'er  the  brink  of  life Herman,  Marlaw.'. .... .'.'.'.',. ...!  K! 

IISO  When  blooming  youth  is  snatched  away 'Svem,  EHrabethbnm.  i,  *."!!.!!!  SIT 

1181  When  from  my  right  all  fades  away Lyte,  StanefUld ."!.!!"!.!!  IC 

1175  When  the  spark  of  life  is  waning •••••••FoIm ,!'!'.!.!,!'.*..*.".*.   VR 

The  Dying  Christian.— (HYMNS  iise-iioo.) 

1186  The  hour  of  my  departure 's  come Jtalvem,  Windham S4 

1187  The  moment  comes,  when  strength  shall  fail Windham,  Malvem IB 

11S8    To  Jesus,  the  crown  of  my  hope •Xdnal 19 

1180  Vital  spark  of  hearenly  flame Vital  Spark 415 

1190   Ye  golden  lamps  of  heaven  I  farewell Muiow,  Brookfyn tSI 

The  Happiness  of  Dying,  the  Peacef\ilness  of  Death.— (^^^^ora  ii9i-ii99.) 

1195  Asleep  in  Jesus  I  blessed  sleep Mietionary  Chant,  Itomcan 8(B 

1199  Behold  the  western  evening  light Brooklifnt  Meriaw ^ 

1198   How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies jrtdardl  Sireet,  Albae SdS 

1196  How  stiU  and  peaceful  is  the  grave Bvan,  EUtabeihtoien 81T 

1193  Sweetisthe  scene  when  Christians  die Ftderal  Street,  Albee Sfl6 

1198  There  is  a  calm  for  those  who  weep Umoin SS3 

.1191  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight Wayne,  MOody 116 

1197  When  downward  to  the  darksomo  tomb Herman,  Marlaw 321 

1194  Why  should  wo  start  and  fear  to  die Federal  Strtet,  Albee 386 

Burial  of  the  Dead.— hymns  1200-1209.) 

1205  Beneath  our  feet  and  o*er  our  head Jiiaami,  Dundee 306 

1208  Calm  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God Medfidd,  Freetan 26T 

1206  Dear  as  thou  wert,  and  Justly  dear OrtonvUle,  Athena 133 

1204  Father,  my  spirit^pwns ZebuJan,  Betheeda ST9 

1201  Life  is  a  span— a  fleeting  hour .Evan,  Elizabethtawn 317 

1203  Lowlyand  solemn,  bo OUvd,  ItdUan  Hymn 3S5 

1207  Servant  of  God,  well  done Sherman,  Field,Banar 314 

1209  Sister,  thon  wast  mild  and  lovely Mount  Vernon 310 

1203    The  pangs  of  death  are  near Zehulan,  Belheeda ST? 

1200  UnvaU  thy  bosom,  iUthful  tomb LyU,  Hamburg 92 

Consolation  at  the  Death  of  Friends.— (hymns  1210-1219.) 

1213  Cease,  ye  mourners,  ceaso  to  languish Mount  Vernon tlO 

1216  Dear  is  the  spot  where  Christians  sleep Federal  Street,  Albee 306 

1214  Friend  after  friend  departs RundeU SS6 

1213  Hear  what  the  voice  fh>m  heaven  prodaims Evan,  Elizabethtown 311 

1211  Oh  for  the  death  of  those Boylston,  Seir,  Durer IH 

1218  Thou  artgoneto  the  grave,  but  we  will  not  deplore  thee....iSoofIand 153 

1210  Why  do  we  mourn  departing  fHend& China,  DwnfermUne 812 

1217  Why  should  our  tears  in  sorrow  flow JfMr,  Woodland d6S 

1215  Why  should  we  weep  for  those  who  die Wincheater,  BatedaU 8M 

1219  Ye  mourning  saints,  whose  streaming  tears China^  Dwn/emMna V% 


THE  HUMAN  LOT  AS  IMMORTAL.— (hymns  1220-1290.) 
•I  he  Christian,  a  Pilgrim  towards  Heaven.— {hymns  1220-1230.) 

1220    Afewmore  years  shall  roU Bonar,  LUbon,  State  Str^t 866 

Brief  life  is  here  our  portion Goodwin,  Canonbury 851 

Ckdde  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah Alvan,  Bwxtria 407 

*' n  bat  a  stranger  here. Bethany,  (k* 844 

rdl  what  a  wretched  Und  is  fUs JtUerboro^  Cklmea 881 
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1223  MydAysaregUdingswifUyby £Mnkig  Shore 988 

1223  Shepherd  of  thine  Israel  I  leadus JLlvan,  Baoarta 407 

1225  The  people  of  the  Lord ,  JSU  Thoma$^  Theon,  Shirland..,  131 

1226  This  Is  not  my  pUce  of  resting JBartimms,  Ktttleton 173 

1227  We  go  with  the  redeemed  to  taste JUmdaU^  Federal  Street 377 

1823  "  We  *Te  no  abiding  dty  here" Mimkmary  Chant,  Louvan 805 

Aspirations  of  the  Chnstian  towards  Heaven.-- (hymns  1231-1242.) 

1235  Descend  firom  hearen,  immortal  Dore Soekinghamy  Grove SI 

1288  Farfh>m  my  heavenly  homo Badea,  HaverhlU 90 

1280  Far  from  these  narrow  scenes  of  night Cambridge,  Balerma 290 

1233  Father!  I  long,  I  faint  to  see Denfleld,  Byrd 839 

1237  "Foreverwlth  the  Lord r Kane,  Olmutz,  Iowa S83 

1^10  Hope  of  oar  hearts,  O  Lord,  appear BrooUyn,  Markno 827 

1231  Jemsalcml  my  happy  home Bartow,  Cotoper 87 

1243  Now  let  onr  sonls,  on  wings  sublime Welle,  Effingham 98 

1234  On  Jordan*8  stormy  banks  I  sUnd Cambridge,  Balerma 290 

1235  RiBe,my8oulI  and  stretch  thy  wings.... , ^meterdam,  Bneva 801 

1241  These  are  the  crowns  that  wo  shall  wear Bartow,  Cowper 07 

1239  When  musing  do.Tow  weeps  the  past....  J)enjteld,  B'jrd 889 

Reunion  of  Saints  in  Heaven.— (hymks  1213,  uu.) 

1343    Blest  hour,  when  righteous  souls  shaUmeot Peterboro\  Chimee C81 

1244  StIIlone  in  life  and  ono  in  death Wincheeter,  Roeedale S24 

Example  of  Saints  now  in  Heaven.— (htmks  1245-1247.) 

1247  ForaU  thy  saints,  O  Ood Badea,  Haeerhitt 99 

1245  Give  me  the  wings  of  faith,  to  rise Bartow,  Cowper 97 

1240  Rise,  O  my  soul,  pursuo  the  path Tappan,  Mear 840 

The  Blessedness  of  Heaven.— (htmks  1248-i2G6.) 

1263    AndUtbere,  Lord,arest Bremen, BoyUton 888 

1253    Fromthee,my  God,  myjoys  shall  rlsu T^Mie,  SL  Martin'e 385 

1204  Hark  I  a  voice  divides  the  sky ,Albon,  Nuremburg,  Winfield....    161 

1249  High  in  yonder  realms  of  light Iv*e,White 28*3 

1250  How  bright  these  glorious  spirits  slilnc BaUrma,  Cambridge 297 

1250  Lord,  1  beUove  a  rest  remains Medfield,  Preeton 207 

1253  Lordofthe  Sabbath,  hear  our  vows Berry,  AU  SainU 270 

1257  Nor  eye  hath  seen,  nor  ear  hath  heard .MedfiOd,  Preeton 207 

1205  Oh!  could  onr  thoughts  and  wishes  ily MedfleU,  Preeton 207 

1258  Oh  for  a  sweet,  inspiring  ray Ward,  Eman 281 

1251  Our  sins,  alas  I  how  strong  they  are ,Mear*  Tappan 847 

1259  Thereis  ahappyland OaJ:,Bethany 245 

1255  There  is  an  hour  of  peacofhl  rest .Hardy,  Laneeboro 55 

1254  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love iBerry,  AU  SainU 278 

1248  What  are  these  in  bright  array Jvee,  WMU 283 

1201  We  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  blest Adnal 189 

1200    Whenlcanread  mytltleclear Woodetoek,  Otto 215 

1202  Win  that  not  joyful  be Jfamre 234 

Saints  at  the  Second  Coming  of  Christ.— (htmns  1266-1270.) 

1209    Come,Lord!  andtarrynot Kane,  OlvMdt,  Iowa 888 

1208    HarkI  that  shout  of  rapturous  Joy WUmot,  St  Nieolai 187 

1260  Lol  what  a  glorious  sight  appears Balerma,  Cambridge 897 

1270  The  Church  has  waited  long. Ell,  Bonar,  Shawmut 195 

1267    The  Lord  shall  come!  the  earth  shall  quake Stone/Md,  Lyte 146 

The  Resurrection  of  the  Saints.— (hymns  127i-i276.) 

1274   And  must  this  body  die Badea,  HaverhOL 90 

1276    As  Jesus  died  and  rose  agahi Mear,  Tappan 84T 

1273    My  faith  shall  triumph  o'er  the  grave Jfsar,  Tappan 847 

1271  Rostforthe  toilinghand Bonar,  Piild,  Sherman 815 

1272  Think,  mighty  Ood,  enfeeble  man Neweowi,  NathviUe 89 

1270    Through  Borrow*s  night,  and  danger's  path. J>w^erwline,  China 818 

B 
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Judgment  and  Eternity.— {htmhs  I2'y'y-i290.) 

1283  And  will  the  Judge  deaoend Obmitc,  Athol » 

1287    Day  of  Judgment-day  of  wonders Alvan^ffamden 9i 

1200    Eternity-Eternity Monnumth 401 

1289    Fatherl-ifl  may  call  thee  80 Windham,  Malvem SK 

1284  GreatGodl  whatdolaee  andhear Monmouth 40 

1255  IlereignsI  the  Lord,  the  Saviour  reigna ffuU,  Roekinjham 71 

1256  Lo  I  he  Cometh  I  countless  trumpets zion Sm 

1277  MySaviour!  canitcTerbe P^Ur$hurrf^  Glean W5 

1278  That  awful  day  will  surely  come Windmr,  CnnUrhury 91 

1283    ThatdayofwnUhl  thatdreadfiilday Malvern,  Windham, » 

1281  That  great  day  of  wrath  and  terror OreenvUlo,  JajpuM 30 

1282  The  last  loud  trumpet's  wondrous  sound Xeweourt,  XathviiU 8} 

1279  Thou  Judge  of  quick  and  dead OlmuU,  Athd 10 

1280  When  riaii«  from  the  bed  of  death Windwr^  Can/tr^ry »1 


SPECIAL    OCCASIONS. 

Baptism. — (htmn'S  1043-1047.) — (Sco  under  Chubch.) 
LiOrd^S  Supper. — (hymns  1048-10^7.) — (Seo  under  Chubch.) 
Joining  the  Church.— (h^^^'s  io65-ioto.) — (Seo  under  Chubch.) 

Ordination. — (uymns  1058-10G4.)— (Sco  under  CnuRcn — Christian  Ministry!) 

Marriage.— {htmns  luo,  1141.) 

1141  Not  for  the  summer  hoar  alone Diaufss,  DrnfUHd 411 

1140    We  join  to  pray,  with  wishes  kind Dwidu,  DenJMd 4U 

Dedications.— (H^^^^s  lOt  1-1075.)— (See  under  Chubch.) 

Sabbath  SchooL^H^niNS  1076-1092.)— (See  under  Objects  of  Special  Iktsbest— CUI- 
dren  and  Youth.) 

Monthly  Concert. 

(See  under  Chubch— 77^  Church  Enlarged^  <£^)— hymns  1023-1042. 

(See  under  Objects  or  Special  Intbbest— 17^  Convernon  of  the  World.-^KTMsa  1121-1139. 

Thanksgiving  Day. — (hymns  1 142-1  146.)— (See  also  under  Objects  op  Spbclal  Ixtebesi^ 

National  Blessings,) 

UTMN  TVHn.  PAfil 

1146  Foonlof  ererlMtfnglovo Nuremburg,  Hendon 9 

1144  Let  erery  heart  r^)oioe  and  sing Orion SB 

1145  LikeliTMrshoekto  ezfledrlren Olean,  Pttertlburgh SOI 

1143  Praiae  on  thee,  in  ZIoD  waita gUham,  WUmot Iff 

1142  PraiM  to  God,  immortal  prain WUmot,  8L  Nieoiai liT 

Fast   Day.H^TMNS  1147,  1148.)— See  also  under  The  Chbistian  Vibtues— iSfirniOtfy  and 
Penitence,  and  under  Objects  op  Spectal  Intebest— AhttwioZ  Sim.) 

nmic                                                                                                Tinm.  pagv 

1148    Doldelight  in  aorrow'sdreaa JTiMtn,  BaffUm 591 

1147  O  Lord,  thf  work  revive ObniuUt  Moffdngton,  Tw^d,, . . .    ^ 
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596  A  broken  heart,  my  Ood  mj  King 845 

675  A  broken  heart,  O  Lord 273 

916  A  charge  to  keep  I  havo 273 

1220  A  few  more  years  shall  ron 866 

483  A  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page 84 

607  A  pilgrim  through  this  lonely  world 282 

1060  According  to  thy  gracious  word 829 

522  Acquaint  thee,  O  mortal,  acquaint  thee. 823 

C^2  Ainiction  is  a  stormy  deep 128 

SO  Af;ain  our  earthly  cares  we  leave 858 

57  Again  the  day  returns  of  holy  rest 227 

CO  Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 84 

C4(i  Ah  happy  hours !  whenever  upsprlngs 1 65 

499  Ah !  how  shall  fkUen  man 2S6 

bCA  Ah!  whot  avails  my  strife 840 

98:)  Ah !  wretched,  vile,  ungratcfhl  heart 115 

562  Alas!  and  did  my  Baviryur  bleed ? 174 

637  Alas!  what  hourly  dangers  rise  1 290 

879  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name! 113 

81  All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell 17 

263  All  praise  to  thee,  eternal  Lord  1 114 

717  AH  that  I  was,  my  sin,  my  guilt 170 

104  All  yo  nations,  praise  the  Lord! 150 

212  Almighty  Father !  gracious  Lord ! 871 

S13  Almighty  Father  of  mankind! 859 

818  Almigb^  Ood,  in  humble  prayer 410 

1162  Almighty  Bfaker  of  my  f^amc 837 

1819  Almighty  Saviour,  here  we  stand 417 

661  Along  my  earthly  way 884  | 

419  Always  with  u^  always  with  us 193  | 

885  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  crossf 27  ; 

1016  Amazing  grace !  (how  sweet  the  sound)  1 215 

150  Amid  the  splendors  of  thy  state 124 

691  Amid  thy  wrath  remember  love  — 250 

667  And  are  we  wretches  yet  alive ! 275 

802  And  art  thou,  gracious  Master,  gonof 205 

712  And  can  mine  eyes,  without  a  tear 251 

811  And  did  the  Holy  and  the  Just 808 

930  And  dost  thou  say, «  Ask  what  thou  wUt  r ' . . . .  271 

1268  And  is  there,  Lord,  a  r<Mt 222 

884  Ami  must  I  part  with  all  I  have 410 

1274  And  must  this  body  die  r 99 

848  And  shall  I  sit  alono 237 

1288  And  will  the  Judge  descend 299 

761  And  wilt  thou  now  forsake  me,  Lord 129 

114  Angels,  assist  to  sing 24 

61  Another  six  days^  work  is  done 2S3 

979  Arise,  my  soul,  my  Joyfhl  powers 158 

M7  Arise,  my  tend*rest  thought^  arise 404 

1075  Arise!  O  King  of  grace,  arise! 125 

857  Arise,  ye  people,  and  adore 201 

693  Arise,  yo  saints,  arise! 106 

1038  Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven 159,  466 

818  As  by  the  light  of  opening  doy 207 

1275  As  J«'sus  died  and  rose  again SiT 

664  iVs  jKints  the  hart  ibr  ooollng  streams 96 

765  As  when  the  weary  traveler  gains 899 

608  Ask,  and  ye  Shan  receive 118 

1195  Asleep  In  Jeeual  bleased  steep ! 805 

660  Author  of  good  I  to  tbe«w8  turn 149 
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831  Awake,  and  sing  the  song 100 

48  Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 49 

901  Awake,  mysoul!  lift  up  thine  eyes 74 

880  Awake,  my  soul!  stretch  every  nerve 85 

431  Awake,  my  soul,  tojoyftil  Uys 122, 402 

182  Awake,  my  tongue,  thy  tribute  bring 75 

890  Awake,  our  souls!  away,  our  fears! 74 

1168  Awake,  yo  saints !  and  raise  your  eyes 201 

68  Awake,  yo  saints,  awake! 24 

1815  Baptized  into  our  Saviour's  death 410 

86  Be  Joyfhl  in  Ood,  all  ye  lands  of  the  earth 73 

100  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  Ood 80 

88  Befbro  Jehovah's  awfhl  throne 68 

729  Befbro  thy  cross,  my  dying  Lord 103 

781  Befbro  thy  throne  with  tearfhl  eyes 103 

110  Begin,  my  soul,  th'  exalted  lay 47 

178  Begin,  my  tongue,  some  heavenly  thcmo 110 

641  Behold  a  Stranger  at  the  door 164 

887  Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb 201 

1312  Behold  the  grave  where  Jesus  lay 418 

4S1  Behold,  the  morning  sun 880 

1047  Behold  the  mounUin  of  the  Lord 411 

854  Behold  the  throne  of  grace ! 180 

1 199  Behold  tho  western  evening  light ! 827 

1002  Behold,  what  wondrous  grace 228 

231  Behold,  where,  in  a  mortal  form 880 

1205  Beneath  our  feet  and  o'er  our  head 800 

133  Beyond,  beyond  that  boundless  sea 280 

159  Bless,  O  my  soull  the  living  Ood 75 

957  Blessed  are  the  sons  of  Ood! 180 

791  BlessedbeOod!  fbr  ever  blest 121 

264  Blessed  night,  when  first  that  plain 260 

683  Blessed  Saviour  I  thee  I  love 100 

993  Blest  are  tha  pure  in  heart 203 

S61  Blest  are  tho  sons  of  peace 203 

87 1  Blest  be  tho  dear,  uniting  love 211 

857  Blest  be  tho  tie  that  binds 194 

1071  Blest  be  thou,  O  Ood  of  Israel 85 

843  Blest  hour!  when  mortal  man  retires. 224 

1243  Blest  hour !  when  righteous  souls  shall  meet . .    881 

944  Blest  is  tho  man  whom  thou,  O  Lord 829 

875  Blest  is  tho  man  whoso  softening  heart 171 

700  Blest  Jesus  I  when  my  soaring  thoughts 148 

736  Blest  Jesus,  while  in  mortal  flesh 149 

50  Blest  morning !  whose  young  dawning  rays.. . .  44 
623  Blow  yo  the  trumpet,  blow 199 

1062  Bread  of  heaven !  on  thee  I  feed lOl 

998  Breast  tho  wave.  Christian 890 

1280  Brief  life  is  here  our  portion 867 

243  Bright  King  of  glory!  dreadftilOodl 87 

1096  Bright  Source  of  everlasting  love 239 

266  Brightest  and  best  of  tho  sons  of  the  morning ! .      79 

265  Brightness  of  tho  Father's  glory 198 

648  Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death 855 

618  Brother,  hast  thou  wanderedfhr 200 

682  Burdened  with  guilt,  wouldst  thou  be  blestf. . .    863 

1801  Buried  beneath  tho  yielding  wave 415 

1060  By  cool  Siloam'B  shady  rOl 104 

677  QUI  tho  Lord  thy  sure  lalvatlon 819 

90O  Cahnme,myGod,andkMQmAetlm 80& 
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1205  Calm  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God 867 

272  Calm,  on  the  listening  oar  of  night.... 221 

&50  Can  Rlnnors  hope  for  heaven 814 

416  Cast  thy  bnrden  on  the  Lord 202 

1218  Cease,  ye  monmeis,  cease  to  langoiBh 810 

904  Cheer  np,  desponding  soul  1 865 

542  Child  of  sin  and  sorrow 848 

715  Chosen,  not  for  good  in  me 878 

490  Christ  and  his  cross  are  all  oar  theme 182 

1074  Christ  is  onr  Comer  stone 198 

688  Christ  of  aD  my  hopes  the  Ground 150 

854  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to^y! 127 

425  Christ,  whose  glory  fills  the  skies 873 

1082  Church  of  the  eTer-IlYlng  God 8S5 

980  Clouds  and  darlmeea  round  about  thee 892 

840  Come,  all  ye  saints  of  God 144 

458  Come,  blessed  Sphit  I  Source  of  light ICS 

89  Come,  dearest  Lord !  descend  and  dwell 2D2 

882  Come,  every  pious  heart 40 

454  Come,  gracious  Spirit,  hoayenly  Dove 185 

1807  Come,  happy  souls,  adore  the  Iamb 418 

858  Come,  happy  souls  approach  your  God 116 

485  Come,  heavenly  Love  I  inspire  my  song 95 

604  Come  hither,  all  ye  weary  souls 184 

451  Come,  Holy  Ghost,— in  love 854 

468  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come! 272 

1291  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Dove  divine 412 

462  Come,  Iloly  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove 187 

970  Come,  humble  souls,— -ye  mourners,  come 104 

1070  Come  in,  thou  blessed  of  the  Lord 8S1 

109  Come,  lot  our  voicM  join  to  raise 4S 

1161  Come,  let  us  anew  our  journey  pursue C97 

888  Come,  let  us  join  onr  choerAil  songs 113 

809  Come,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes 117 

889  Come,  let  us  sing  the  song  of  songs 74 

585  Come,  lot  us  to  the  Lord  our  God 143 

1269  Come,  Lord!  and  tarry  not 8S3 

129  Come,  O  my  soul !  in  sacred  lays 80 

514  Come,  said  Jesus*  sacred  voice 208 

1296  Come,  saints,  adore  your  Saviour,  God 412 

86  Come,  sound  his  praise  abroad 874 

474  Come,  thou  ahnighty  King 145 

648  Come,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing 178 

894  Come,  thou  long*oxpectcd  Jesus 84 

529  Come  to  the  ark,  como  to  the  arki 89 

537  Como  to  the  land  of  peace 867 

553  Como,  trembling  sinner,  in  whoso  breast 143 

C05  Come  unto  me,  all  yo  who  mourn 103 

523  Come  up  hither ;  como  away 8S6 

968  Come,  we  who  love  the  Lord S3 

581  Come,  weary  souls,  with  sin  distressed 225 

952  Come,  ye  disconsolate!  where'er  you  languish.  108 

518  Como,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  %vrotched 295 

881  Come,  ye  that  fear  the  Lord 884 

607  Come,  ye  with  sin  distressed 113 

675  Commit  thou  all  thy  griefe 160 

701  Compared  with  Christ,  In  all  beside 206 

689  Could  my  heart  so  liard  remain 261 

849  Crown  his  head  with  endless  blessing 1 93 

880  Crowns  of  glory  ever  bright 166 

1080  Daughter  of  Zlon  I  awoke  from  thy  sadness. . . .  79 

1184  Daughter  of  Zion  I  firom  the  dust 210 

1287  Day  of  judgment,— day  of  wonders 294 

1206  Dear  as  thou  wcrt,  and  justly  dear 138 

846  Dear  Father,  to  thy  mercy-scat 191 

1216  Dear  is  the  spot  where  Christians  sleep 803 

1077  Dear  Jesus,  ever  at  my  side 893 

806  Dear  Lord,  amid  the  throng  that  pressed 241 

799  Dear  Lord,  and  will  thy  pardoning  love 44 

,  end  will  thy  pardoning  love 417 

9  of  my  weary  soul 55 

or,  if  these  lambs  should  stray 405 

rlwoArethine 11^ 

dv  we  thy  will  obey 412 
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606  Dear  Saviour,  when  my  thoughts  recall 829 

808  Dearest  of  all  the  names  above m 

1170  Death  may  dissolve  my  body  now W 

810  Deep  in  our  hearts  let  ns  record SS 

767  Deny  theef  what!  deny  the  w»y si 

604  Depthof  mercy!— «an  there  be «>$ 

1994  Descend,  celestial  Dove ad 

1297  Down  to  the  sacred  wave 41> 

1235  Descend  Arom  heaven,  immortal  Dove  I ::i 

821  Despised  is  the  Man  of  grief m 

886  Did  Christ  o'er  ehmen  weep 2S« 

800  Didst  thou,  dear  Jesoa,  BoilBr  ahune IB 

87  Dismiss  us  with  thy  bleaiing,  Lofd tf 

1143  Do  I  delight  in  sorrow's  dxeas? M 

693  Do  not  I  love  thee,  O  my  Lord? m 

760  Do  not  I  trust  in  thee,  O  Lord? S17 

1119  Dread  Jobovahl  God  of  nattonsi SB 

78  Dread  Sovereign  t  let  my  evening  song 80 

44  £ar1y,my  Godl  withontdelay 54 

288  Ere  earth's  fonndationa  yet  were  laid SO 

251  Ere  the  blue  heavens  were  stretched  abroad. ...  8M 

819  Eternal  Father,  God  of  love 410 

190  Eternal  God!  ctemalKlngl 197 

158  Eternal  Power  I  almighty  God  1 9 

719  EtomalBockl  totheelflee » 

626  Eternal  Source  of  Joys  divine t2S 

465  Eternal  Spirit,  we  confess 271 

1S8  Eternal  Wisdom!  thee  wo  praise 117 

1290  Eternity— eternity! 4M 

803  Ever  patient,  gentle,meek 188 

415  Everlasting  arms  of  love 1S7 

953  Every  human  tie  may  perish 408 

9S1  Faint  not,  Christian!  though  the  road. 288 

757  Faith  U  the  polar  star 358 

19  Far  as  thy  name  is  known 50 

1019  Far  down  the  ages  now 8t» 

1282  Far  IVom  my  heavenly  home 99 

21  Far  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world,  begone  I 43 

918  Far  Arom  the  world,  O  Lord,  I  flee. ISS 

1286  Far  ft-om  those  narrow  scenes  of  night. 886 

850  Father,  how  wide  thy  glory  shines! SI 

215  Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life 2S0 

1233  Father,  I  long,  I  fiOnt  to  see S88 

12S9  Father!— if  I  may  call  theo  80 85S 

1204  Father,  my  spirit  owns 279 

988  Father,  oh,  hear  me  now ! 245 

994  Father  of  eternal  grace 183 

471  Father  of  heaven,  whose  lovo  profound 818 

C3  Failicr  of  love  and  power 141 

1059  Father  of  mercies,  bow  thine  ear 189 

2 14  Fa:  her  of  mercies,  God  of  love !  My  Father. ...  190 

723  Father  of  mercies,  €rod  of  lovo  I  Oti,  hear 147 

485  Father  of  mercies.  In  thy  word 88 

873  Father  of  mercies,  send  thy  grace 211 

207  Father,  thy  paternal  care iSH 

815  Father,  thy  Son  hath  died til 

926  Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 191 

1132  Father,  when  thy  chUd  is  dying 809 

940  Father,  who  in  the  olive  shade 800 

699  Fear  not,  O  Uttle  flock,  the  fbe 47 

900  Fight  the  good  fight!  lay  hold 189 

883  Firm  as  the  earth  thy  (Gospel  stands 45 

718  Flow  fbst,  my  tears!  the  cause  is  great 813 

1817  For  all  thy  saints,  O  God 99 

605  For  mercies  countless  as  the  sands 281 

5  For  thee,  O  God,  our  constant  praiso 819 

995  For  ever  here  my  rest  shall  bo 136 

1237  For  ever  with  the  Lord! 883 

420  ForgetAil  can  a  mother  be  f 1S8 

10  Forth  fh>m  the  dark  and  stormy  sky 147 

1146  Fount  of  everlasting  love! 89 

77  Frequent  the  day  of  God  retoms 88T 

m4¥tV<^tid«AAt  Mend  departs 8B6 
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at  I  From  deep  distress  and  troubled  thoughts 240 

h  \o  From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows 2St) 

1 1 1'J  From  foes  that  would  tlio  land  devour 257 

1 1  il  From  Greeul and's  icy  mountains 895 

C71  From  lowest  depths  of  woo 209 

520  From  the  cross  uplifted  high 100 

12.V2  From  thee,  ray  God,  my  Joys  shall  rise 8S5 

1U92  From  yon  delusive  scene 110 

911  Gently,  gently  lay  thy  rod 1C2 

759  Gently,  Lord,  oh,  gently  lead  us SM 

11S8  Gently,  my  Saviour,  let  me  down 87T 

1033  Gird  on  thy  conquering  sword  1 193 

1:^5  Give  me  the  wings  of  faith,  to  rise 97 

154  Give  thanks  to  God ;  ho  reigns  above 43 

165  Give  thanks  to  God  most  high 40 

166  Give  to  our  God  immortal  praise 04 

583  Give  to  the  Lord  thine  heart 110 

123  Give  to  the  Lord,  ye  sons  of  ikmo 86 

676  Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears 161 

1042  Give  us  room,  that  wo  may  dwell 891 

29  Glad  was  my  heart  to  hear 82 

10-28  Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken 219 

377  Glory,  glory  to  our  Klngl C72 

841  GlorytoGodonlilghl 141 

1076  Glory  to  the  Father  give 29 

65  Glory  to  thee,  my  God,  this  night 49 

87S  Go,  labor  on ;  spend  and  be  spent 67 

879  Go,  labor  on ;  your  liands  are  weak 57 

1 185  Go,  preach  my  gospel,  saith  the  Lord 349 

1295  Go,  teach  the  nations,  and  baptize 419 

290  Go  to  dark  Gcthsomone 163 

925  Go  up,  go  up,  my  hearti 266 

842  Go,  when  the  morning  shineth ISO 

251  Go,  worship  at  ImmanueFs  feet 87 

1111  God  bless  our  native  land! 401 

556  Godcallingyet:— shall  I  not  hear  f 818 

79  God  in  his  temple  let  us  meet 876 

236  God,  In  the  high  and  holy  phuse 8S4 

141  God  is  a  Spirit,  just  and  wise 183 

151  God  is  love ;  his  mercy  brightens 193 

6S4  God  Is  my  strong  salvation 894 

19.S  God  is  our  refago  and  defense 241 

196  God  is  our  rcfUgo  and  our  strength IS 

200  God  is  our  reAige  over  near 408 

192  God  b  the  reftige  of  his  saints 90 

236  God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 80 

644  God,  my  supporter  and  my  hope 223 

137  God  of  almighty  power 61 

fi  12  God  of  mercy!  Godoflovol 260 

961  Godof  mylife!  through  all  my  days 43 

670  Godof  my  lifel  totheelcall ; 405 

72S  God  of  my  salvation,  hear 860 

80S  God's  holy  hiw,  transgressed 06 

1014  Grace!  *t is  a  charming  sound 875 

1816  Gracious  Saviour  I  woadorethec. 420 

674  Great  Author  of  my  being 878 

15  Great  God !  attend,  while  Zion  sings 63 

142GreatGod!  how  infinite  art  thou ! 274 

45  Great  God  I  indulge  my  humble  claim 43 

1046  Grcr.t  God  is  not  thy  promise  pledged 411 

204  Great  God!  let  all  my  tuneftil  powers 03 

1009  Great  God  of  wonders !  all  thy  ways 147 

1126  Great  God !  tho  nations  of  the  earth 229 

66  Great  God !  to  thee  my  evening  song 114 

1166  Great  God  1  we  sing  that  mighty  hand 81 

12S4  Great  God!  what  do  I  see  and  hear ? 408 

1 123  Great  God  I  whose  universal  sway TO 

1025  Grcatisthe  Lord  our  God S8 

12S  Great  is  the  Lonl !  what  tongue  can  Arame 65 

473  Great  One  in  Three,  great  Three  in  One ! 83 

127  Great  Bulor  of  all  nature's  frame ! 858 

1021  Great  Shepherd  of  thine  Israel  I S18 

667  Great  Source  of  boundless  power  and  graoo  I . . .  848 

1221  Guide  me,  0  thou  great  Jehovah ! 407 
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866  Had  I  tho  tongues  of  Greeks  and  Jews 248 

1011  Hail,  my  ever  blessed  Jesus !  86 

749  Hall,  sovereign  Love !  that  foimod  tho  plan. ...  804 

278  HaUaienight!  aU  hail  the  mom  1 89 

1088  Hail  to  the  Lord'a  Anointed! 181 

881  HaU  to  the  Prince  of  life  and  peace! 87 

8$4Halleli^ah,haUeli^ah! SOI 

178  Hallcli^ah!  raise,  oh,  raise 23 

1029  Happy  tho  church,  thou  sacred  placol 61 

858  Happy  the  heart  where  graces  reign 891 

1097  Happy  the  home,  when  God  is  there 80 

870  Happy  the  souls  to  Jeans  joined 811 

1264  Hark!  a  Toico  divides  tho  sky ! 151 

273  Hark!  hark!  the  notes  of  joy 68 

895  Hark !  how  tho  gospel  trumpet  sounds ! 156 

709  Hark,mysoul!  itistheLord 150 

886  Hark !  ton  thousand  harps  and  Toices 888 

1268  Hark !  that  shout  of  rapturous  joy 18T 

274  Hark !  tho  glad  sound !  tho  Saviour  comes 117 

270  Hark!  the  herald  angela  sing 801 

893  Hark!  tho  song  of  Jubilee 126 

297  Hark!  tho  voice  of  love  and  mercy 894 

073  Hark !  through  the  courts  of  heaven 881 

271  IlarkI  what  celestial  sounds Ill 

269  Hark !  what  mean  thoso  holy  voices 213 

637  Haste,  O  sinner  1  now  bo  wise 150 

603  Haste,  traveler,  haste !  the  night  comes  on, 188 

1105  Hasten,  OLori  that  happy  tlmo 88 

684  Have  mercy  on  me,  O  my  God! 844 

853  He  dies!  tho  Friend  of  sinners  dies! 880 

874  Ho  lives!  tho  great  Bedeemer  lives! 880 

1285  Ho  reigns!  tho  Lord,  tho  Saviour  reigns ! 70 

8&S  Ho  who  on  earth  as  man  was  known 864 

613  Hear  mo,  OGodI  nor  hldo  thy  face 848 

686  Hear,  O  sinner  I  mercy  halls  you 804 
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1 154  Thy  mighty  working,  mighty  Ood! H 

102  Thy  name,  almighty  Ix>rd 'J 

923  Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord M 

1S6  Thy  way,  O  Lord,  Is  in  tho  sea. 5^ 

1004  Thy  works,  not  mine,  O  Christ  1 i:^ 

1 107  Time  is  winging  us  away SlT 

756  T  is  by  tho  faith  of  joys  to  c^imo ?4^ 

1150  T  is  by  thy  strength  the  mountains  stand lH 

293  "T  Is  finished  r—«o  the  Saviour  cried ril 

1 317  'T  is  God  the  Father  wo  ailorc Ui 

202  T  is  midnight,  and,  on  Olive's  brow HI 

239  'T  1.S  not  that  I  did  choose  llioc ^S 

8U4  'Tis  past— the  dark  and  dreary  night SB 

320  To  C'alv'ry,  Lord,  in  spirit  now Sd 

515  To'day  tho  Saviour  calls 8!* 

4CS  To  God  bo  glory,  pence  on  earth ^1 

954  To  God  I  made  my  Forrows  known 330 

229  To  God,  the  mighty  Lord 399 

246  To  God,  tho  only  wLsc «5 

232  To  heaven  I  lift  my  waiting  eyes SW 

245  To  him  who  loved  the  pools  of  men *l 

1  l^s  To  Je."»u»,  tho  crown  of  my  hope 1;5 

1313  To  Jordan'?  stream  tho  Savionr  goes. 415 

327  To  our  Kodeemer's  glorious  name M 

401  To  pralso  our  Shei»herd'8  care S 

8'30  To  thee,  ray  Go<l,  my  Saviour STO 

395  To  thco,  my  Shepherd,  and  my  Lord 142 

812  To  thee,  O  God,  njy  prayer  ascends loO 

206  To  thy  pastures  fair  and  large ^A 

81  To  thy  temple  I  repair fi 

267  To  us  a  Child  of  hopo  is  bom 2«.«f' 

614  Trembling,  before  thino  awAil  throne !«» 

833  Triumphant,  Christ  ascends  on  high « 

1024  Triumphant  Zlon    liftthyhead W 

996  Try  us,  O  God,  and  search  the  ground. !?<> 

597  Turn  not  thy  faco  away,  OLordI 823 

S38  Unshaken  as  the  sacred  hill !.  £11 


;7  Unto  tho  Lonl,  unto  the  Lord M 

my  portion^ 0  my  God ^i^  \  12fl0  \3tvNQ.\\  Uvy  bos^mv,  falthftil  tomb 2» 
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174  Up  to  the  Lord,  •who  reigns  on  high 3S0 

IW  Upward  I  lift  mlno  eyes 133 

C59  Vainly  I  through  night's  weary  hours 235 

IISO  Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame  I ; 421 

241  Walt,  O  my  soul,  thy  Maker's  will ! 103 

1130  Wakotho  song  of  Jubilee  1 1C7 

9i4  "Walk  in  tho  light !  so  shalt  thou  know GD 

276  Watchman,  tell  us  of  tho  night 891, 465 

1064  We  bid  iheo  welcome  In  the  name 109 

861  We  did  not  see  thee  lifted  high 123 

1227  We  go  with  tho  redeemed  to  taste 877 

1 140  Wo  join  to  pray,  with  wishes  kind 411 

49  Wo  lid  our  hearts  to  thee 22 

406  Wo  '11  sing  the  power  of  him  who  died 105 

1300  Wo  long  to  move  and  breathe  in  thee 414 

641  We  love  thee,  Lord,  becanso  when  wo 132 

919  We  prai.-«o  and  bless  thee,  gracious  Lord 206 

819  We  sing  tho  praise  of  him  who  died 93 

243  Wo  sing  to  theo,  thou  Son  of  God 17S 

1261  We  speak  of  the  realms  of  tho  blest 189 

805  We  tread  tho  path  our  Master  trod 158 

1223  Wc-  "vc  uo  abiding  city  here COS 

C31  Weary  of  wandering  from  my  God 216 

584  Weary  sinner,  keep  thine  eyes 102 

752  Weary  with  sin,  I  lift  mine  eyes.. . . ; 141 

54  Welcome,  delightful  morn 24 

53  Wck'oine,  sweet  day  of  rest 2"3 

910  Welcome  to  mo  tho  darkest  night 71 

1-24S  What  are  thcso  in  bright  array  ? 2S-2 

960  What  cheering  words  aro  these  ? 191 

842  What  equal  honors  shall  wo  bring 876 

l-sG  What  finite  power,  with  ceaseless  toll 386 

2S2  W  hat  grace,  O  Lord,  and  beauty  shono 108 

175  What  secret  place,  what  distant  star 81 

820  What  shall  I  render  to  my  God 23S 

816  What  sii.ners  value,  I  resign 25^S 

951  What  though  no  flowers  tho  flg-treo  clotho 221 

653  What  various  hindrances  wo  meet 248 

211  When  all  thy  mercies,  O  my  God 870 

410  When  along  lifo's  thorny  roatl 3GS 

41  When,  as  returns  thb  solemn  day 271 

1135  When  bemling  o'er  tho  brink  of  life 321 

732  When  blest  with  that  transporting  tIoav 2U0 

1150  Whon  l)looming  youth  is  snatched  away 317 

1153  When  brL'hter  suns  and  milder  skies ir>9 

ISO  When  diirkn«:9S  long  lias  vailed  my  mind 197 

1197  When  downward  to  tho  darksomo  tomb 321 

766  When  earthly  comforts  die 287 

1151  When  from  my  sidit  all  fades  oway 1-iT 

412  When  pathcrlng  clouds  around  I  vicr,' 809 

169  When  God  revealed  his  graclons  name 214 
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037  Wlun  I  can  trust  my  all  with  G  od 25T 
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816  When  I  survey  tho  wondrous  cross 298 
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1239  When  musing  sorrow  weeps  tho  past 2:19 
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698  When  on  Sinai's  top  I  see 890 
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197  When,  overwhelmed  with  grief 299 

1230  When,  rising  fh)m  tho  bod  of  death 291 

1131  When  shall  tho  voice  of  singing ISl 

638  When  silent  steal  across  my  soul 254 

750  When  sins  and  fears  prevailing  riso 141 

47  When,  streaming  ftH)m  tho  eastern  skies 309 

1 175  When  the  .^park  of  life  Is  waning 157 

714  When  this  passing  world  is  dono 873 

608  When  thou  my  righteous  Judgo,  shalt  come. . .  849 
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855  Whoro  high  tho  heavenly  tomple  stands 319 

875  Whoro  Is  my  God  ?— does  ho  retire 280 

942  Where  is  my  Saviour  now 270 

783  Where  shall  I  look  for  holy  cahn 184 

122  Where'er,  through  all  his  works,  we  send 874 

726  Wherewith,  O  God,  shall  I  draw  near 19a 

67S  Willie  foes  aro  strong,  and  danger  near. 185 

830  While  ill  tho  hours  of  blooming  youth 141    . 

1314  WhUo  in  this  sacred  rite  of  thlno 416 

497  While  life  prolongs  its  prodous  light 218 

408  While  my  Bedcemer's  near 252 

1 107  While  o'or  tho  deep  thy  servants  sail 281 

263  Whilo  shepherds  watched  their  flocks  by  zdght.  112 
4  WhUo  theo  I  seek,  protecting  Power 870, 460 

1065  Whilo  to  thy  table  I  repair 169 

1 159  Wliilo  with  ceaseless  course  tho  sun 800,  465 

C64  Whither,  oh,  whither  should  I  fly 185 

571  Who  can  describe  the  joys  that  rise 248 

922  Who,  O Lord,  when  llfoiso'er 151 

921  Who  shall  ascend  thy  beavonly  place 277 

1 005  Who  shall  tho  Lord's  elect  condemn  ? 249 

795  Who,  when  beneath  affllctton's  rod 155 

976  Who,  who  can  part  our  ransomed  souls 215 

042  W hom  have  we.  Lord,  in  heaven,  but  thee  ?. . . .    281 

1210  Why  do  wo  mourn  departing  friends 813 

789  Why  droops  my  soul,  with  grief  oppressed  ? 2SS 

629  Why  is  my  heart  so  iar  from  thee 281 

1041  Why,  on  the  bending  willows  hung 825 

806  Why  search  yo  in  tho  narrow  tomb 124 

414  Why  should  I  fear  tho  darkest  hour 204 

946  Why  should  I  murmur  or  repine 276 

121 7  Why  should  our  tears  in  sorrow  flow 865 

455  Why  should  tho  children  of  a  King 86^4 

1 194  Why  should  wo  start  and  fear  to  dio  T 80S 

1215  Wliy  should  wo  weep  for  those  who  die 324 

540  Why  will  yo  wo^to  on  trifling  cares 386 

1263  Wm  that  not  joyftil  bo 284 

956  With  all  my  powers  of  heart  and  tonguo 75 

606  With  broken  heart  and  coutrito  sigh 254 

1063  With  heavenly  i>ower,  O  Lord,  defend 82 

18  With  joy  wo  hail  the  sacred  day G^ 

424  With  joy  wo  meditate  tho  graco 214,468 

865  With  love  tho  Saviour's  heart  o'crflowed 865 

1102  With  my  substance  I  will  honor 21S 

82  With  one  consent,  let  all  the  earth 17 

133  With  reverence  let  tho  saints  appear 13 

1 1-!9  With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud 112 

530  With  tearfhl  eyes  I  look  around SIS 

579  With  tears  of  anguish  I  lament 250 

250  With  transport,  Lord,  our  souls  procUim S3 

1300  With  willing  hearts  we  tread 418 

1066  Witness,  ye  men  and  angels,  now 183 

822  Worlds  can  not  reach  tho  mighty  price 124 

101  Worship,  honor,  glory,  blessing 172 

847  Worthy  the  Lamb  of  boundless  sway 62 

1136  To  Clu-i:itian  heralds !  go  proclaim 805 

524  To  dying  Eons  of  men 278 

702  Yo  cartlily  vanities !  depart 186 

436  Yo  glittering  toys  of  earth,  adieu  1 142 

1190  Yo  golden  lamps  of  heaven,  farewell  1 820 

120  Ye  iiosts  of  heavon,  ye  mighty  ones 10 

201  Yo  humble  souls,  approach  your  God 210 

859  Ye  humblo  souls  that  seek  tho  Lord 123 

1219  Yo  mourning  saints,  whoso  streaming  tears. . . .    812 

84  Yo  nations  round  the  earth,  rejoice 17 

829  Ye  saints,  your  music  bring 19S 

849  Yo  servants  of  God 58 

1060  Yo  servants  of  tho  Lord 8S8 

120  Yo  tribes  of  Adam,  Join 25 

519  Yo  who  in  these  courts  aro  found IQft 

609  Yo  wretched,  hungry,  a*arjVw^\(WR ^""^v 
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Arise,  0  Lord,  into  thy  rest, 

As  the  hart  pentcth,    

Becanse  then  hast  made,  . . 
Bethoa  exalted,  O  Ood,  .. 
Blessed  be  the  Lord  Ood,    . 
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.Psalm  CXXXIL 44S 

.     "     XLII,XLIII..  480 

.     "     XCI,»-16 489 

.      "     LVII 488 

.Lake  1,68-75 45G 


Blessed  be  thoa,  Lord  God,  .  .1  Cbr.  XXIX,  10-18. .  454 

Blessed  is  the  man  that,    Psalm  1 424 

Blees  the  Lord,  O  my  soul,    ..     "     CIII 448 

Olory  be  to  God  on  high,    ...  .Gloria  In  Excclsis 458 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,     GloriaPatri 458 

€k>d, be mcrclAil nnto ns,    ...Psalm LXTII 484 

God  is  our  reftige  and,    "     XLVI 480 

Great  is  the  Lord,  and,    ""     XLYIII 481 

Ilave  mercy  upon  me,    "     LI 482 

lie  is  despised  and  rejected,    Isaiah  LII 1 455 

Holy, holy,  holy,  Lord  God,  ..Eov.    IV  and  V 450 

How  amiable  arc  thy,    Psalm  LXXXIY 485 

How  beantifta  upon  the,    ...  .Isaiah  LII,  7-9 465 

I  lore  the  Lord,    Psalm  CXVI 445 

I  was  e^  when  they  said,    ..      ''     CXXII 447 

I  wiU  bless  the  Lord,    "     XXXIV 428 

I  win  extol  thee,  my  God,    ..     «     CXLV 451 

I  will  lift  np  mine  eyes,    **     CXXI 447 

I  win  praise  thee  with,    *"     CXXXVUI...  450 

I  win  sing  of  the  mercies,    ...     *«     LXXXIX,1-18  487 

Lord,  thoa  hast  been,    **    LXXXV 486 

Lord,  thoa  hast  been  <mr,    ...     •*     XC 488 

Make  a  Joyfbl  noise,    ••    C 442 

Notimtoiis,OLoid»    **    OXV 444 
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O  come,  let  OS  Sing  onto,    ....Psalm  XCV 440 

O  God,  thou  art  my  God,    ...     "     LXIII.  1-7....  48S 

O  Lord,  I  will  praise  thee,    ..Isaiah  XII 454 

O  Lord,  our  Lord,  how,    Psalm  VIII 424 

O  Lord,  thou  hast,    «     CXXXIX 450 

O  sing  unto  the  Lord,    "     XGVI 440 

O  sing  unto  the  Lord  a,    «     XCVIII 441 

Oh,  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord,     "     CXXXVI 449 

Our  Father  who  art  in,    The  Lord's  Prayer. . .  459 

Out  of  the  depths,    PsalmCXXX 44$ 

Praise  waltcth  for  thee,    ♦'     LXV... 484 

Praise  yo  the  Lord,    "     CXI 444 

Praise  ye  the  Lord,  (from    . .     "     CXLVIII 45S 

Praise  ye  the  Lord,  (In  his    ...     »*     CL 458 

Praise  ye  the  Lord,  O,    "     CXLVII,  12-20  45fi 

Praisethe  Lord,  O  my  soul,  ..     ••     CXLVI 4.*i2 

E<Joico  in  the  Lord,    "     XXXIII,  1-12.  49!* 

The  earth  is  the  Lord's,    «     XXIV 426 

The  heaycns  declare,    **•     XIX 425 

The  Lord  is  my  light,    ••     XXVII 421 

The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,    ..     **     XXIII 425 

The  Lord  is  my  strength,    ...      «     CXVIII,  14-29  44( 

The  Lord  reigneth,    «     XCIII 439 

Thy  mercy  0  Lord  is  in,    ....Psalm  XXXVI,  5-10.  429 

We  praise  thee,  O  God,    Te  Deum  Landamna.  456 

When  the  Lord  shaU build,    ..Psalm  CII,  16-98 442 

When  the  Lord  turned,    *"     CXXVI 448 

Unto  thee,  O Lord,  do  I,    ....     **     XXV,1-14....  426 
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Aluec 809 

Albon 151 

AllSaists W.Knapp.  2TI 

Ai.vnr.vs.,,*Jit.Sberwein.S%  120,  124 

Altah 294,407,420 

America English,  401 

Amoy Dr.  L.  Mason.  810 

Amsterdam Nares,  861 

Anley 284 

ANTiocn* 200 

ANVBRN Dr.  L.  Mason.  8SS 

Ariel Dr,  L.  Mason.    87 

Arlinqton Ame,  165,  207,  416 

Aston 837 

Athens Giardini.  182 

Atiiol B.Uarrison.  293 

AvA Dr.  Hastings.  £48 

Avon 80,  282 

Aylesbury Dr.  M.  Greene,  841 

Badea Gei^man.  61,  n,  HU,  286 
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Balrrma JZ  Wilson.  297 

Barby Wm,  Tansur,    95 

Barrow 883 

BARTiMRL-a Am.  Melody,  178 

Bartow 97 

Bates Dr.  L.Mason,  828 

Bavaria 406 

Bayton 898 

Brloravb 863 

Brnevento Webbe,  464 

Berne 818 

Bbrry 276 

Brtiiany Dr.L,  Mason.  244 

Bktursda Dr,  Green,  278 

Billow Dr.  L,  Mason,  262 

BuNAR.Z^r.  L.  Mason.  160, 194, 815,  866 

Bond ^ 823 

Bonn 834 

BoTLSTON Dr.  L.  Mason. 

177,  223.  237,  835,  841,  418 

Bradford Handel,    94 

Brattle  Street. PleyeL  460 

Bremen 32,  222 

Brighton Dr.  L.  Mason.  874 
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Cave 263 
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DURER. 176 

Effibld 156 

EmNGnAM 92 

Eland 242 

Elden 163 
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Olyn 284 
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HoxTON 800 

Hull 81,  70 

Invebnsss Dr.L.  Mason,  840 
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Kane. 60,833 
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Kent 243 

Knro 801 

Knigiit 260 
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Lander 263 
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L  aneton 893 
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Leon Dr,  L.  Mason,  148 

Lewin 850 

Lisbon D.  Read,  867 

LisciiER *Dr.  L.  Mason,  198 

L1TCIIFLEL&.. l>r,l-.lftM*«^*^9ft 
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PAOX 
LORAIITE 101 

Low  AS V,  C.  Taylor.  804 

LOTING-SIKDNESS 462 

Ltkcm S45 

Ltoxs JoHfph  ITayilfi.    AS 

Lytk. U7,  292 

MArr-AXT>..^OTcr.  Tunc.  143, 15S,  210 
MALyzRX.  .Z>r.  L.  2fa«on.  4a,  854,  404 

Mambx ;..  2S4 

MAHOAn Grcaiorex  CoU.  20C 

Mabdxx 893 

Ma«x. S93 

Maslow *Eng.  125,  820,  826 

Mabttn S.R2rartih.  890 

Mabttbs Scotch  Psalter.  843 

M«AD 801 

Hear Unknotcn.  847,  8C5 

MEonELD Wm.  Mathtr.  267 

HKLODT ,,yljJJr.  117 

HxNDON *Ger.  Mtlo<hj.  56,  61 

MxBiBAU Dr.  L.  Mason.  849 

MiODOL Dr.L.  Mason.  4%  169 

MxxTON 289 

MnsiOKART  CiiAKT (\  Zfuuer.  805 

Misnoif AST  IlYJur.Dr.  Z.  Mason. 

20S,  873,  895 
MosniomL Martin  Luther. 

Original  fonn 403 

MORW^a.  ...•Spanish.  8S(t,  391 

Moti'tKO  St  AIL  ...Dr.  L.  Mason.  4CB 
MoiufiifOTOBr.JfjJrnfnfff 011,119,236,  273 
Uqvvth^.  ..Dr.  X,  Mason.  256 

Motmr Tttisoa'   ..2>r.  L.  Mason.  310 

Murray Dr.  L.  Mason.    24 

Naovi. 2>r.  Z.  Mason.  129, 191, 250,  806 

Nasuyille Old  CK  Mel.    SS 

Navl 26S 

Nettletox 172 

Newcovrt Il.Jlmil.    89 

Kew  York  TuxE..*&-o/f/i  rKWtf. 

73,  201,  211 

Nile 267 

KlLLEX 265 

Kilo \u 

KoBLE 259 

Noel 59 

Norman 145,  400 

NoRWioiL Dr.L.  Mason.  260,  40S 

NuREMBURO AhJe,  1673.  29,  151 

Oak Dr.  L.  Mason.  245 

Oldex 224 

Old  IlrxnnKDTii Wm.  Franc, 

Genetan  Pm.,  1543 17,  30,  82 

Olian, 204,  217 

B 
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Olivct. , Dr.  L  Mason.  8t»5 

OLJii:T2.*From  Gregorian  Chant. 

83,  873,  887,  899,  383,  419 

Olnet Dr.  L.  Mason,  lis 

OXLAXD^ 202 

Oiu) TS 

Oeiox 253 

Ortonville /Tastings.  105,  133 

Otlet 402 

Otto 214 

OvTO Dr.  L.  Mason.  218 

Palestixc Mazsinghi.  462 

Palmer. 44 

Fauk  Stui^et  Venua,  52,  74 

Paul.  896 

Pekin.  ....  Wm.  Mason.  252 

Petcrboro' Webb.  183,  881,  417 

Petersburg n Russian.  140,  205 

^  Vulpius.  81,  859 

Pilksgkove K.  MitcheU.  819 

Pletel ,  J.  Phytl  409 

Portuguese  IlT:M3r. .         PQmi^ik 

Meloily 270 

Preston 108,174,  266 

Kattord 104 

Ratxer 106 

Reo Dr.  Ij.  Mason.  463 

Rettesat,  Jf^,  T.  Ha  stings.  288 

R0CKisCiitAii*iJi".  /.  J/5TJwn.21,  65,  71 

HocKT^AtR  402 

nosiDALii.  O.  F.  Pnot.  825,  877 

Ro3r.FiELD.../Vom />/•  C.  Mahin. 

67, 137,  247,  872 

RoTiiwELL ♦  Wm.  Tansnr.    57 

RUXDELL 256 

Ryle 243 

Sabbatii Dr.  L.  Mason.  136 

S AVAXKAU Pleyel.  227 

Scotland Dr.  J.  Clarke.  152 

Seasons Plcyel.  115 

Seir Dr.L.  Mason.  177 

Selvix *Dr.  L.  Mason.  460 

Severn 285 

Seymour Greater  ex  Coll.  203 

Shawmit Dr.  L.  Mason.  195 

Sherman Amer.  Tune.  314 

SniNJ?fa  ^Tionr.    G.  F.  Root.  262 

SniRLAND Stanley.  180,  880 

Sicily T^aiton.  236,  420 

SiLOAM Wooflhury.  182 

Silver  Street /.  Smith.  875 ' 

SiVAN 78 

State  Street  ...J,  C.  Woodman.  867 
Stepuens W.  JoneSf  17S0.    87 


PAOR 

Stonefield Stanley,  lid 

Stow Dr.L  Mason.  188 

St.  Ann's Dr.  Wm.  Crojt  173 

St.  Martxvs.  TUnaur,  1733. 45,  2TI,  8&I 
St.  JlicukVL... Day's Ptffilter.  ICl,  885 

St,  Nicolai Rosen m  uUer.  12fl 

St.  Tuoxas WiUiatns.  83,  131 

SWAINE Ill 

SwANWiCK Lucat.  228 

Tallb Thos.  Ttitti9.n^  885 

Tallis*  Evening  IItm5e.      TuUijt,    49 
TAi^FAi?  .KingAey.  846 

TEMrLP  879 

Ttiatcuer.  Iltmfhta  **So»arme.'"  831 
The  OLti  lTt*3f  ottcPTu. .  W.  Franc, 

Genevan  /'«.,1543....17,  80,  82 

TnEON. 181 

TijpuLEjY  .  Dr.  T.  JTagtings,  100 

TULLY ISO 

Tweed *  English.  272 

Tyng 394 

Ulm Dr,L.Mason,  887 

Unwin 822 

Urmttnd Dr.L,  Mason.  15C 

tJxBRiDGr.... Z>r.  L  Mason.  86,  91,  249 

Vital  Spark 421 

Wales 157 

Ward.* Scotch.  166,  281, 844^  405 

Ware. 212 

Warwick SStanlty.  839 

WATCiiifAx Z<acA.  107 

Wayne 118,  220 

Wells. .J. //oldroyd.    95 

Welt. 350 

Welton *German,  196 

White. 283 

W^IIYTK 122 

WiM  born  E Greater  ex  OoU.    87 

Winchester Dr.  CroJL  324 

WiXDHAM D.  Read.  240,  265,  545 

WiN-DSOR Scotch  Psalter.  275,  291 

WlXPIFLD 06,  15C 

WiLMOT Carl  Von  Weber.  127,  166 

WiLTZ ,....  264 

WisxER 858 

Woodland y,D.  Govfd.  861 

Woodstock Geo.  D^i(iw!.  21'-.  812 

Worthing '219 

Toakley  Yoakley.  123^  216 

Zebulon Dr.  L.  Mason^ 

68.110,189,879 
Zepiiyb...  ITm.  R  Bradbury.  141, 185 

Zeta 881 

Zioir Dr,  T,  muHngs.  800 
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PAGE. 

AtBKC(6Unes) 800 

All  Saints 277 

AsTinN 833 

Bated 102 

Bebmk 818 

Bebbt 276 

CxpuAS,  (8  lines) 461 

DuaxbSt 60 

Duke  Street 53,  83 

ErriNQHAM 02 

Ellextuoepb 248 

EsruBT. T5 

EB!f  AX 114, 135. 181, 230,  418 

Federal  Street 808, 876, 889 

GllATITCDE 134 

G  novE,  (8  lines) 20,  64,  00 

Hamburg 218, 203,  836 

llEDRON 42, 160,  225,  241,  412 

Hull 81,70 

Iosco 108,  107 

LouVAX 804 

Loving  Kindness 462 

Lyte,  (6  lines) 147,  202 

Malvern 48.254,404 

Wendon 66, 61 

MionoL 48,168 

MiNTON 280 

MusiONART  CiLAirr 805 

NiLO 164 

Olden 224 

Old  lIuxDREDTn 17, 80, 82 

Olean,  (6  lines) 204, 217 

Palestine,  (6  lines) 462 

Park  Street 62,  74 

Petbrsbvrgu,  (6  llnc5) 140,  205 

PiLESGROVE 810 

Retreat 238 

KOCKINGUAU 21,65,71 

ROTIIWELL 57 

IlOSEDALE 825,877 

Seasons 115 

Stonetield 146 

Tallis' EvENiNO  Hymn. 40 

TaE  Old  Hundredtb 17,  80,  82 

Ulm 887 

L'XBRIDGX 86,01,240 

Ward 16^  231,  844,  405 

Ware 212 

Wells 93 

Welton 106 

Whytr,  (3  lines) 122 

Wik;iornb 87 

WlNOnESTEB. 824 

WntDHAM 240,255,845 

YoAKLET,  (6  lines) 128, 216 

Zkpbtm 141,186 

B 
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PAGE. 

Abexdgs 60 

ALPnsus. 88,120,124 

ANTioon 200 

Arlington 156,  207, 416 

Athens,  (S  lines) 182 

Avon 80,282 

Balerua 207 

Barby 05 

Barrow 833 

Babtow 07 

Batton 808 

Bond,  (8  lines) 828 

Bradford 04 

Brattle  Street,  (8  lines) 460 

Brooklyn,  (S  lines) 143, 827,-332 

Brown 150 

Butler,  (8  lines) 154,170 

Byrd,  (8  lines) 128, 100,  238, 870 

Cambridge 206 

Canaan 466 

Canterbury 200 

Chimes 830 

China 312 

Christmas,  (IXandel's,)  10, 85 

Christmas,  (old  8  lines). . .  18, 112, 170 

Clarendon 231 

Corinth 175 

Coronation 113 

COAXTER 96 

Dedham 80 

Dbnfield 100, 187,  280, 410 

Downs 140.  229,  233,  303.  820. 415 

Dundee 76,121,807,411 

Dunfermline 813 

Elim 280,802 

Elizabbthtown 816 

Evan 171.  317,  371,  300,  414 

Ferry 186 

Grafton 251 

Hardy 55 

Heber 221 

Hermon 821,858 

noLiiEiN....68.        Howard....      84 

Lanesboro* 54 

Lansing,  (8  lines) 26, 72 

Leoh 148 

LrroHFiELD 838 

Maitland 142,158,210 

Manoah 206 

Harlow 125,820,826 

Martyrs 843 

Meab 847,865 

Medfibld 267 1 

Mblody \\T 


Obtoktilli! 105,188 

Otto J14 

Palmer 44 

PrrERBOto' 68,183,831,417 

Phuvah 81,  859 

Preston 108,174,266 

Rayford,  (3  lines) 104 

Reg 468 

SiLOAM 182 

Stephens 27 

St.  Ann's 173 

St.  Martin's 45,274,884 

swanwick 828 

Tallu 77,885 

Tappan 846 

Warwick 889 

Wayne,  (8  linos) 116^  280 

Windsor 275,  291 

Woodland 864 

Woodstock 215,843 

S.  H. 

Athol 298 

Aylesbury 841 

Badka 61,99,119,286 

Bonar,  (8  linos) 160, 194,  816, 866 

Bonn 884 

BoYLSTON. .  177,  223,  287,  885,  841,  418 

Bremen,  (8  lines) 83,888 

Brighton 874 

Dennis BBS 

Dover 87B 

Durer ITO 

Ell 196,887 

Field 28,816 

Oerar 858 

Golden  Hill 51 

Haverhill 99 

Inverness 840 

Iowa 888 

Kane,  (8  lines) 60,898 

Lahan 88,107 

LisDON 867 

MoRNiKGTOH 119, 286, 878 

Olmutz 23,  278,  287,  299,888,  419 

Olney  118 

Pekin 852 

Rayner,  (8  lines) 106 

Seir ITT 

Selvin 466 

Shawmut 195 

Sherman 814 

SniRLAND 180,880 


SilverStbxbt ^^*k 

%tkT%%tra» AmS» 

Naomx l^^l^VWi.^'^W-^^^*^*^^ mL.-S 

NiwYowtTwm l%,WV,^\\%t.'^^^^^>* 
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TAOB. 

TnATCITEB 831 

TlIKON 131 

Tweed J72 

Watciuian 107 

P.M. 

VitalSpabk 421 

H.  U. 

Behiebda 278 

Flzxt  Steer 41,  C2 

IIaodam 40 

Lexox 26,199,419 

LucuEB 199 

MUBRAT 24 

Stow 133 

SWAIXE Ill 

Zebijlos 08,110,189,279 

L.  F.  H. 

NAsnriLLV 88 

Nbwcoubt 89 

O.  P.  M. 

ArniLONE 849 

Abiel 37 

Oanoes 47 

Obetka 86 

HuiBAn 849 

a  H.  M. 

BUKDELL 256 

a  p.  M. 

Dalbtox 46 

a  H.  M. 

MouLTOx 256 

58&88. 

Lbww 350 

58,78,  8& 6. 

Welt 850 

58  &  68,  or  lis. 

Bates 828 

68. 

NiLLEX 266 

Wtt-ra.CS  lines) 264 

68&4B. 

Amrbica 401 

Asiot 810 

AVA 243 

Betuaxt 244 

Elaxd «....  242 

Itauan  Htmk 144,854 

Kext 242 

Ltxch 245 

N0E3IAX 145,  400 

Oak 245 

OXJTET 355 

6s&5a. 

Oltx 284 

Btle 243 

SETZBir 2S5 

6sft7i. 

Mambb 2S4 

68,88648. 

Clattox 311 

TSOML S9 


PAGE. 
6S&108. 

Nattl 268 

78. 

Albox 151 

A«fflji  887 

B^tOHATFtC^  llnei) 868 

Bexetext<\  (8  lines) 464 

Dallas 261,869 

Lu'i.^,  (A  hn^riij 168 

EtTHAic,  («  Uiiiis)  •   167 

JUttiGt  (61in*Bl  246,873 

TIcsnox  28 

I[<ittTox  162 

WraaSUncsJ  2S2 

K  X1G  or,  0  Hues  Bonblc)    869 

LoRAixE,  fflTSncfl}  101 

Mabttx,  (8  lines) 890 

MoBxiKO,  (8  linos) 866,891 

MoBXiKO  Stab,  (8  lines) 466 

NoBWion 260,  403 

Nubembubo 29,151 

OXLAXD 202 

Plitel  409 

lEoBipiEU*,  (61JooB>..07. 187, 147,  872 

Sabbath,  (6  lines) 186 

St.  NiooLAi,  (8  lines) 126 

Setxoub 906 

ToPLADT,  (6  lines) 100 

WnrrB,  (8  lines) 888 

WixriELD 66,160 

WiLMOT 127.166 

78  &  3. 
Gate 268 

78  ft  58. 

Otlet 402 

rockyale 402 

Zeta 851 

78&68. 

Abvillb 198 

Ambtebdax 861 

Caxoxbvbt 856 

EXETA 860 

QooDwix 181,  857 

MisszoxABT  IlTifx 208,  878,  895 

Temple 879 

Tlt.lt ISO 

Tyxo 894 

88. 
Adxal 1S9 

88  ft  4. 

ErriELD 156 

Eltox 188 

Uxwix 822 

Ubmitxd 156 

Wales 157 

8Bft58. 

KiTTO 801 

88ft68. 

AcTOX 800 

Ellabd 2591 

E  LLIOT 852 

Nile 257 

NODLB 869 

Obiox 258 

WiaxzB ...,t.....ititt 868 


PA«L 

88,eift48. 

HoxTOK 800 

8i.em5ft4. 

Meap 801 

8b  ft  6,  or  8b  ft  4. 

Wisxeb 8SS 

88ft78. 

AxLET,  (8  lines) 884 

Babtimeits 173 

Gbeenvillp.,  (8  lines) 85, 862 

Habwell,  (S  lines) 84, 892 

JATXES,(81lncs) 192,863 

Kelvix 198 

Mabx,  (6  lines) 398 

Mrtxuourn             408 

Mot'^  VEtisoN      810 

Nettlbtox,  (8  lines) 172 

Ovio 213 

SniKixo  SnoBB 862 

SioiLT 886,420 

WoBTnixo 210 

8B,78ft4. 

Alvax 894,407,420 

Billow,  (Pecnlisr) :!6i 

Batabia 406 

Hamdex 895 

Ziox 209 

OsftdB. 

Calbba .' 226 

10b. 

SAYAXXAn 227 

108  ft  4. 

Mabdbx 398 

108,  5.  6  ft  128. 

COXB  LKT  rS  AJIEW 89T 

108  ft  6b. 

Laxetox 896 

108ft  Ub,  or  5«ft6B. 

Ltoxs 58 

108,11  ft  12. 

Paul 396 

llB. 

OoenBX 871 

Pobtuouese  Htxx 870 

Fbedebick 4M 

llBft8B. 

Obd 78 

SlYAX 78 

llBftlOs. 

Coxb  tb  Dbcoxsolats 153 

Folbox 79 

Il8ftl28. 

Laxdeb 863 

128. 

SCOTLAHD IM 
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